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Cl^e  Capital  €lub 


0UR  SOCIETY,  the  Casual  Club,  is 
held  together  by  one  knows  not  what 
1l>ond.  The  members  have  little  in 
common.  They  discuss  poetry,  poli- 
tics, philosophy;  there  is  neither 
constitution,  by-laws  nor  rolls;  the  question 
of  the  club's  organization  is  not  to  be  an- 
swered; and  all  one  may  know  is  that  it 
meets  upon  Thursday  evenings,  [now  here, 
now  tl^ere;  and  once  in  convention,  proceed- 
ing in  a  ruleless,  desultory  way,  the  members 
speak  their  views  on  what  topics  at  the  mo- 
ment best  address  themselves  to  their  minds. 
It  has  been  explained  that  the  members  have 
scant  common  ground  whereon  to  gather 
themselves  together.  It  should  also  be  re- 
marked that  while  they  preserve  a  politeness 
which  is  sincere,  they  do  not  spare  one  an- 
*'  convictions.     Thus  it  befalls  that  the 
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^^(  most  cherished  notion  finds  itself  frequently 
({^nlOOtetr  ^^^  object  of  attack.  This  often  induces 
warmth,  yet  no  one  is  the  worse  for  that,  since 
no  word  is  uttered,  no  attitude  assumed,  which 
would  not  match  the  precise  conduct  of  gen- 
tlemen in  their  personal  relations.  Indeed, 
I've  more  than  once  considered  that  this  very 
acridity — this  roughness  of  mental  contact, 
is  the  charm  which  brings  us  to  one  another. 
Your  animal  loves  to  have  his  fur  rubbed  the 
wrong  way,  and  men  are  only  animals  who 
employ  tailors.  But  whatever  the  reason, 
not  one  would  miss  a  club  meeting;  and  no 
call  has  yet  been  urgent  enough  in  the  case 
of  any  member  to  work  a  surrender  of  his 
Thursday  evenings  to  aught  save  the  Casual 
Club. 

♦  ♦  ♦ 
THERE  are  but  six;  and  perhaps  some  slight 
description  of  at  least  five  of  these  personages 
would  be  worth  the  space;  the  more  so,  since 
it  is  possible  that,  from  time  to  time,  they  may 
be  heard  through  these  types. 
There  is  then — to  give  him  that  eminence  he 
believes  to  be  his  due  and  name  him  earliest, 
—one  who  has  much  local  celebration  as  a 
mugwump.  He  is  fiorid,  coarse,  self-sufBlcient 
of  face,  with  close-trimmed  beard;    rather 
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jowlish  than  intellectual;  and  carries  a  nar-  fjj^lff 
row,  superior  air  as  one  who  believes  in  the  ^Mttxl 
rights  of  property  more  than  in  the  rights  of  ^  ■   . 
persons.      Like  all  mugwumps,  he  is  a  con-  ^^^^^ 
genital  Invert,  who — ^with  his  feet  in  the  air — 
walks  through  life  on  his  head  and  regards 
everything   as   upside    down    save   himself. 
This  is  Mr.  Vacuum.     He  is  an  honest  fellow 
at  heart,  yet  no  less  perilous  in  his  views  for  all 
that;  and  his  favorite  club  is  The  Reform. 

♦  ♦  ♦ 
NEXT  in  curious  interest  if  not  in  weight,  one 
has  Mr.  Van  Addle.  This  young  gentleman 
is  a  true  Knickerbocker;  ajBfects  the  club  of 
that  name;  was  raised  in  a  world  of  butlers, 
footmen,  coachmen  and  flunkies  of  general 
kind;  is  prone  to  regard  himself  as  of  high 
caste  compared  with  other  folk;  and  while 
knowing  much  of  automobiles,  seventy-foot- 
ers, horses,  golf,  tennis,  paper  chases  and 
cotillons,  is  of  an  ignorance  as  practical  when 
one  comes  to  things  political  as  Vacuum  him- 
self. Van  Addle  dresses  fantastically  by  the 
simple  device  of  italicizing  a  style;  and  while 
they  are  in  the  mode,  his  collars  saw  his  ears, 
his  cravat  is  glorious  of  color,  and  he  would 
as  soon  appear  on  Fifth  Avenue  without  his 
trousers  as  without  his  *' spats."    However, 
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^hf  Van  Addle  is  genial  and  pleasant  withal,  ac^ 

(i^ltlookft  ^^^^^^®^y  trained  in  a  surface  gentility,  and 

failing  of  use  more  worthy,  serves  as  a  buoy 

marking  certain  shoals  of  existence  which  the 

wise  mariner  would  wish  to  avoid. 

*  *  * 

THERE  is  in  sharpest  contrast  to  both  Vacuum 
and  Van  Addle,  Judge  Lemon.  Rich,  he  has 
retired  from  the  law  at  middle  age.  He  re- 
fuses ofBlce  or  employment,  and  gives  himself 
to  those  natural  currents  of  C3rnicism  which 
flow  within  him.  He  is  lean,  dark,  sour;  is 
mentally  strong  and  clear;  has  read  widely 
and  thought  deeply  and  to  the  purpose.  Of 
a  stem  honesty,  he  has  brief  patience  with 
scoundrels,  and  holds  them  next  to  fools,  to  be 
most  dangerous  citizens.  Their  presence  in 
politics  especially  offends  him;  and  while 
professing  those  sentiments  of  state  whereof 
the  great  Jefferson  was  a  prime  expositor. 
Judge  Lemon  turns  from  every  activity  of 
party,  declaring  that  he  will  not  consort  nor 
rub  elbows  with  the  coterie  of  not-yet-con- 
victed criminals  which  collects  itself  as  a  su- 
perlative influence  in  present  councils  of  the 
local  democracy.  Judge  Lemon's  title  was 
never  earned,  for  he  was  never  on  the  bench. 
It  was  bestowed  on  him  perliaps,  for  that  on 
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more  than  one  occasion — on  each  of  which  tlPlft 
he  put  forth  a  resolute  refusal — ^he  was  ten-  Caftllll 
dered   the  woolsack  in  nomination.     Lean,   jt^t^u 
causticy  hard  as  agate  in  seeming,  there  be  folk  ^^^^ 
to  know  Judge  Lemon,  who  claim  for  him  a 
tender  heart  and  one  weak  for  charities.     They 
say,  too,  that  maugre  his  blunt  and  bullying 
tone,  he  is  modest  of  his  own  merits  and  secret- 
ly tolerant  towards  the  shortcomings  of  others. 

*  *     * 

LIKE  Judge  Lemon,  Mr.Fatfloat  has  "  retired." 
Fatfloatwas  a  merchant;  and  is  rich  in  blocks 
on  Broadway  which  he  rents  as  stores  and 
offices  and  wherefrom  the  round,  plump, 
twinkling  Fatfloat  derives  the  revenues  of  a 
prince.  Fatfloat  is  sixty;  and  is  easy  on  all 
questions  save  those  which  relating  to  his  own 
interests  are  measured  by  dollars-and-cents. 
Fatfloat  is  sagacious  concerning  worldly  af- 
fairs; has  his  own  thoughts  on  politics  and 
no  theories;  and  would  be  a  republican  if 
hunted  to  his  last  stand.  There  goes  no 
knowledge  of  any  fine  or  graceful  character 
with  Fatfloat,  and  he  wots  as  little  of  art  or 
literature  as  any  denizen  of  Africa. 

*  *     * 
PROBABLY  that  most  elevated  soul  of  the 
Casual    Club    is    Enfield.     He    is    polished. 
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tH^lft  quiet,  determined.  He  is  rich;  he  has  read; 
({^ttlOOtet  ^^  ^^^  ransacked  the  earth  with  travel.  All 
men  has  Enfield  met;  and  forgiving  them  all, 
he  long  ago  learned  that  to  find  a  man  dif- 
ferent from  one's  self  is  not  always  to  find  a 
man  worse  than  one's  self.  Enfield  owns 
opinions,  but  no  politics;  and  has  now  and 
then  said  he  would  cancel  his  citizenship  if  a 
way  were  opened  other  than  that  of  becoming 
a  citizen  of  some  alien  land.  Enfield  would 
live  willingly  a  citizen  of  the  world;  but  while 
he  holds  this  government  as  presently  prac- 
ticed to  be  no  better  than  the  frying  pan;  he 
regards  all  others  as  the  fire  in  fact,  and 
therefore  simmers  without  further  struggle 
where  he  is. 

*  *  ♦ 
ON  last  Thursday  night  the  club  met  at  a 
restaurant  in  Twenty-eighth  Street.  The 
place  was  of  quiet  sort,  with  good  food  at  fair 
rates,  and  there  was  sawdust  on  the  fioor 
instead  of  carpets.  Also,  there  hovered  an 
odor  of  cookery  essentially  German.  Van 
Addle  hesitated  at  this;  however,  overruling 
the  objections  of  his  nose — educated  by  Sherry 
and  Delmonico — he  made  shift  to  come  in 
with  the  rest.  The  club  was  made  at  home  in 
a  private  room,  and  save  for  the  visits  of  a 
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waiter  from  time  to  time — visits  which  were 
not  intrusions — was  not  disturbed  and  re- 
mained in  session  until  a  late  hour. 

*  *  ♦ 
TALK  at  last  turned  to  politics. 
"Don't  you  know,"  observed  Van  Addle  at  a 
pause  in  the  conversation,  "that  I  read  in  a 
paper  which  we  take  in  at  the  Knickerbocker, 
that  Tammany  Hall  is  in  a  pother  ?  Of  course 
I  understand  nothing  personally  of  such  vul- 
garities as  Tammany  Hall;  but  according  to 
the  story,  that  organization  is  in  a  vast  stew." 
"Nonsense I"  objected  Vacuum  with  a  mug- 
wompish  snort,  **  don't  let's  bother  our  self- 
respect  by  discussing  such  an  ill-odored  mess 
as  Tammany.  It  would  offend  the  sensibilities 
less  were  we  to  discuss  Blackwell's  Island." 
"  I  grant  you,  sir,"  said  Enfield,  turning  to  Va- 
cuum, "  that  there  is  small  moral  difference  be- 
tween Blackwell's  and  Tammany  when  one  re- 
flects on  the  last  organization's  recent  conduct. 
But  an  objection  to  consider  Tammany  is  not 
well  taken.  Blackwell's  is  not  likely  to  soon 
get  its  hands  on  the  city  government;  while 
the  crazy  patch  administration  which  mug- 
wumpery  so  recently  conferred  on  us, — a 
whirling  dervish  for  district  attorney;  a  puff 
ball  incompetent,  pride-blown  and  vain,  as  city 
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^|f  counselor;  a  jellyfish  commissioner  of  police, 
<I^ttlOOkft  ^^^^^  ^^^^®  ^^^  bone;  and  a  MISTAKE  for 
a  mayor — is  bound  from  its  present  courses 
of  ignorance  and  direct  wrong  to  call  Tam- 
many to  power  again  in  two  years.  I  may 
regret  that  fact  as  much  as  do  you.  Still  it 
none  the  less  raises  Tammany  to  be  of  an 
interest  close  to  the  common  heart." 
"Then,  my  dear  Enfield,"  retorted  Vacuum, 
a  bit  sarcastically,  "since  you  seem  to  have 
turned  the  business  over  in  your  mind,  I  sug- 
gest that  you  give  your  ideas  on  Tammany, 
its  past,  present  and  future ;  and  particularly 
that  you  set  forth  what  it  should  do  to  be  saved." 
"One  might  as  well  talk  of  saving  Satan!" 
interjected  Lemon;  "or  an  addled  eggl" 
"Vacuum  doesn't  mean  by  'saving*  Tam- 
many, the  reform  of  Tammany,"  explained 
Fatfioat  unctuously.  "Vacuum  knows  that 
the  problem  of  the  camel  and  the  needle's  eye 
would  be  easier.  What  he  intends,  is  to  ask 
Enfield  those  steps  which  Tammany  should 
take  to  invoke  the  next  year's  confidence  of  the 
people  and  bring  success  at  the  Autumn's 
polls." 

*    *    * 
"  IN  the  much  leisure  I  enjoy,"  said  Enfield  and 
addressing  the  Club  generally,  "  I  have  made  a 
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detailed  study  of  Tammany  Hall.     One  man  ^hf 
studies  arts,  another  music,  another  swine,  ^iMHttl 
another   reptiles,   another   insanity,   another 
criminology;    I  make,  therefore,  no  apology 
for   studying   Tammany    Hall.     And    I   say 
freely  that  a  vast  preponderance  of  its  mem- 
bership is  morally  much  better  and  higher  than 
the  organization  itself." 
"  Really,  Enfield,"  said  Vacuum,  "  such  state- 
ments will  gain  you  the  reputation  of  a  humor- 
ist." 

"  Or  an  Ananias,"  growled  Lemon. 
"What  I  mean,"  persisted  Enfield  calmly,  "is 
this:   Of  the  thousands  who  make  up  Tam- 
many Hall,  nineteen  of  twenty  are  honest 
men." 

"  I  grant  you;  honest  in  the  political  sense," 
interrupted  Lemon. 

"  Honest  in  a  political  sense?"  repeated  Van 
Addle  blankly. 

"  To  be  honest  in  the  political  sense,"  replied 
Lemon,  "is  strenuously  to  oppose  and  de- 
nounce all  robberies  in  the  profits  whereof 
you  have  no  personal  share." 
"  Still,  I  repeat,"  continued  Enfield,  "without 
yielding  to  any  particular  definition,  that  the 
grand  per  cent. — nineteen  in  every  twenty  I 
say — of  iTammany  folk  are,  as  wags  the  world, 
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fjj^hf  honest  men;  as  honest  as  mugwump  men,  or 
(^nlooktt  ^^publican  men,  or  those  other  men  of  fer- 
ment who  have  no  party."  Here  Enfield 
glanced  at  Lemon.  *'But  the  trouble  with 
Tammany,  a  trouble  which  extends  back- 
ward full  four  years  and  more,  is  that  the  or- 
ganization rascals  have  held  it  in  domination. 
It  has  been  made  an  engine  of  blackmail,  of 
extortion,  of  robbery.  The  powers  that  sub- 
sisted at  its  head  levied  tribute  like  so  many 
evil  Caesars.  They  made  gambling  and  all 
forms  of  vice  a  prey.  They  sheared  these 
sheep  of  blackness  of  a  yearly  fleece  worth 
four  millions  of  dollars." 

*  *  * 
"AND  who  do  you  suppose  got  it?"  asked  Van 
Addle,  deeply  moved  by  the  sum  suggested. 
"  No  one  may  surely  say,"  replied  Enfield. 
''Perhaps  you  may  read  the  names  in  the 
records  of  real  estate;  or  among  those  who 
build;  or  in  the  tales  of  new  gambling  dens 
to  be  founded;  or  on  the  steamship  lists.  But 
whoever  got  it,  that  is  done  and  over;  and 
while  the  public  might  profit  by  the  capture 
and  punishment  of  such  felons,  the  present 
question  is  not  so  much  to  catch  a  rascal  as  to 
programme  a  course  for  the  future  of  Tam- 
many itself.  To  proceed:  There  were  cer- 
za 
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tain  robbers  in  the  organization^  and  they  lor  {Q^f 
four  years  have  held  it  under  their  thumhe."  CUtfUHl 
"Robbers I"  cried  Fatfloat  empliatically.  "You 
may  well  employ  the  terml  They  wound  up 
their  pillage  by  plundering  the  organization 
itself.  Why,  a  State  senator  told  me  that 
full  a  million  dollars  were  contributed  to  Tam- 
many wherewith  to  conduct  the  last  campaign  t 
The  corporations  bled  like  Marco  Bozarris. 
One  traction  company  gave  fifty  thousand;  the 
others  matched  it.  Every  candidate  suffered 
a  double  assessment.  Full  one  million  of  dol- 
lars were  paid  in.  Not  one  quarter  was  paid 
out.  And  yet  Tammany  was  bankrupt — ^not 
a  shilling  in  the  till — on  the  day  following  the 
election,  and  owed  five  thousand  dollars  be- 
sides. Robbery  1  That  clique  let  nothing 
get  away  except  themselves."  And  Fatfloat 
mopped  his  brow. 

"I  should  think  the  honest  men  of  Tammany," 
commented  Vacuum,  "  would  take  a  dog  and 
hunt  the  pillagers  down."  Vacuum  likes 
simile. 

"Tou  might  better  take  a  boat  for  that  hunt- 
ing," remarked  Lemon  ironically. 


*     *    * 


"GENTLEMEN,"  resumed  Enfield,  "since  you 
are  done  with  your  brilliant  interruptions,  I 
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^Q^  would  say  that  it  was  these  wrongs  of  black- 
<I^nlOQt^(  mail — these  partnerships  with  crime  and  vice 
— that  ruined  Tammany  and  took  from  it  the 
city.  The  election  last  November  was  the  trial 
by  jury  on  those  charges  of  rapine,  of  the  con- 
trolling agencies  of  Tammany.  They  were 
convicted.  And  being  thus  convicted,  those 
agencies  should  step  down  and  out.  There 
can  be  no  future  for  the  organization  save  a 
future  of  defeat  and  disrepute  until  they  do." 
"Kr.  Croker  did  get  out,"  suggested  Van  Ad- 
dle. He  was  eager  to  demonstrate  his  little 
knowledge. 

"But  he  took  care,"  retorted  Lemon,  "to  leave 
behind  his  personal  representative.  Where 
the  jackal  sits,  the  lion  is  in  power  1" 

*  ♦  * 
"MR.  CROKER,"  continued  Enfield  pointed- 
ly, "has,  or  thinks  he  has,  as  much  to  say 
concerning  the  actions  of  Tammany  as  ever  he 
had.  He  writes  letters  to  this  one  or  that  and 
issues  his  conmiands.  But  it  won't  do. 
What  Tammany  demands  is  a  thorough,  ab- 
solute reorganization.  Kr.  Croker  and  Mr. 
Croker's  staff  that  he  left  on  the  field  to  have 
an  eye  for  his  revenues  and  protect  his  au- 
thority should  be,  to  the  last  name,  eliminate <l. 
They  should  be  destroyed,  stalk  and  root  and 
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standing  grass.    The  last  trace  of  them  ahoitld  ^fJ(ff 
disappear  with  knife  and  caustic.    And  be-  irM||9l 
tween  us,  there  is  hopeful  sign  that  such  will 
be  the  outcome.     Tammany  is  on  the  brink  of 
reorganization,  whether  folk  know  it  or  no." 
"It    will   make   but   Uttle    difference,"   said 
Vacuum  judgmatically.    "Kr.  Sheehan  and 
his  Greater  Democracy  will  supplant  Tam- 
many and  become  headqtiarters  of  party  in  its 
stead." 

« Vacuum,  you  dream  T'  observed  Leinon. 
^*Vo  you  suppose  you  are  to  make  a  public 
or  a  party — I  speak  of  the  honest  men — be- 
lieve in  a  future  full  of  reform  by  promising  a 
future  full  of  Sheehan?  Why,  man  I  The 
very  name  sounds  like  the  enemy — a  synonym 
for  bad  rule  and  civic  ill  I  Have  you  forgotten 
Buff^o?  But  it's  like  you  mugwumps  I 
What  did  you  conceive  to  be  the  thotights  of 
men  wit)i  memories  when  your  Reform  Club 
with^its  Bllery  Andersons,  gave  that  3)ierry 
dinner  to  Mr.  Sheehan?  Half  the  folk  who 
clattered  knife  and  fork  that  night  and  tossed 
a  wellr-fiUed  glass  one  time  and  another,  had 
charged  on  the  guest  of  honor  every  infamy 
of  office  and  assailed  him  with  every  epithet. 
Who  had  changed  in  eight  years,  you  or  he? 
Vacm^m^  I'm  a  xmn  of  even  moods  and  yet  I 
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(Q^^f  never  was  nearer  sneering  than  when  I  read 

<DnlOOkft  ^'  ^^^^  Sherry  dinner,  with  its  Lows  and  its 

Andersons  and  its  Riveses  and  its  Jeromes  and 

its   Sheehans  and  the    fustian,  hypocritical 

speeches  that  were  made." 

♦     *    * 
«  YOU  spoke  of  Tammany  being  on  the  brink 
of  reorganization,"  said  Fatfloat  to  Enfield. 
"WiU  BIr.  Nixon  go  out?" 
**Kr.  Nixon,"  said  Enfield,  ^'admirable  and  an 
honest   gentleman  withal,   when   considered 
merely  as  Kr.  Nixon,  is,  as  a  'leader'  of  Tam- 
many, no  more  than  mistletoe  on  the  oak  of 
Crokerism.    When  the  latter  goes,  then  goes 
Mr.  Nixon,  and  the  day  is  near  at  hand." 
<<And  who,  then, will  have  command?"  asked 
Fatfioat. 

« Ex-Police  Commissioner  Martin,"  replied 
Enfield.  ''It  will  come  to  him,  and  he  is  ready 
to  receive  the  baton.  When  Mr.  Croker  de- 
parted he  did  his  best  to  sow  dissensions  and 
leave  a  score  of  feuds  behind.  He  set  Mr. 
Carroll  against  Mr.  Sullivan  and  Mr.  Sullivan 
against  Mr.  Carroll.  He  left  orders  to  destroy 
this  leader  and  that  leader  and  set  fire  to  the 
executive  committee  in  as  many  places  as  he 
might.  This  was  meant  to  prevent  combina- 
tions against  Mr.  Nixon,  whom  he  named  in 
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his  place.  He  figured  that,  where  each  threat-  tEP^f 
ened  the  other,  they  would  all  curry  favor  with  (fTg^ii^l 
Mr.  Nixon  as  a  means  of  strengthening  them- 
selves. This  was  error.  They  went  to  Mr. 
Martin,  not  Mr.  Nixon,  for  strength.  Mr. 
Nixon  is  not  heeded,  not  obeyed;  his  name  is 
the  reason  of  nothing  save  a  Tammany  smile. 
But  not  so  Mr.  Martin.  Name  him  and  it  is 
cause  for  Tammany  gravity.  The  Sullivans, 
the  Foleys,  the  Oakleys,  the  Carrolls,  the 
Dunns  and  those  others,  notable  or  notorious, 
in  the  organization,  are  aware  that  leadership 
is  on  its  way  to  Mr.  Martin,  and  they've  tacitly 
agreed.  They  may  not  trust  one  another. 
But  they  will  trust  him.  They  know,  too, 
that  his  supremacy  will  extinguish  the  last 
spark  of  Crokerism." 

"It  is  natural  that  Mr.  Martin  should  take 
leadership.  He  has  brains,  he  has  courage, 
he  has  experience;  and  more  than  all,  he  has 
that  virtue  rarest  in  Tammany^Hall — or  out  of 
it — ^he  has  honesty.  Moreover,  with  Mr. 
Croker  gone,  Mr.  Martin  is  the  next  striking 
personality  on  the  list  of  leaders/' 

♦    *    * 
"THEN  you  regard  Mr.  Croker  as  a  power- 
ful personality,"  said  Van  Addle. 
"Indubitably,"  returned  Enfield.    "He  was 
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'^fft  spoiled  during  the  past  four  years  by  too  much 
^XtiOCktt  ^®^y>  ^^^  much  vanity  and  too  much  greed. 
Those  make  a  triumvirate  to  destroy  a  king. 
Kr.  Croker  fell  before  flatterers  and  promisers; 
and  the  conviction  that  he  had  outgrown  in  his 
strength  the  very  name  of  danger  undermined 
him." 

"Ay,  he  could  be  flattered,"  grumbled  Lemon. 
"His  vanity  ever  cried  to  be  tickled  and  one 
might  stick  posters  on  him,  so  it  was  done  with 
soft  soap." 

"As  you  say,"  observed  Fatfloat  sagely  to 
Enfield,  "Kr.  Croker  lost  much  through  his 
foolish,  conceited  sense  of  security.  He 
thought  nothing  could  withstand  him,  cm:  the 
party,  when  he  led.  His  easy  setting  aside  of 
Kr.  Sheehan  in  '97;  and  the  subsequent  great 
trium^  at  the  polls,  fattened  this  notion  that 
he  was  invincible.  I  remember  talking  with 
Ex-Mayor  Grant  on  Election  Day  in  '97.  'I 
would  prefer  a  small  majority  for  the  Democ- 
racy to-day,'  said  Mr.  Grant.  'And  why?'  I 
asked.  *  Because  the  officials  who  go  in,'  said 
Mr.  Grant,  *would  then  have  a  care  to  be 
clean  and  diligent.  Besides,  there  is  a  gen- 
tleman lately  in  town  whom  a  sweeping  ma- 
jority would  spoil.  He  would  feel  too  sale 
and  too  sure  of  the  future  to  be  careful  of  the 
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present.    A  swinging  majority  will  destroy  ns  j3|hf 

later  on.'     The  sequel  shows  that  Mr.  Grant  <[;Mttal 

was  right."  Cltth 

"There  have  ever  been  greater  fools  in  New  ^*^^ 
York  than  Hugh  J.  Grant,"  observed  Lemon, 
sententiously. 

*  *  * 
"Ain>  speaking  of  fools,"  broke  in  Van  Addle, 
"reminds  me  of  a  matter.  Do  you  think  that 
the  Staten  Island-Battery  District  will  nom- 
inate Mr.  Perry  Belmont  for  Congress  this 
fall?" 

"There's  four  times  as  much  reason  for  it,"  re- 
plied Enfield,  "as  there  was  before,  seeing  that 
the  Democrats  have  lost  the  city." 
"And  why  do  you  say  that  ?"  asked  Van  Addle. 
"Because  money  is  of  four  times  the  conse- 
quence," broke  in  Lemon,  "to  a  Tammany 
leader  when  out  of  office  than  when  in.  Give 
him  office  and  your  Tammany  leader  is  rich 
himself  and  scorns  your  common  man  of  in- 
herited millions;  take  his  office  from  him  and 
he  will  hunt  your  millionaire  assiduously, 
stand  at  his  gate  and  wait  to  do  hb  Mdding 
There  is  every  hope  that  Mr.  Perry  Belmont 
will  take  that  nomination,  carry  the  Section, 
and  again  write  his  name  on  the  scroll  of  fame 
as  Congressman," 
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fJJ^Jft  **Whom3will  they^select  in  place  of  Kr.  Cum- 

<DnlOOtlft  ^^'^^^^^  asked  Fatfloat. 

<*Some  one  who  will  take  his  seat,"  said  En- 
field, '^without  taking  his  place.  Kr.  Ctun- 
mings  was^one  of  the  dozen  great  minds  in 
Congress." 

"Assuredly  was  he,"  said  Lemon.  "And  now 
that  he  is  gone  we  will  be  offered  as  his  suc- 
cessor, some  cipher  who,  possibly,  may  not  be 
able  to  write  his  name." 
"You  forget,"  interjected  Fatfloat.  "Evi- 
dently you  count  on  Mr.  Cummings's  succes- 
sor being  a  Democrat.  That  is  wrong.  Since 
the  recent  gerrymander  the  politics  of  the  dis- 
trict has  been  changed.  It  will  elect  a  Re- 
publican." 

"Then  I  will  amend  my  statement,"  retorted 
Lemon,  "and  say  that  in  such  event  the  cipher, 
possibly,  may  be  able  to  write  his  name." 
"New  York  City,"  remarked  Vacuum,  "would 
not  seem  to  have  much  good  fortune  with  her 
delegation  in  Congress.  One  never  hears  of 
them  as  setting  the  Potomac  in  a  blaze;  and 
the  best  they  might  recently  accomplish  was  a 
post-office  appropriation  of  two  and  a  half 
millions  when  as  far  away  as  eight  years  ago 
Chicago  received  one  of  four  millions.  Great 
work,  gentlemen,  great  workl" 
ao 
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**So  you  regard  Mr.  Martin's  coming  leader-  tE^^t 
Btiip  as  sure  ?"  said  Van  Addle,  turning  again  ^Mttnl 
to  Enfield.  ^1   1^ 

"At>solutely  sure.  He  couldn't  avoid  it  if  he  ^^^ 
would.  The  warring  interests  can  collect 
themselves  in  harmony  about  his  name.  And 
it's  the  only  one  to  be  thus  described.  At  the 
next  primary,  as  many  as  ten  new  district 
leaders  will  take  the  places  of  as  many  disrated 
and  cast  aside.  Tet  that  will  not  count  against 
Mr.  Martin.  He  will  still  be  chosen  head  of 
the  Finance  Committee — ^the  next  chief  of 
Tammany  HalL  His  elevation  will  work  a 
fiscal  paradox.  There  will  be  less  money  col- 
lected for  election  purposes  and  Tammany  will 
get  more;  his  selection  will  redound  to  the 
advantage  of  both  the  organization  and  the 
contributors." 

<<Mr.  Martin  will  have  one  tremendous  defect 
as  a  leader,"  commented  Lemon,  shaking  his 
sage  head. 
"And  what  is  that?" 

"When  he  discovers  a  scoundrel  he  won't  keep 
it  a  secret." 

♦    ♦    ♦ 
"EHEUI"  exclaimed  Vacuum,  getting  to  his 
feet  in  preparation  for  departure;  "after  sit- 
ting here  two  hours  and  listening  to  you  wise 
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^J^f  folk,  I  am  going  home  as  dull  and^^devoid^'of 
&ti\0Att  ^^^^  ^  ^  *  Herald'  editoriaL" 

"Gentlemen,"  said  Enfield,  as  the  Club  was 
breaking  up  f<M-  the  evening,  "I  deplore  pcff- 
ties  and  politics  as  they  express  thems^ve«  in 
acts.  I  speak  of  every  clan  and  camp  when 
I  say  that  clean  government,  while  talked  of, 
is  the  last  thing  sought.  Party  has  become  a 
aMthod  by  which  your  voter,  whether  he  lead 
or  follow,  seeks  cmly  his  own  8<M:did  aggran- 
dizement; and  should  he  win  at  the  polls,  the 
public  good  may  walk  the  streets  a  beggar 
while  he  devotes  himself  to  his  vile  pocket- 
filling.  It  was  ever  so,  and  doubtless  will  ever 
continue,  since  greed  is  natural  and  immortal, 
while  patriotism  is  exotic  and  dies.  One  hun- 
dred and  ninety-one  years  ago  Addiscm 
thought  these  thoughts  and  expressed  them 
better.  Said  Addison  in  his  'Spectator*:  'For 
my  own  part,  I  could  heartily  wish  that  all 
honest  men  would  enter  into  an  assodation  for 
the  support  of  one  another  against  the  en- 
deavors of  those  whom  they  ought  to  look 
upon  as  their  common  enemies,  whatever 
side  they  may  belong  to.  Were  there  such  an 
honest  body  of  neutral  forces,  we  should  never 
see  tiie  worst  of  n»n  in  g^reat  figures  of  life, 
because  they  are  useful  to  a  party;   nor  the 
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best  unregarded  because  they  are  above  prao-  ^j^ 
tising  those  methods  which  would  be  grateful  ^AfttSl 
to  their  faction.    We  should  then  single  every  ^ .   . 
criminal  out  of  the  herd  and  hunt  him  down,  ^^^^^ 
however  formidable  and  overgrown  he  might 
appear;    on  the  contrary,  we  should  shelter 
distressed  innocence  and  defend  virtue,  how- 
ever beset  with  contempt  or  ridicule,  envy  or 
defamation.    In   short,  we   should  not   any 
longer  regard  our  fellow-subjects  as  Whigs  or 
Tories,  but  should  make  the  man  of  merit  our 
friend,  and  the  villain  our  enemy.' "     - 
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Si  iflo^oufi?  SDteam 

When  flowing  cups  run  swiftly  round. 

With  no  alla3ring  Thames, 
Our  careless  heads  with  roses  bound, 

Our  hearts  with  loyal  flames; 
When  thirsty  grief  in  wine  we  steep, 

When  healths  and  draughts  go  free — 
Fishes  that  tipple  in  the  deep 

Know  no  such  liberty. 

Stone  walls  do  not  a  prison  make, 

Nor  iron  bars  a  cage; 
Minds  innocent  and  quiet  take 

That  for  an  hermitage; 
If  I  have  freedom  in  my  love 

And  in  my  soul  am  free. 
Angels  alone  that  soar  above 

Enjoy  such  liberty. 

— Richjwd  LoveUce* 
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A  brother  shot  and  killed 

fit  a  brother,  then  shot  and 

1)ati)et«  killed    himself    in     New 

daae  York    a    few    days    ago. 

Euripides,    a    poet    and 

philosopher  of  Athens,  who  was  bom  480  years 

before  Christ,  and  whose  fame  lives  to  this  day, 

wrote:  "A  man  is  in  ill-case  when  he  must  try 

a  friend."     This  double  killing  would  make  it 

appear  that  a  man  is  in  harder  case  when  he  is 

forced  to  appeal  for  aid  to  a  brother. 

*     *    * 
The     Secretary     of     the 
Treasury  should  have  the 
At*  Sbaw'0         good   will   of   Americans 
WlUBC  who  go  to  foreign  coun- 

tries and  do  not  forget  to 
return.  He  has  considered  almost  niunber- 
less  complaints  against  the  Customs  officers  at 
New  York,  and  the  manner  in  which  they  en- 
force the  law.  He  has  ground  for  believing 
that  many  of  the  complaints  are  due  to  the 
ignorance  of  returning  travelers  and  to  willful 
intent  upon  their  part  to  evade  the  law,  as  his 
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XU^ift  efforts  to  secure  evidence  of  brutality  or 
®nlOOfc(t  ^^^^^^^7  against  the  officers  have  been  fruit- 
less. He  has  modified  slightly  that  ridiculous 
feature  of  the  law  which  provided  that  duty 
should  be  paid  upon  all  wearing  apparel  that 
exceeded  one  hundred  dollars  in  value.  Ac- 
cording to  this  a  man  who  could  afford  to 
travel  was  expected  to  pay  duty  upon  every- 
thing except  the  clothes  upon  his  back.  Ac- 
cording to  Mr.  Shaw's  recent  ruling  the  re- 
turned voyager  may  bring  with  him  clothes 
that  bear  a  foreign  hall  mark  to  the  value  of 
one  hundred  dollars.  It  is  further  decreed  by 
him  that  customs  officers  who  take  tips  will  be 
discharged.  It  is  not  likely,  however,  that 
this  ancient  custom  will  be  abrogated  at  once. 
Few  travellers,  whose  luggage  has  been  han- 
dled with  care,  object  to  the  passing  of  the 
bank  note  and  not  for  some  time  has  it  been 
customary  for  the  examiner  of  luggage  to 
scrutinize  closely  the  owner  in  order  to  arrive 
at  an  exact  knowledge  of  the  contents  of  his 
wallet  and  of  his  disposition  '*to  part."  Ex- 
perienced travellers  find  all  ports  of  entry  much 
alike  and  with  them  the  Port  of  New  York  has 
never  been  in  ill  repute.  Customs  officers  are 
like  men  in  all  other  trades:  some  are  better- 
fitted  for  their  duties  than  others,  but,  in  a 
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general  way,  those  of  New  York  are  the  equals  <^g  |^OIt 
in  intelligence  and  courtesy  of  the  most  effi-  ^ihp  '31  f 
dent  in  the  world. 

*     *     * 

In  the  making  of  pronun- 
XTbete  ciamentos,  however,  Mr. 

Bet  Shaw  should  be  accurate 

®tbet6  in  his  statements.    When 

he  says  that  ^'relatively, 
Americans  are  the  only  travellers,"  he  dis- 
pla3^  a  wide  gap  in  his  armour.  It  gives  one 
the  impression  that  the  Secretary  of  the  Treas- 
ury may  have  confined  his  travels  within  the 
limits  of  the  United  States.  The  said  boun- 
daries are  wide,  but  to  know  one's  own  coun- 
try does  not  make  one  a  traveller,  in  the  or- 
dinary sense  of  the  word. 

*     *     * 

The  privilege  of  being 
XTafte  ridiculous  in  private  life 

ft  is  not  to  be  denied  even 

J9acfl  to  high  officials  of  the  Po- 

lice Department.  None 
should  object  if  Mr.  Partridge,  in  the  retire- 
ment of  home,  sees  fit  to  walk  upon  his  hands 
so  long  as  this  harmless  form  of  exercise  does 
not  evince  that  his  head  is  lighter  than  his  feet. 
As  Commissioner  of  Police  of  a  great  city, 
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XJJ^jff  however,  he  is  not  expected  to  indulge  in  an- 
®nlOObf t  ^^  ^^^  ^^^  prove  injurious  to  the  public  or 
any  atom  of  it.  In  giving  permission  to  an 
old  lady  to  carry  a  revolver,  he  has  not  shown 
convincing  evidence  that  it  was  necessary  for 
Mayor  Low  to  go  far  afield  for  a  head  for  New 
York's  Police  Force.  A  young  actress  who 
promptly  followed  the  example  of  the  old  lady 
in  applying  for  a  like  permission  had  a  much 
stronger  reason  for  going  about  with  a  pistol 
upon  her  person.  She  said  that  she  had  an 
invincible  but  embarrassing  attraction  for 
mad  dogs;  that  they  insisted  upon  biting  her. 
This  being  so  she  could  not  well  divest  herself 
of  an  inherent  but  intangible  yet  infallible 
aid  to  hydrophobia.  She  had  a  dislike  to 
hydrophobia,  hence  her  desire  for  a  pistoL 
The  old  lady,  upon  the  other  hand,  simply 
challenges  her  own  fate  and  puts  temptation 
in  the  way  of  others  by  announcing  that  she 
carries  large  sums  of  money  in  her  rambles 
about  town.  There  is  not  more  necessity  in 
her  case  for  the  carrying  in  this  unsafe  way 
large  sums  of  money  than  in  carrying  a  re- 
volver; with  both  upon  her  person  she  is  sim?- 
ply  a  double  menace.  This  sort  of  thing  is 
enough  to  make  one  think  that  Devery,  almost, 
had  his  uses. 
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New    York    potsenet    a  g^g  |poa 
XTbe  SatetlS         Committee  of  Fifty  which  lilkr  'ajt 

Ot  has  taken  upon  its  shotil- 

XTbC  public  ders  the  task  of  securing 

some  measures  of  safety 
for  a  public  that  is  in  too  much  of  a  hurry  to 
attend  to  matters  of  minor  importance.  Ac- 
cording to  the  Committee  there  is  before  the 
Board  of  Aldermen  a  Resolution  which  permits 
of  an  increase  of  speed  from  eight  to  ten  miles 
an  hour  for  automobiles  within  the  City's 
limits.  The  Committee,  through  its  Secretary, 
Mr.  Horace  Parker,  asks  me  whether  or  not  I 
approve  of  this  increase  of  speed.  I  certainly 
do,  for  if  the  death  rate  among  the  very  young, 
the  aged  and  the  infirm  reach  a  eickening 
height  it  may  tend  to  secure  legislation  which, 
perhaps,  will  enable  those  who  are  left  to  cross 
a  thoroughfare  without  enduring  the  risk  of 
death  or  mutilation. 

♦     *     * 

To  the  more  enlightened 

half  of  the  world  there  is 

Sblnlltd  so  wide  a  difference  be- 

]6semplat0         tween  fame  and  notoriety 

that  the  chasm  between 

them  cannot  be  bridged.     Those  who  shirk 

notoriety  sometimes  acquire  fame,  but  it  is 
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^j^f  happily  impossible  for  those  who  seek  the 
<(^lOObtt  ^^^^^^  ^^  attain  the  latter.  The  quality  of 
mind  which  is  satisfied  with  notoriety  hungers 
for  nothing  better.  But  even  so  ignoble  a 
goal  should  be  beyond  its  reach,  for  in  that 
half  of  the  world  about  which,  according  to 
that  liar,  common  report,  one  knows  little,  and 
about  which,  in  truth,  one  desires  to  know  less, 
notoriety  wears  a  glamour  which  appeals  to 
natures  that,  under  more  fortunate  auspices, 
would  have  none  of  it.  This  impressionable 
half  reads  the  newspapers,  generally  the  most 
sensational  of  these.  In  reading  them  it  dis- 
covers that  the  vicious,  if  sufficiently  vicious, 
receive  more  attention  than  the  virtuous. 
"Why  is  this?"  it  asks  of  a  mentor,  and  is  told 
that  "virtue  is  its  own  reward."  To  those  who 
are  strong  in  experience  it  may  be  enough  that 
"virtue  is  its  own  reward."  To  those  who  de- 
pend for  advice  upon  many  of  the  daily  news- 
papers the  reward  must  seem  so  ephemeral  as 
to  be  either  of  no  value  or  out  of  reach.  Their 
virtue  is  made  unstable,  perhaps  insensibly, 
by  reading,  for  example,  minutely  detailed 
accounts  of  the  arrival  upon  one  of  the  finest 
Atlantic  liners  of  a  woman  so  lost  to  shame 
that  she  glories  in  her  nakedness.  Such  pan- 
dering is  nauseous  even  to  those  who  make  no 
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pretensiQiis  to  Tirtue.     To  these  it  may  seem  g^g  IpOU 
nothing  more  than  an  exhibition  of  execrable  li  tl^  '3|# 
taste.    To  the  more  impressionable  and  to 
those  whose  lives  have  not  been  cast  in  pleas- 
ant places,  it  is  an  invitation  to  go  and  do 
likewise. 

*     *     * 

A  party  of  six  were  dining 

at  the  New  York  Yacht 

y  anclS  Club  one  night  lately  when 

XTbfa  the  quality  of  cigars  was 

one  of  the   subjects  that 

fell  under  discussion.     In  the  party  was  a 

Chilian.    He  said  that  a  better   quality  of 

dgars  was  smoked  in  Chili  than  in  the  United 

States.      "Now  this  cigar"  he   said,  holding 

up  an  *' Invincible,"  which,  to  be  accurate, 

cost  thirty  cents,  '4s  a  fair  cigar,  but  it  is  not 

as  good  a  cigar  as  I  smoke  at  home.    We  get 

our  cigars  from  Havana.    They  are  brought 

by  steamer  and  the  freight  is  not  high.     Our 

duty  is  small,  nothing  at  all  in  comparison 

with  yoiurs.     Yet  we  seldom  give  less  than 

fifty  or  sixty  cents  in  gold  for  a  cigar.    I  am 

talking"  he  added  '*of  the  same  class  of  men 

who  buy  twenty-five  or  thirty  cent  cigars  here. 

I  know  many  men  in  New  York  who  have 

much  more  money  than  I  or  most  ofj  my 
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tjjpfft  friends  at  home  have  but  they  seldom  give 
<{^lOObtt  ™^^®  ^^^^^  ^^^^  what  we  do  for  their  cigars. 
The  average  American  seems  to  think  that 
Americans  spend  more  money  on  the  comforts 
of  life  than  people  of  any  other  nationality, 
but  he  is  wrong." 

*    *     * 
Some  of  our  police  are  un- 
B  point  necessarily      thoughtless. 

In  Their  conduct  in  relation 

Aanners  to  that  class  of  illegal  re- 

sorts known  as  Pool  Rooms 
is  so  erratic  that  the  proprietors  or  managers 
of  the  same  are  of  one  mind  in  their  determina- 
tion to  secure  such  "an  agreement  between 
gentlemen"  as  will  preclude  a  recurrence  of 
such  a  tactless  incident  as  happened  on  Satur- 
day. Five  policemen  applied  for  admission  to 
a  well-known  "poolroom"  in  the  "Tenderloin." 
It  was  during  business  hours  and,  after  the 
"lookout"  had  satisfied  himself  that  they 
«Q)ere  policemen,  he  admitted  them.  In  the 
"pool  room"  were  a  large  number  of  men. 
Some  of  them  were  playing  checkers,  others 
were  so  busily  engaged  in  reading  newspapers 
as  to  overlook  the  fact  that  these  were  turned 
upside  down,  while  others  again  were  engaged 
in  conversation  that  had  not  even  the  most 
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distant  connectioii  with  horse-racing;  in  fact  ^g  VqvL 
few  of  them  had  seen  a  horse-race.  The  police  ||i]b^  -gflf 
looked  at  the  floor  and  the  walls.     They  saw  a  ^ 

telephone,  tried  it  and  found  that  it  was  di&- 
connected  from  the  rest  of  the  world.  They 
were  told  that  they  were  in  a  club  and  the 
charter  was  produced  for  their  inspection.  It 
was  not  even  hinted  that  their  presence  was 
unwarranted,  for  the  manager  of  the  ''room" 
was  polite  as  well  as  diplomatic.  Yet  every 
one  in  the  place  considered  the  intrusion  a 
bore  and  the  length  of  their  stay  beyond 
apology.  Two  races  were  run  at  distant 
points  before  the  police  departed  and  not  a 
single  ticket  was  bought  on  either  of  these,  as 
it  was  not  considered  desirable  to  produce 
either  the  "bank-roll,"  the  racing  sheets  or 
even  the  telegraph  instrument  while  the  police 
were  upon  the  premises.  The  habitues  of  the 
"room"  complained  afterwards  that  the  police 
could  not  have  been  gentlemen  or  they  would 
not  have  remained  so  long  without  an  invita- 
tion. They  were  willing  to  admit  that  a  mere 
call  would  inconvenience  nobody,  as  the 
paraphernalia  of  a  "room"  could  be  removed 
while  a  policeman  was  trying  to  conceal  his 
footfalls  from  the  residents  of  the  next  block, 
but  fifteen  minutes,  in  their  opinion,  consti- 
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^hf  tuted  not  a  call  but  an  infliction  and  showed  a 
ddltlookft  '^'^'^^^^  ^^  ^  breeding  upon  the  part  of  the 
police.     Besides  the  police  did  nothing  except 
invalidate  two  races. 

*    *    * 
This  ''pool  room"  incident 
reminds  me  that  the  power 
Dot  too  which   eliminated   racing 

MM^  from     New    Jersey    will 

make  itself  felt  upon  the 
race  tracks  of  this  State,  particularly  those  in 
the  Metropolitan  circuit.  At  first  blush  the 
odds  may  appear  too  great,  but  a  knowledge 
of  the  law,  a  determination  to  enforce  it,  reso- 
lution that  verges  upon  inflexibility,  and  re- 
sources that  are  large  make  a  combination 
that  may  shake  the  confidence  of  the  principal 
racing  association  in  the  United  States  in  its 
ability  to  order  the  tune  without  paying  the 
piper  to  the  last  penny.  It  is  a  matter  of  com- 
mon knowledge  that  the  law  is  openly  vio- 
lated upon  every  race  course  in  this  country 
and  England.  The  fight  was  made  in  England 
five  years  ago.  The  racing  authorities  won, 
not  because  they  were  in  the  right,  but  because 
every  victory  of  the  enemy  was  of  the  Pyrrhic 
variety  and  he  was  left  stranded  finally,  with- 
out resources  and  without  even  the  will  to  con- 
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tinue  a  warfare  so  harassing.    To  achieve  a  ^ff  |pOU 
result  here  that  has  been  impossible  of  attain-  lijl^  %i 
ment  in  England  seems  to  me  about  as  easy  a 
job  as  making  the  waters  of  Niagara  fall  up 
instead  of  down. 

*    *     * 
'^  f  mpO60fl>le '^  Mr.   Carnegie   has   be- 

an BImoat  come  loquacious.    Still, 

Obsolete  a  man  who  has  collected 

XKnoti)  so  much  money,  and  is 

devoting  much  of  his 
time  to  its  distribution,  is  entitled  to  talk  as 
much  as  pleases  him  and  is  not  like  to  lack 
listeners.  Not  only  has  he  adopted  Lord 
Rosebery's  suggestion  of  an  amalgamation  of 
English  speaking  people,  but,  with  the  ad- 
vanced radicalism  of  a  Scotsman  who  has  seen 
the  world,  he  says  to  England:  *'You  are  not 
to  be  a  European  Power  in  the  future,  but 
are  to  join  with  your  race  in  the  West."  The 
words  sound  oddly  and  in  print  look  so,  but 
the  seeming  impossibilities  of  one  era  have 
become,  many  times,  the  absolute  necessities 
of  another.  England,  the  land  of  Free  Trade, 
has  forged  the  entering  wedge  of  Protection. 
Other  marvels  may  follow.  In  her  Bimetal- 
lism has  found  its  most  determined  enemy. 
So  long  as  the  balance  of  trade  was  in   her 
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X!J^^t  ^^^OT  England  was,  naturally,  the  stronghold 
<{^nlOOb(t  ^^  ^^  ^^^  Standard.  With  the  balance  of 
trade  against  her  steadily  growing  greater  she 
may  decide  finally  to  hoist  the  banner  of 
Bimetallism.  The  French  of  a  century  ago 
claimed  to  have  inaugurated  an  Age  of  Reason. 
It  was  a  rampant  illusion  in  comparison  with 
the  frigid  reason  that  holds  sway  to-day. 
Yet,  twenty-five  years  hence  conditions  may 
exist  that  will  make  the  rapid  present  seem 
slow  and  of  little  method.  The  world  may 
then  have  many  Camegies  or  may  have  dis- 
covered how  to  live  and  be  happy  without 
such  jmonstrosities  as  can  be  described  only 
with  such  a  vile  makeshift  of  a  word  as 
*<Multirmillionaires." 

THOMAS  B.  FIELDERS. 
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©tift  of  tje  3Ba? 


D  WOULD  that  you  could  stand  with 
me  here  on  the  narrow  spit  of 
land  that  separates  Broadway  from 
Fifth  Avenue.  On  either  hand 
the  great  world  flood  sweeps  swiftly 
past  to  its  confluence  in  the  wide  Square  be- 
yond the  promontory.  Though  but  a  stone's 
throw  apart,  the  two  streams  are  strangely 
different.  That  to  the  east  is  purse-proud 
and  carriage  borne — the  Gulf  Stream  of  mod- 
em American  humanity.  Its  waters  are 
sweet  with  exotic  spices  and  perfumes,  its 
shores  well  kept  and  free  from  the  driftwood 
of  humanity.  That  to  the  west  is  muddy 
with  the  sewage  of  a  great  city,  on  its  banks 
lie  the  flotsam  and  jetsam  of  society,  in  its 
channel  are  the  needy  and  the  heavy  laden. 

I  would  that  you  would  bear  me  company, 
that  together  we  might  watch  the  stream's 
grim  burden  ever  swirling  downward  towards 
its  eternity,  the  Impenetrable.  Perchance 
we  may  grip  some  little  drift-piece  of  knowl- 
edge, some  morsel  of  information  out  of  the 
tnrrent  as  it  races  by  us.     If  not,  we  have 
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^j^f  favor  England  was,  naturally,  the  stronghold 
<{^nlOOfcft  ^^  ^^  ^^^  Standard.  With  the  balance  of 
trade  against  her  steadily  growing  greater  she 
may  decide  finally  to  hoist  the  banner  of 
Bimetallism.  The  French  of  a  century  ago 
claimed  to  have  inaugurated  an  Age  of  Reason. 
It  was  a  rampant  illusion  in  comparison  wifli 
the  frigid  reason  that  holds  sway  to-day. 
Yet,  twenty-five  years  hence  conditions  may 
exist  that  will  make  the  rapid  present  seem 
slow  and  of  little  method.  The  world  may 
then  have  many  Camegies  or  may  have  dis- 
covered how  to  live  and  be  happy  without 
svLctk  ^monstrosities  as  can  be  described  only 
with  such  a  vile  makeshift  of  a  word  as 
"Multi-miUionaures." 

THOMAS  B.  FIELDERS. 
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Icvtt  of  tfic  Bap 

BWOULB  Qiat  7«m  conld  fiani  vis 
me  here  on  tlie  aaiiuw  s|kx  of 
i  Undttiat  separmtCB  BroAdvaj  fraa 
1  FiftiL  ATcmie.  Qa  €ifba  bsai 
the  great  world  flood  ymvLpt  tmJr^j 
past  to  its  conftnfincae  xa  tlie  vide  Sqmaxv  ke- 
yond  the  fffomoittary.  Tboo^  but  a  stoar^ 
throw  apaxt,  tbe  two  slieajua  are  rtiaagely 
different.  That  to  Hie  east  is  fatse-froad 
and  carriage  bonie— the  Golf  Stream  <rf  aaod- 
em  AmeEican  hmoanity*  Its  watecs  aia 
sweet  with  exotic  spices  and  peiiumes,  its 
shores  well  kept  and  free  from  tbe  driftwood 
of  huxnaxdty.  That  to  the  west  is  mnddj 
with,  the  sewage  of  a  crest  dtj,  <m  its  hanks 
lie  the  flotsam,  and  jetsam  of  sodetj,  in  its 
chaimel  are  the  needy  and  the  heavy  laden. 

I  would  that  yon  wotild  bear  me  company, 
that  together  we  nu^t  watch  the  stream's 
grim  burden  ever  siMttdownward  towards 
its  eternity,  the  ^  ^Vhte.  Perchance 
we  xna.y  grip  ar  Vp^ce  of  knowl- 

edg^y  some  r  ^tion  out  of  the 

torrent  as  '  ^  net,  we  have 
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XE^^t  ^^  ^'^^^  ^®  certainty  of  a  sweet  comradeship, 

<(^nlOOfctt  ^^  ^^^  ^^  ^^  ^^^  ^  sympathy. 

It  is  ever  thus  with  writer  and  reader. 
Between  them  is  a  closer  intimacy  than 
marriage  can  give.  My  acquaintances  are 
men  of  the  hour — you  can  see  them  pacing 
the  pavement  beneath  us — Smith,  Brown 
and  Jones,  worthy  men  all,  men  to  whom  I 
would  trust  my  purse  and  my  reputation, 
but  my  soul  tiiey  cannot  influence.  That 
is  sacred  to  my  friends — to  Shakespeare  and 
Ralph  Waldo  Emerson,  to  Charles  Lamb 
and  that  quaint  philosopher  of  Geneva, 
Henri  Fr^d^ric  Amiel,  to  my  blood  brothers, 
Robert  Buchanan  and  Louis  Stevenson. 
These  are  my  friends,  and,  with  them,  many 
others  of  widely  divergent  times  and  nation- 
alities— the  epicurean  poet  of  Naishdpiir, 
the  Athenian  philosopher  from  whom  came 
''all  things  that  are  still  written  and  debated 
among  men  of  thought,"  the  anarchist  Vol- 
taire, and  the  dreamy  Transcendentalist, 
Swedenborg.  With  them  let  us  stand  here 
on  the  housetop  and  strive  to  penetrate  som^ 
thing  of  the  mystery  of  the  world  flood  be- 
neath. There  are  straws  on  the  surface 
whose  eddying  their  great  wisdom  may  aid 
us  to  interpret. 
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Tou  and  I  have  friends  to  whose  guidance  S[)];i(it  of 
we  instinctively  turn  each  morning  in  the  fu^  TB>dV 
newspapers  or  each  month  in  the  magazines. 
Of  their  physical  form  we  know  nothing,  of 
then:  personality  we  know  everything.  They 
are  members  of  the  wide  Republic  of  Anonym- 
ity, citizens  who  go  through  the  world  masked, 
disguised  behind  pseudonyms  we  do  not 
seek  to  penetrate.  Occasionally  an  im- 
pertinent periodical  publishes  what  purports 
to  be  a  portrait,  but  we  know  it  lies  in  its 
heart.  Our  friend  is  not  as  one  of  these,  a 
mere  thing  of  eyes  and  nose  and  soup-swilling 
mouth.  He  is  something  greater  and  finer, 
a  sentient  brain,  a  being  without  form,  that 
cannot  be  formed.  If  ever  I  wrote  a  book  I 
should  prosecute  for  libel  the  publisher  who 
dared  prefix  to  it  a  portrait  of  the  author. 

And  so  should  it  be  with  us.  Our  kinship 
should  be  something  nearer,  more  dearly 
cherished  than  mere  consanguinity.  If  I 
am  merry,  I  would  have  my  laugh  ring  in 
your  ears  before  my  brother  has  heard  it. 
If  I  love,  I  would  share  with  you  my  heart's 
dream.  If  I  hate,  I  would  whisper  to  you 
the  object  of  my  detestation.  If  I  pity,  I 
would  lead  you  to  that  which  has  aroused  my 

npasdon.     Of  such  is  the  sympathy  be- 
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XU^^t  tween  writer  andlreader,  the  band  that  binds 
(dttlOOkft  ^^  ^  ^  ^^^y  wedlock.  Until  that  band  is 
welded,  I,  or  any  other  author,  am  but  an 
urchin  staining  paper,  and  you  are  but  a 
spendthrift  wasting  time  in  the  endeavor  to 
decipher  the  smudges. 

;  .  From  my  station  here  on  the  housetop  I 
gaze  out  over  a  confusion  of  madder  colored 
roofs,  the  flattened  tops  of  the  brick-and- 
iron mushrooms  of  commerce,  out  to  the 
blue  water  beyond  and  the  sea-haze  on  the 
horizon.  The  soimds  of  the  great  city  rise 
to  me  with  the  insistent  monotony  of  a  Beet- 
hoven symphony — on  the  basses  the  grufi 
rumble  of  wagons,  on  the  'cellos  the  light 
rattle  of  carriages,  on  the  violins  the  pitter- 
patter  of  coimtless  feet — a  curious  pizzicato — 
on  the  drums  the  roll  of  the  elevated  trains, 
on  the  trombones  the  siren  calls  of  the  ferries. 
But  the  leit  motif  is  left  for  the  oboes.  It 
forces  its  way  ever  and  again  through  the 
mass  of  sound — imperative,  exigent — the 
gong  of  the  ambulance  wagon.  Pain,  slirill 
and  clamant,  low-pitched  and  long-suffering, 
is  after  all  the  dominant  theme  of  my  mu^ 
of  the  city.  If  it  reach  me  here  on  the  house- 
top, confused  and  distorted  with  the  clangor 
of  ribald  mirth,  will  not  it  pierce  the  far  em- 
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pjrrean   to   the   soul   of   infinite   tendemest  S[)];i(Jt  ofl 
within?    Otherwise  should  I  cast  myself  down  *i|^  map 
to  the  stones  beneath  and  end  it  all. 

For  the  moment  my  gaze  is  farther  cast 
than  the  streets  and  avenues  around  me, 
the  bustling  crowds  at  my  feet.  My  interest 
is  centred  in  the  fog  bank  on  the  horizon. 
Beyond  that  fog  are  the  experiences,  the 
superstitions,  the  traditions,  and  the  his- 
tories of  centuries.  By  their  teaching  is  the 
Old  World  guided,  the  policies  of  its  nations 
controlled  and  the  whole  social  fabric  sus- 
tained. There,  a  world  of  thirty  centuries; 
here,  a  world  of  but  one! 

To  the  Old  World  this  twentieth  century  is 
but  a  development  of  the  nineteenth,  gov- 
erned by  its  beliefs  and  loyal  to  its  traditions. 
Its  advent  was  awaited  with  slight  interest, 
with  no  element  of  expectancy.  There  had 
been  so  many  centuries,  what  mattered  one 
more  notch  on  the  tally  of  time?  And  so  the 
Old  World  has  settled  down  to  its  placid 
comprehension  of  the  drift  of  the  days,  to  its 
coronations  and  its  festivals,  its  culture  of  the 
past  and  its  indifference  to  a  future.  The 
Old  World  has  himg  out  a  sign: 

Established,  z,ooo  B.  C. 

and  is  content  in  its  contemplation. 
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^j^  It  is  otherwise  here  in  the  New  World,  in 
4MiMbtt  ^  ^^^^^  ^^^  1^^  chronicled  but  one  other 
century-birth  in  its  history.  In  dress,  in 
language,  in  appearance,  the  crowd  at  my 
feet  is  the  same  as  the  crowd  in  Cheapside  or 
in  Hyde  Park — somewhat  better  dressed 
peihaps,  with  an  air  of  some  more  definite 
mission  in  life  than  is  common  in  London, 
but  still  the  same  crowd — a  colony  that  has 
become  a  nation. 

Where,  then,  are  the  Germans,  the  French- 
men, the  Scandinavians,  the  Italians  who 
have  poured  into  the  country?  If  you  will 
search  closely  you  will  find  some  oi  them — 
the  French,  characteristic  in  stove-pipe  hats 
and  patent  leathers,  inhabittng  the  purlieus 
of  Washington  Square;  the  Italians  gam- 
bling, chattering  and  fulfilling  thdr  ven- 
dettas in  the  Quarter  that  once  was  the  haunt 
of  the  Bowery  tough.  With  them  are  other 
remnants  of  the  Latin  races — aliens  to  the 
second  and  third  generations.  The  Ger- 
mans, the  Scandinavians,  the  Scots  and  the 
Dutch — strong  in  their  common  ancestry — 
have  been  absorbed  in  the  great  American 
family,  bringing  it  back  to  a  truer  Anglo- 
Saxonism  than  exists  in  England  to-day. 
Of  such  is  the  law  of  development  in  the  United 
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states — tiie  absorption  of  the  ^virile  Teutoaic  Tt>ti!k  Of 
races,  the  rejection  of  the  effete  Latin  races,  ^kf  SDBP 
Among  the  laboring  classes  new  Mood  is  found 
in  the  sturdy  Slavonic  peoples,  men  of  bone 
and  nmscle  and  of  a  virgin  intellect.  Bnt 
they,  like  the  Germans  of  the  commerdal 
classes,  quickly  have  lost  their  national  char- 
acteristics, have  forgotten  their  language,  and, 
in  a  single  generation,  have  become  in  speech 
and  hat^t  Americans. 

The  two  great  nations — the  American  and  the 
British — ^face  the  century  with  an  appreciable 
blood  difference  that  must  have  its  effect  in 
determining  their  destmies.  The  Americans 
are  strengthening  the  strongest  constituent  in 
the  composition  of  Enf^ishmen — the  Teutonic 
— ^and  are  building  up  the  whole  race  to  the 
standard  of  the  Lowland  Scots,  the  most  virile, 
as  they  are  the  most  purely  Anglo-Saxon  ele- 
ment of  the  British  nation  of  to-day. 
A  bright  sun  and  a  champagne  atmosphere 
have  given  to  the  American  character  a  san- 
guine optimism,  a  venturesome  daring,  that 
neither  the  Scots  nor  the  Germans  possess. 
As  a  consequence  their  development  has  not 
been  limited  by  the  excessive  caution  of  the 
Scot,  or  by  the  immobility  of  the  German. 
The  effect  is  demonstrated  in  the  difference 
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XEP^t  l>«tweeii  the  Canada  and  the  United  States  of 
<(^nlOOk(t  ^^'^y — ^  ^^  ^^®>  steady,  sound  progress;  in 
the  other)  wild,  oftentimes  hysterical  forward- 
leapings  that  have  rushed  the  country  onward 
at  a  dizzy  speed,  but  which  may,  at  any  mo> 
ment,  result  in  an  apoplexy. 
From  this  climatic  exhilaration  has  resulted 
the  intense  egoism  of  the  American  people. 
Egoism  in  the  individual  is  patriotism  in  the 
nation,  and  the  United  States,  of  all  nations, 
is  the  most  patriotic.  Earning  his  nation- 
right  by  patriotism,  it  was  by  a  patriotism  that 
forced  his  steps  through  rivers  of  his  own 
brother's  blood,  the  American  achieved  the 
consolidation  of  his  repubhc.  To-day  he 
stands  before  the  nations  strong  in  his  self- 
sufficiency.  The  nation  that  would  interfere 
with  him  must  reckon  with  a  race  every  man 
of  which  is  convinced  of  the  actuality  of  his 
destiny. 

It  is  tiiat  destiny  and  those  who  are  drifting 
towards  it,  I  would  study  here  with  you  from 
my  vantage  groimd  on  the  housetop. 

ROGER  SKIRVING. 
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HOLLOWING  the   death  oi  our  good 
archbishop  there  is  social  desolation 
in  Roman  circles.    Proper  Catholics 
mourn  rigorously.     Balls,  theatres. 
even  small  dinings  are  abandoned 

"""""  with  a  perseverance  worthy  of  their 
respect  bred  motive.  Du  Barry  tickets  which 
were  procured  weeks  ago  are  now  chang- 
ing hands  and  being  presented  to  those 
beyond  the  pale.  The  archbishop's  sujp- 
posititious  photographs  printed  in  the 
dailies  were  absurd  m  the  extreme.  He  was 
a  man  sixty-three  years  of  age;  his  pictures 
were  thirty.  From  them  alone  one  could 
gather  no  conception  of  his  personality.  In 
a  word  the  farce  was  as  ffagrant  as  in  the 
published  miniatures  of  some  of  our  women 
which  have  appeared  perse veringly  for  the 
last  score  of  years.  Mrs.  Fish  beams  up 
on  us  clothed  of  the  bloom  and  slinmess 
of  twenty  years.  Mrs.  Oelrichs  is  a  round 
young  tmng  so  girlish  as  to  be  almost  gauche. 
And  there  are  others  still.  Possibly  from  a 
pictorial  point  this  compromise  with  truth 
IS  satisfactory,  but  to  the  vulgar  ends  of 
identification  the  result  might  be  supposed 
to  attain  slight  success. 

*    ♦    * 

CHE  cream  of  country  life  is  the  frequent  de- 
scent upon  town.  Every  day  one  meets 
women  lunching,  driving,  shopping  who 
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XE^ht  AT^  in  an  ostentatious  pastoral  setting. 
^^^1  1^1^  Another  month  and  the  Astoria  pahn  room 
K^nWOWt  will  be  on  its  mettle  at  two  of  an  afternoon. 
One  will  trifle  or  gorge  in  juxtaposition  with 
a  De  Puyster  and  a  Sextetteist.  Mrs.  Mackey 
is  not  well  and  is  seldom  seen  except  in  the 
environs  of  Roslyn,  to  which  beautiful  prison 
ill-health  has  banished  her.  She  is  devoted 
to  Saratoga  where  she  will  probably  spend 
August  and  take  a  share  in  the  supervision 
of  her  husband's  stud.  Despite  her  wit  and 
exuberance,  Mrs.  Mackey  is  a  womanly 
young  matron.  She  is  a  delightful  mother 
and  will  never  consent  to  a  night's  separation 
from  her  baby,  unless  she  is  at  one  end  of  a 
private  wire  that  has  connection  with  her 
nursery.  A  passing  good  portrait  of  her  is 
still  on  exhibition  in  the  Davis  and  Sanford 
studios,  though  in  justice  to  Mrs.  Mackey 
one  must  acknowledge  that  her  animation 
is  her  charm.  Mrs.  Mackey,  senior,  has 
opened  her  house  for  the  coronation,  and 
bespoken  the  use  of  a  box  one  night  a  week 
for  the  London  opera  season.  The  paternal 
plans  are  not  heralded,  though  rumor  has  it 
that  Mr.  Mackey,  senior,  wiU  this  summer, 
for  the  first  time  in  years,  appear  exhaust- 
ively in  public. 

*    ♦    * 

rOM  the  Slope  comes  an  amusing  account 
of  the  discomfiture  of  Mr.  Underbill's  at- 
tempt to  emulate  the  Jehu  propensities  of 
our  own  Alfred  Gw]rnne.  liie  party  char- 
tering the  vehicle,  making  the  not  unnatural 
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mistake  of  supposiiig  Mr.  Underhill  to  be  a  HBfttV 
paid  coachmaiiy  that  gentleman  felt  it  in-  ^^^i^,^ 
cumbent  upon  him  to  quit  the  coach  in  a  9C»ti  9 
high  state  of  offense  and  an  aristocratic  di»-  hoggin 
regard  for  his  contract  to  return  the  outfit  to 
the  Palace  Hotel.  Perhaps  the  glory  df 
beine  served  b^  the  smart  set  is  overlapped 
by  me  imcertamty  accompanying  the  remit. 
To  the  humorously  inclined,  the  daily  start 
from  the  Holland  of  the  Ardsley  coach  is  a 
worthy  spectacle.  When  young  Vanderbilt 
drives,  each  woman  wants  to  have  the  box 
seat;  but  when  she  is  perched  there  she 
hasn't  the  least  idea  of  a  most  effective  way 
i^erein  to  conduct  herself.  The  whole 
affair  being  a  matter  of  dollars  and  cents, 
she  is  uncertain  of  the  propriety  of  addres»- 
ing  the  whip;  and  she  doesn't  want  to  sit 
like  a  liunp  for  embarrassed  miles.  Before 
the  start  there  are,  of  course,  delays  while 
guests  and  pedestrians  gather,  until  there  is  a 
staring  mob  of  which  the  pleasure  seekers 
are  only  too  conscious.  It  is  a  study  in  ex- 
pressions. Alfred  is  blank,  his  companion 
IS  bored  and  the  balance  oi  the  party  are 
strained. 


CHE  last  sailing  of  the  Kronprinz  carried  off 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Baylies  for  the  coronation 
ceremonies,  and  Mr.  Joeef  Hofmann  for 
his  appearance  at  Queen's  Hall,  from  which 
▼antique  point  he  will  doubtless  attain  unto 
himsw  many  British  shillings.  He  takes 
with  him  sixty  thousand  dol&tfs'  worth  ol 
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X[ph(  our  appreciation,  and  even  then  can  by  no 
/a«»Iaa1»!L  Di«*n8  measure  money  with  Herr  Kubelik. 
^TOlOOBnC  The  latter  artist  is  so  beloved  of  women  that 
in  Brooklyn  they  surrounded  his  carriage 
and  kissea  its  panels.  He  has  a  penchant 
for  Delmonico's  and  is  to  be  found  lunching 
there  any  day  when  in  town.  Ethel  Barry- 
more  will  sail  on  the  Philadelphia  with  a 
steamer  trunk  filled  with  hearts.  The  silly 
report  of  her  engagement  to  Robert  Goelet 
must  have  been  a  sore  trial  to  his  mother  in- 
asmuch as  the  funeral  meats  of  that  house- 
hold are  scarce  cold  and  imder  the  most 
favorable  auspices  an  alliance  of  a  Goelet 
with  the  theatric  house  of  Barrymore  could 
hardly  be  considered  a  triumph.  Miss  Ethel 
is  a  sensible  yoimg  woman  who  apparentiy 
possesses  a  better  imderstanding  of  her 
station  than  do  the  press  agents.  In  street 
costume  she  is  as  pretty  as  a  flower  and 
the  patrons  of  the  Long  Island  railroad 
will  miss  her  from  the  ferry  and  train  which 
took  her  to  and  fro  from  her  uncle's  £ast- 
hampton  home  as  regularly  as  the  week  went 
by.  She  was  always  bright  and  animated 
but  quietiy  a  lady. 

*  *  * 
TWGAIN  comes  a  rumor  of  Senator  Clark's 
^^  engagement.  Many  people  thought  and 
•^  ■  still  think  that  he  may  eventually  prevail 
upon  Mrs.  Glover,  once  a  Washington  Patton, 
for  the  second  time  to  become  a  wife.  Mrs. 
Glover  is  one  of  the  nicest  women  in  the 
world  and  one  of  the  most  interesting.  Witty, 
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goodnatored;  she  is  a  favorite  with  every  y^tttV 
one  so  forttmate  as  to  know  her.     She  is  ^|tf.»ir>tf 
intiinate  with  the  Clark  household  and  visits  S^u  9 
with  them  quite  as  though  she  were  at  home  ^^jglip 
so  that  in  every  way  the  match  would  be  a 
satisfactory  one  could  Mrs.  Glover  but  be 
induced  to  say  him  yea.  She  is  the  best  looking 
of  the  Patton  girls  though  candour  compels 
one  to  state  that  this  is  cautious  praise.    An- 
other sister,  Mrs.  Corbin,  will  spend  a  quiet 
stunmer  probably  within  reach  of  Wasmng- 
ton    and    her    newlv    made    husband,     r?. 
and   Mrs.  Culver  sail  on  the  Oceanic  bound 
for    an    automobile    jaunt    through    France 
and  a  coaching  trip  tiirough  England. 


m 


*     *     * 


RS.  I.  Townsend  Burden  is  to  be  con- 
doled with  as  one  more  often  robbed 
of  her  jewels  than  a  prima  donna. 

BETTY£STAIR. 
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DN  the  last  days  of  a  dramatic  season 
that  has  been  as  destitute  of  great 
productions  as  it  has  been  devoid  of 
great  characterizations,  Mrs.  Fiske 
has  returned  to  lown.  She  has 
brought  with  her  a  company  that  is  compe- 
tent down  to  the  meanest  of  Farmer  Crick's 
dairy-maids.  The  result  is  a  performance 
wholly  delightful,  educational,  satisfying. 
One  leaves  the  Manhattan  Theatre  with  the 
sense  of  having  actually  lived  in  the  quaint 
Wessez  country;  of  having  been  present  at  a 
tragedy  of  the  conounon  people;  of  having 
viewed  men  and  women  fulfilling  their  des- 
tinies, and  not  the  mere  painted  puppets  of  a 
syndicate's  advertisement.  The  curtain  falls 
upon  an  audience  grateful  to  Thomas  Hardy 
for  the  courage  to  place  on  record  the  play  of 
man's  and  woman's  primal  passions,  grateful 
to  Mrs.  Fiske  for  the  courage  to  mitigate 
nothing  in  her  portrayal  of  them. 
It  is  significant  one  should  have  to  turn  to  a 
five-year  old  drama  for  one's  meed  of  highest 
praise  at  the  conclusion  of  a  season  that  has 
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covered  three  fourths  of  a  year.  But  the  'QJ^ 
drama  as  an  art  is  sick  unto  death  in  the  United 
States.  It  has  become  a  mere  money  making 
business,  as  squalid,  as  sordid,  as  the  selling 
of  onions  and  butcher-meat  The  artist  has 
been  replaced  by  the  artiste,  and  the  dramatist 
by  the  producer  of  pla3rs.  The  greatest  of  the 
season's  successes  is,  in  the  view  of  art,  the 
most  immoral,  the  most  degenerate.  Mr. 
Belasco  has  prostituted  the  prostitute  of 
Louis  XV  to  the  purposes  of  money  making, 
to  the  ostentation  of  vulgar  spectacle.  All  of 
the  psychology  has  been  extracted  from  the 
subject,  and  the  public  is  invited  to  witness  a 
lurid  melodrama  set  in  sumptuous  costuming 
and  rich  display  of  cloth  of  gold.  The 
Wofllngtons,  the  Siddonses,  the  Jordans  of 
other  times,  gained  not  their  fame  by  such 
meretricious  methods.  They  acted,  and  the 
art  of  acting  has  almost  died  out  in  the  land 
Here  and  there  it  survives  in  one  or  other  of 
the  players  of  the  minor  parts,  but  star  en- 
gagements are  not  for  one  of  such  as  these. 
Their  own  artistic  sense  would  rebel  against  an 
engagement  unsupported  by  any  actor  or  ac- 
tress capable  of  reading  a  part,  as  surely  as 
the  modem  producer  of  pla3r8  would  rebel 
against  providing  efficient  support.     And  so 
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^h(  it  is  that  the  playgoer  of  to-day  travels  from 
(IMtlDCkrt  ^^^^^®  ^^  theatre  condemned  to  view  crudely 
educated  matinee  idols  mouthing  parts  without 
meaning  and  without  significance.  The  pub- 
lic accepts  them  because  it  knows  no  worthier 
object  of  its  attention;  and  the  play  goes  on, 
wallowing  in  the  mire  of  commercial  specula- 
tion. 

Of  the  number  of  stars  there  is  no  end.  The 
modem  theatre  is  a  perfect  Milky  Way  of  lack- 
lustre luminaries;  and  the  intelligent  man 
would  as  soon  go  to  a  public-house  free-and- 
easy  as  to  a  metropolitan  theatre  for  his  enter- 
tainment. 

And  so  one's  gratitude  to  Mrs.  Fiske  is  whole 
hearted  and  sincere  for  the  satisfying  com^ 
pleteness  of  her  revival  of  *^Tes8  of  the  D'Ur- 
bervilles,"  as  it  would  be  to  any  other  player 
presenting  a  play  with  like  intelligence  of  pro- 
duction. 

JAQUES. 
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Cl^at  Cobacco  (Upm 

By  THB    OLD   LOBBYIST 

BBBBHEN  the  war  was  Tdone  and  the 
Wfmfm  M  battle  flags  of  that  confederacy 
H  ■  H  Ij  which  had  been  my  sweetheart 
A  \^  n  were  rolled  tight  to  their  staves 
^^^^^1  and  laid  away  in  mournful,  dusty 
^s^^^^si  comers  to  moulder  and  be  for- 
got, I  cut  those  buttons  and  gold  ends  of 
braid  from  my  uniform,  which  told  of  me  as 
a  once  captain  of  rebels,  and  turned  my  face 
towards  New  York.  I  was  twenty-one  at  the 
time;  my  majority  arrived  on  the  day  when 
Lee  piled  his  arms  and  surrendered  to  Grant 
at  Appomatoz.  A  captain  at  twenty-one? 
That  was  not  strange,  my  children,  in  a  time 
when  boys  of  twenty-two  were  wearing  the 
wreaths  of  a  brigadier.  The  war  was  fought 
by  boys,  not  men; — ^like  every  other  war. 
AJit  I  won  my  rank  fairly,  saber  in  fist;  so 
they  all  said. 

Those  were  great  days.  I  was  with  O'FerrelL 
There  are  one  hundred  miles  in  the  Shenandoah, 
and  backwards  and  forwards  I've  fought  on 
its  every  foot.  Towards  the  last,  each  Say  we 
fought,  though  both  armies  could  see  the  end. 
We.  for  our  side,  fought  with  the  wrath  of  de- 
spair; the  Federals,  with  the  glow  of  triumph 
in  plain  sight.  Eachdaywerought;  for  if  we 
did  not  go  riding  down  the  vfdley  hunting 

53 


d  by  Google 


tjj[ht  Sheridan,  the  sun  was  never  oyer-high  when 
iA**i^^uI-  ^*  rod«  up  the  valley  hunting  us.  Those  were 
<ePniOOKer  brave  days!  We  fought  t^nce  after  the  war 
was  done.  Yes,  we  knew  of  Richmond's  fall 
and  that  the  end  was  come.  But  what  then? 
There  was  the  eager  foe;  there  were  we,  sullen 
and  ripe  and  hot  with  hate.  Why  should  we 
not  fight?  So  it  came  that  I  heard  those  gay 
last  bugles  that  called  down  the  last  grim 
charge;  so  it  came  that  I,  with  my  comrades, 
made  the  last  gray  line  of  battle  for  a  cause 
already  lost,  and  fought  roimd  the  last  stand- 
ards of  a  confederacy  already  dead.  Those 
were,  indeed,  good  days — those  last  scenes 
were  filled  with  the  best  and  bravest  of  either 
side. 

No;  I  neither  reeret  nor  repent  the  rebellion; 
nor  do  I  grieve  for  rebellion's  failure.  All's 
well  that  well  ends,  and  that  carnage  left  us  the 
better  for  it.  For  myself,  I  came  honestly  by 
my  sentiments  of  the  South.  I  was  bom  in 
Virginia,  of  Virginians.  One  of  my  youthful 
recollections  is  how  John  Brown  struck  his 
blow  at  Harper's  Ferry;  how  Governor  '^^se 
called  out  that  company  of  militia  of  which  I 
was  a  member;  and  how,  as  we  stood  in  the 
lamp-lighted  Richmond  streets  that  night, 
waiting  to  take  the  train  for  Harper's  Ferry, 
an  old  grotesque  farmerish  figure  rushed  ex- 
citedly mto  our  midst.  How  we  laughed  at 
the  belligerent  agriculturist!  No,  he  was  no 
farmer:  he  was  Wilkes  Booth  who,  with  the 
first  whisper  of  the  news,  had  come  hot  foot 
from  the  stage  of  Ford's  Theater  in  his  costume 
of  that  night  to  have  his  part  with  us.     But  all 
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these  be  other  stories,  and  I  started  to  tell,  not  tB^blt 
of  the  war  nor  of  days  to  precede  it,  but  about  ^Iil-^^^ 
that  small  crash  in  tobacco  wherein  I  had  dis-   UJ/OOttvCO 
astrous  part. 

When  I  arrived  in  New  York  my  hopes  were 
high,  as  youth's  hopes  commonly  are.  But, 
however  high  my  hope,  my  pocket  was  Ught 
and  my  prospects  nothing.  Never  will  I  for- 
get how  the  mere  sensation  of  New  York  acted 
on  me  like  a  stimulant.  The  crowd  and  the 
breezy  rush  of  things  were  as  wine.  Then 
ajgain,  to  transplant  a  man  means  ever  a  mul- 
tiplication of  spirit.  It  was  so  with  me;  the 
world  and  the  hour  and  I  were  all  new  together, 
and  never  have  I  felt  more  fervor  of  enterprise 
than  came  to  me  those  earliest  New  York  i&js. 
But  still,  I  must  plan  and  do  some  practical 
thing,  for  my  dollars,  if  not  my  days,  were 
numbered. 

It  was  my  seventh  New  York  morning.  As  I 
sat  in  the  cafe  of  the  Astor  House,  my  eye 
was  caught  by  a  news  paragraph.  The  In- 
ternal Revenue,  with  its  tax  of  forty  cents  a 
pound  on  tobacco,  had  gained  a  construction 
by  Columbus  Delano,  the  chief  officer  of 
revenue,  and  his  readmg  of  the  law  at  once 
claimed  my  hungriest  interest.  No  tobacco 
grown  prior  to  the  crop  of  '66  was  to  be  affect- 
ed by  the  tax;  that  was  the  decision. 
Aside  from  my  saber-trade  as  a  cavalrvman, 
tobacco  was  that  one  lone  thing  whereof  I  ex 
haustively  knew.  I  was  a  tobacco  adept  from 
that  day  when  the  seed  went  into  the  ground, 
down  to  the  perfumed  hour  when  the  perfect 
leaf  exhaled  in  smoke.    Moreover,  I  was  aware 
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^h^  of  a  trade  matter  in  the  nature  of  a  trade  secret, 
^11^^  which  might  be  made  of  richest  import. 
<C^niOOnrr  During  those  five  red  years  of  war,  throughout 
the  tobacco  regions  of  the  South,  planting  and 
harvestinf,  though  crippled,  had  still  ^one  for- 
ward. The  fires  of  battle  and  the  moving  lines 
of  troops  had  only  streaked  these  regions; 
they  never  wholly  covered  or  consumed  them. 
And  wherever  peace  prevailed,  the  growing  of 
tobacco  went  on.  The  harvests  had  been 
stored;  there  was  no  market — no  method  of 
getting  the  tobacco  out.  To  be  brief,  as  I  read 
the  internal  revenue  decision  above  quoted, 
on  that  Astor  House  morning,  I  knew  that 
scattered  up  and  down  >^gima  and  through- 
out the  rest  of  the  kingdom  of  tobacco,  the 
crops  of  full  five  years  were  lying  housed, 
mouldy  and  mildewed,  for  the  best  part,  and 
therefore  cheap  to  whoever  came  with  money 
in  his  hands.  For  an  hour  I  sat  over  my 
Astor  House  coffee  and  made  a  plan. 
There  was  a  gentleman,  an  old  college  friend 
of  my  father.  He  was  rich,  avoided  business 
and  cared  only  for  books.  I  had  made  myself 
known  to  him  on  the  day  of  my  arrival;  he  had 
asked  me,  over  a  glass  of  Burgundy,  to  let  him 
hear  from  me  as  time  and  niy  destinies  took 
unto  themselves  direction.  For  my  tobacco 
plan  I  must  have  money;  and  I  could  think  of 
no  one  save  my  father's  friend  of  the  books. 
When  I  was  shown  into  the  old  gentleman's 
library,  I  found  him  deeply  held  with  Moore's 
Life  of  Byron.  As  he  greeted  me,  he  kept  the 
volume  in  his  left  hand  with  finger  shut  in  the 
page.     Evidently  he  trusted  that  I  would  not 
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remain  long  and  that  he  might  soon  return  to  ^hflt 
his  reading.     The  situation  chilled  me:   I  be-  -^frlul*^-^ 
gan  my  story  with  sl^ht  beUef  that  its  end   ttwrtWCtO 
would  be  fortunate.     I  exposed  my  tobacco   JS^Mtt 
knowledge,  laid  bare  my  scheme  of  trade,  and 
craved  the  loan  of  five  thousand  dollars  on  the 
personal  security — ^not  at  all  commercial — of 
an  optimist  of  twenty-one,  whose  only  employ- 
ment so  far  had  been  certain  boot-and-sad<Ue 
efforts  to  overthrow  the  nation.     I  say,  I  had 
scant  hope  of  obtaining  the  aid  I  quested.     I 
suffered  disappointment.     I  was  dealing  with 
a  gentleman  who,  however  much  he   might 
grudge  me  a  few  moments  taken  from  Byron, 
was  willing  enough  to  help  me  with  money. 
In  truth,  he  seemed  relieved  when  he  had  heard 
me  through;  and  at  once  signed  a  check  with 
a  fine  flouri^,  and  I  came  from  his  benevolent 
presence  equipped  for  those  tobacco  experi- 
ments I  contemplated. 

It  is  not  required  that  I  go  with  filmy  detail 
into  a  re-count  of  my  enterprise.  I  began 
safely  and  quietly;  with  my  profits  I  extended 
myself;  and  at  the  end  of  eighteen  months,  I 
had  so  pushed  affairs  that  I  was  on  the  high- 
way to  wealth  and  the  firm  station  of  a  mil- 
lionaire. 

I  had  personally  and  through  my  agents 
bought  up  those  five  entire  war-crops  of  to- 
bacco. Most  of  it  was  still  in  Virginia  and  the 
South,  due  to  my  order;  much  of  it  had  al- 
ready been  brought  to  New  York.  Bv  the 
simple  process  of  steaming  and  vaporizmg,  I 
removed  each  trace  of  mould  and  mildew,  and 
under  my  skillful  methods  that  war  tobacco 
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^hf  emerged  upon  the  market  almost  as  sweet  and 

(fftnlAAfelr  ^^®  ^  ^®  ^^^  ^^  ^^^  domestic  stock;   and 
<c^nUiOnfir  what  was  vastly  in  its  favor,  its  flavor  was,  if 
anjTthing,  a  trine  mild. 

In  that  day^of  leaf  tobacco,  the  commodity 
wasj  marketed  in  one-hundred-potind  bales. 
My  bales  were  made  with  ninety-two  pounds 
of  war  tobacco,  sweated  free  of  any  touch  of 
mildew;  and  eight  pounds  of  new  tobacco,  the 
latter  on  the  outside  for  the  sake  of  color  and 
looks.  Thus  vou  may  glimpse  somewhat  the 
advantage  I  had.  Where,  at  forty  cents  a 
pound,  the  others  paid  on  each  bale  of  tobacco 
a  revenue  charge  of  forty  dollars,  I,  with  only 
eight  pounds  of  new  tobacco,  paid  but  three 
dollars  and  twenty  cents.  And  I  had  cornered 
the  exempted  tobacco.  Is  it  wonder  I  began 
to  wax  rich? 

Often  I  look  over  my  account  books  of  those 
brilliant  eighteen  months.  When  I  read  that 
news  item  on  the  Astor  House  morning  I've 
indicated;  I  had  carefully  modeled  existence 
to  a  supporting  basis  of  ten  dollars  a  week. 
When  eighteen  months  later  there  came  the 
crash,  I  was  permitting  unto  my  dainty  self  a 
rate  of  personal  expenditure  of  over  thirty 
thousand  dollars  a  year.  I  had  apartments 
up-town;  I  was  a  member  of  the  best  clubs; 
I  was  each  afternoon  in  the  park  with  my  car- 
riage; incidentally  I  was  languidly  looking 
about  among  the  Vere  de  Veres  of  the  old 
Knickerbockers  for  that  lady  who,  because  of 
her  superlative  beauty  and  wit  and  modesty 
coupled  with  youth  and  station,  was  worthy  to 
be  my  wife.     Also,  I  recall  at  this  period  how 
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I  was  conceitedly  content  with  myself;  how  I  fJ^hSt 
gave  way  to  warmest  self-regard;  pitied  others  .^Zu^  ^^ 
as  dullards  and  thriftless  blunderers;  and  V&ODaCCO 
privily  commended  m3rself  as  a  very  Caesar  of  tIBP0(t 
Commerce  and  the  one  among  ten  millions. 
Alasl  "Pride  goeth" — you  have  read  the  rest! 
It  was  a  bright  October  afternoon.  My  comet- 
like career  had  subsisted  for  something  like  a 
^ear  and  a  half;  and  I,  the  comet,  was  grow- 
ing in  size  and  brilliancy  as  time  fled  by.  My 
tobacco  works  proper  were  over  towards  the 
East  River  in  a  brick  warehouse  I  had  leased; 
to  these,  which  were  under  the  superintendence 
of  a  trusty  and  expert  adherent  whom  I  had 
brought  North  from  Richmond,  I  seldom  re- 
paired. My  offices — five  rooms,  fitted  and 
furnished  to  the  last  limit  of  rosewood  and 
Russia  leather  magnificence — were  down-town. 
On  this  particukur  Autumn  afternoon,  as  I 
went  forth  to  my  brougham  for  a  roll  to  my 
apartments,  the  accountant  placed  in  my 
hands  a  statement  which  I'd  asked  for  and 
which  with  particular  exactitude  set  forth  my 
business  standine.  I  remember  it  exceeding 
well.  As  I  trun^d  up-town  that  golden  Octo- 
ber afternoon,  I  glanced  at  those  additions  and 
subtractions  which  told  my  opulent  story. 
Briefly,  my  liabilities  were  ninety  thousand 
dollars;  and  I  was  rich  in  assets  to  a  money 
value  of  three  htmdred  and  twelve  thousand 
dollars.  The  ninety  thousand  was  or  would 
be  owing  on  my  tobacco  contracts  South,  and 
held  those  tons  on  tons  of  stored,  mildewed 
war  tobacco,  solid  to  my  command.  As  I  read 
the  totals  and  reviewed  the  items,  I  would  not 
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tEpbf  have  paid  a  pexinjr  of  premium  to  insure  my 
iA*%iAAi**..  future.  There  it  was  m  black  and  white.  I 
<e^niOOKer  knew  what  I  had  done;  I  knew  what  I  could 
do.  I  was  master  of  the  tobacco  situation  for 
the  next  three  years  to  come.  By  that  time, 
I  would  have  worked  up  the  entire  fragrant 
stock  of  leaf  exempt  from  the  tax;  also  by 
that  time,  I  would  count  my  personal  fortune 
at  a  shadow  over  three  miUions.  There  was 
nothing  surer  beneath  the  sun.  At  twenty-six 
I  would  retire  from  trade  and  its  troubles;  life 
would  lie  at  mv  very  toe  like  a  kick-ball,  and 
I  would  own  Doth  the  wealth  and  the  supple 
youth  to  pursue  it  into  every  nook  and  comer 
of  pleasurable  experience.  Thus  ran  my  ami- 
able smug  reflections  as  I  rolled  northward 
along  Fifm  Avenue  to  dress  for  dinner  on  that 
bright  October  day.  ^ 

It  was  the  next  afternoon,  and  I  had  just  con- 
cluded a  pleasant  lunch  in  my  private  oflice 
when  Mike,  my  personal  and  favorite  hench- 
man, annoimced  a  visitor.  The  caller  desired 
to  see  me  on  a  subject  both  important  and 
urgent. 

"Show  him  in!"  I  said. 

There  slouched  into  the  room  an  awkward- 
seeming  man  of  middle  age;  not  poor,  but 
roughly  dressed.  No  one  would  have  called 
him  a  fop :  his  clothes,  far  astern  of  the  style, 
^tted  vilely;  while  his  head,  never  beautiful, 
was  made  uglier  with  a  shock  of  rudely  ex- 
uberant hair  and  a  stubby  beard  like  pig's 
bristles.  It  was  an  hour  when  there  stiU  re- 
mained among  us,  savages  who  oiled  their  hair; 
this  creature  was  one;  and  I  remember  how 
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the  collar  of  his  rusty  surtout  shone  like  glass   ^hgt 
withthe  dripped  grease. -i^:^^;  ,  ^m'lh. 

My  ill-favored  visitor  accepted  the  chair  Mike   vEPOMCCO 
placed  for  him  and  perched  uneasily^^on  its   tIBPl0)ft 
edge.     When  we  were  alone,  I  brought  him       ^ 
and  his  business ^to  instant  bay.     I  was  anx- 
ious to  free  myself  of    his   presence.      His 
bear's  grease  and  jaded  appearance  bred  a 
distaste  for  him. 

"What  is  it  you  want?"  My  tones  were  brittle 
and  sharp. 

The  uncouth  caller  leered  at  me  with  a  fashion 
of  rancid  leer — I  suppose  even  a  leer  may  have 
a  flavor.  Then  he  opened  with  obscure  craft 
— vaguely,  foggily.  He  wanted  to  purchase 
half  my  business.  He  would  take  an  account 
of  stock;  give  me  exact  money  for  one-half  its 
value;  and,  besides,  he  would  pay  me  a  bonus 
of  fifty  thousand  dollars. 
If  this  unkempt  barbarian  had  come  squarely 
forth  and  told  me  his  whole  story;  if,  in  short,  - 
I  had  known  who  he  was  and  whom  he  came 
from,  there  would  have  grown  no  trouble.  I 
would  have  gulped  and  swallowed  the  pill;  we 
would  have  dealt;  and  I'd  have  had  a  partner 
and  been  worth  one  and  one-half  milUon  in- 
stead of  three  millions  when  noiy  fortune  was 
made.  But  he  didn't.  He  shufued  and  hinted 
and  leered,  and  said  over  and  over  again  as  he 
repeated  his  offer: 
**You  need  a  partner." 
But  beyond  this  he  never  went;  and  of  this  I 
could  make  nothing  and  felt  nothing  save  a 
cumulative  resentment  that  kept  growing  the 
larger  the  longer  he  stayed.    I  told  him  I  de- 
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"(Jj^hf  sired  none  of  his  partnership.  I  told  him 
^K  I  1^  this  several  divers  tunes;  and  each  time  with 
<e^niOOKri:  added  vigor  and  a  rising  voice.  To  the  Ust  he 
persistently  and  leeringly  retorted  his  ofier; 
always  concluding,  like  another  Cato,  with  his 
eternal  Delenda  est  Carthago, 
"You  need  a  partner  1" 

Even  my  flatterers  have  never  painted  me  as 
patient,  and  at   twenty-three  my  pulse  beat 
swift  and  hot.    And  it  came  to  pass  that  on  the 
heels  of  an  acrid  ten  minutes  of  my  visitor,  I 
brought  him  bluntly  up. 
"Go  r     I  said.     "Pve  heard  all  I  care  to  hear. 
Go;  or  I'll  have  you  shown  the  door  I" 
It  was  of  no  avail;  the  besotted  creature  held 
his  ground.     I  touched  a  bell;    the  faithful 
Mike  appeared.     It  took  no  more  than  a  wave 
of  the  nand;  Mike  had  studied  me  and  knew 
my  moods.     At  once  he  fell  upon  the  invader 
and  threw  him  down  stairs  with  all  imaginable 
spirit.     Thereupon  I  breathed  with  vast  relief, 
had   the   windows   lifted   because   of   bear's 
grease  that  tainted  the  air,  and  conferredon 
the  valorous  Celt  a  reward  of  two  dollars.' 
Who    was    this    ill-combed,    unctuous,    oily, 
vague,  would-be  partner?     He  was  but  a  mes- 
senger; two  months  before  he  had  resigned  a 
desk  in  the  Washington  Treasury — for  appeax- 
ances  only — to  come  to  me  and  make  tlie 
proffer.     After  Mike  cast  him  forth,  he  brushe d 
the  dust  from  his  knees  and  returned  to  Wash- 
ington and  had  his  treasury  desk  again.     He 
was  a  mere  go-between.     The  one  he  stood  for 
and  whose  plans  he  sought  to  transact  was  a 
high  official  of  revenue.     This  latter  person- 
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age,  of  whose  plotting  identity  back  in  the    ^  

shadows  I  became  aware  only  when  it  was  too   'nrZt.jff^^g^ 
late,  noting  my  tobacco  operations  and  their   ^OOttvCO 
profits  and  hawk-hungry  for  a  share,  had  sent  tIBpi0>ft 
me  the  offer  of  partnership.     I  re|^et,  for  my 
sake  as  wdl  as  nis  own,  that  he  did  not  pitcn 
upon  a  more  sagacious  commissioner. 
Now  fell  the  bolt  of  destruction.     The  morning 
following  Mike's  turgid  exploits  with  my  visi- 
tor, I  was  met  in  the  office  door  by  the  man- 
ager.    His  face  was  white  and  his  eyes  seemed 
goggled  and  fixed  as  if  their  possessor  had  been 
planet-struck.     I  stared  at  him. 
"Have  you  read  the  news  ?"  he  gasped. 
"What  news?" 

"Have  you  not  read  of  the  last  order  ?"1 
Over  night — ^for  my  visitor  had,  doubtless, 
wired  his  discomfiture — ^the  Revenue  Depart- 
ment had  reversed  its  decision  of  two  years 
before.  The  forty  cents  per  poimd  of  internal 
revenue  would  from  that  moment  be  demanded 
and  enforced  against  every  leaf  of  tobacco  then 
or  thereafter  to  become  extant;  and  that,  too. 
whether  its  planting  and  its  reaping  occurred 
inter  aima  or  took  place  beneath  the  pinions 
of  wide-spreading  peace.  The  revenue  office 
declared  that  its  first  ruling,  exempting  tobacco 
grown  during  the  war,  had  been  taken  criminal 
advantage  of;  and  that  thereby  the  nation  in 
its  revenue  rights  had  been  sorely  defeated 
and  pillaged  by  certain  able  rorues — meaning 
me.  Therefore,  this  new  rule  of  revenue  right 
and  justice. 

Now  the  story  ends.     Under  these  changed, 
severe  conditions,  when  I  was  made  to  meet  a 
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^h^  tax  of  forty  dollars  where  Pd  paid  less 
^    ,     -        a  tithe  of  it  before,  I  was  helpless.    I  couldn'1 
xPnwOntX  ^th  my  older  tobacco,  engage  on  even  termsl 
against  the  new  tobacco  and  succeed.     Mi 
strength  had  dwelt  in  my  power  to  undersell 
This  power  was  departed  away;  my  locks 
a  Sampson  of  tobacco  were  shorn. 
But  why  spin  out  the  hideous  story?    TULj 
market  was  choked  up;  a  cataract  of  creditor 
came  upon  me;  my  habilities  seemed  to  swel 
while  my  assets  grew   sear  and  shrunken^ 
Under  the  shaking  jolt  of  that  last  new  revenue^ 
decision,  my  fortunes  came  tumbling  like 
castle  of  cards. 

After  three  months,  I  dra|;ged  m3rself  from  1 
neath  the  ruin  of  my  affairs  and  stood — ^rathc 
totteringly — on  my  feet  again.  I  was  out  o 
business.  I  counted  up  my  treasure  and  f  oundl 
myself,  debtless  and  unthreatened,  master  off 
some  twenty  thousand  dollars.  And  wh 
then  ?  Twenty  thousand  dollars  is  not  so  1 
It  is  not  three  millions:  nor  even  half  of  threel 
millions;  but  when  all  is  said,  twenty  thousand! 
is  not  so  bad!  I  gave  up  my  rich  apartments,! 
sold  my  horses,  looked  no  more  for  a  femalel 
Vere  de  Vere  of  the  Knickerbockers  with  intent! 
her  to  espouse,  and  turned  to  smuggling.  ll 
had  now  a  personal  as  well  as  a  regional! 
grudge  against  government.  The  revenue  had! 
cheated  me;  I  would  in  revenge  cheat  thftl 
revenue.  I  became  a  smuggler.  That,  how^| 
ever,  is  a  tale  to  tell  another  day. 
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Ci^e  caisual  Cluli 


HN  LAST  Thursday  evening  the  Casual 
Club  was  gathered  about  a  comer 
table  in  Sherry's.  The  great  room 
was  beautiful,  the  music  brilliant, 
"""""""  the  setting  and  table  appointments 
magnificent,  and  the  dinner  all  that  might  be 
asked.  There  came  but  one  thing  to  grieve 
the  tempers  of  our  members — the  service  was 
slip  -  shod,  inattentive,  vile.  One  wonders 
that  so  splendid  an  arrangement  should  be 
left  unguarded  in  the  most  important  par- 
ticular of  service;  that  Sherry,  when  he  has 
done  so  much,  should  permit  himself  to  be 
foiled  of  a  last  result  by  an  idle  carelessness 
of  waiters,  who  if  they  do  not  forget  one's 
orders  outright,  execute  them  with  all  imagin- 
able sloth.  They  attend  on  guests  as  though 
the  latter  were  pensioners,  and  are  listless  in 
everything  save  a  collection  of  the  gratuity. 
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^hf  personal  to  themselves,  which  their  avarice 
(DnlOOkft  ^^^  ^  public's  weakness  have  educated  them 
to  expect. 

*  *  * 
CLAMS  had  occurred,  and  while  we  were  dis- 
cussing these  small  sea-monsters,  Fatfloat 
broke  suddenly  forth.  "I  don't  know  if  it  be 
a  subject  for  self-gratulation  or  no,  but  I  ob- 
served that  the  daily  papers  took  quick  note 
of  my  statement  that  Tammany  Hall  was 
looted  of  its  last  shilling.  For  the  guidance 
of  these  energetic  folk  of  ink  and  types,  I  will 
unfold  a  further  huddle  of  details.  Instead  of 
nine  hundred  thousand  dollars,  th^e  were 
more  than  one  millon  collected  for  the  Tam- 
many campaign.  No  one  can  show  where  so 
much  as  two  hundred  thousand  dollars  were 
honestly  disbursed.  Let  me  tell  a  story;  it 
may  suggest  an  idea  to  our  diligent  friends  of 
the  Dailies.  There  is  a  rotund,  porpoise- 
shaped  globular  gentleman  known  of  these 
parts  as  'Bim  the  Button  Man.'  This  person- 
age went  into  the  printing  business  at  the  be- 
ginning of  the  late  campaign  and  went  out  of 
it — like  blowing  out  a  candle — at  the  close. 
Bim  the  Button  Man,  for  his  brief  parade  as 
a  printer,  took  a  partner.  Or  perhaps  the 
partner  took  Mr.  Bim.     The  partner  was  and 
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is  a  dotighty  'leader.'  It  was  the  new-made  {Q^f 
firm  of  'Bim'  that  flourished  in  the  production  ^Tg^n^l 
of  those  posters  and  lithographs  of  Mr.  Shep-  je^i^u 
ard  'wdiich  for  so  long  disfigured  the  town.  ^^^ 
Mr.  Mitchell,  printer,  complained  bitterly  over 
this  invasion  of  his  rights  by  Mr.  Bim.  The 
latter  snapped  pudgy  fingers  at  the  querulous 
Mr.  Mitchell  by  virtue  of  his  powerful  partner. 
Who  was  Mr.  Bim's  partner?  One  year  be- 
fore when  Mr.  Mitchell's  bill  was  seven  thou- 
sand dollars,  Mr.  Croker,  being  in  a  frugal 
mood,  felt  excessively  pained.  Why  then 
should  it  motmt  last  autumn  to  three  hundred 
thousand  dollars  and  excite  neither  grief  nor 
reproach?  And  what  was  got  for  those  three 
htmdred  thousand  dollars?  When  a  show 
leaves  New  York,  it  carries  posters  wherewith 
to  embellish  each  fence  and  bill  board  in  the 
land;  and  yet  no  show  ever  paid  more  than 
ten  thousand  dollars  for  paper.  Five  thou- 
sand dollars  will  cover  every  possible  coign  of 
bill-sticking  advantage  and  hang,  besides,  a 
lithograph  of  Mr.  Shepard  in  every  window 
in  the  city  of  New  York.  Then  wherefore 
those  three  hundred  thousand  dollars  of  Tam- 
many? There  be  folk  on  the  finance  com- 
mittee who  should  go  into  this  business  with  a 
lantern.     The  most  hopeful  name  of  these  is 
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^^f  Mr.  McDonald,  our  great  subway  contractor 
(DnlOOkft  ^^^  partner  of  Mr.  August  Belmont;  he  is  a 
member  of  that  committee.  He  is,  too,  a 
gentleman  of  intelligence,  business  habits  and 
high  worth.  Mr.  McDonald  of  the  subway, 
for  his  own  credit  and  that  of  Mr.  Belmont, 
his  partner,  should  never  sleep  until  he  turned 
out  the  bottom  facts  of  that  Tammany  treasure 
which  has  disappeared.  Nor  should  a  com- 
mon interest  with  Mr.  Croker  and  certain  of 
that  gentleman's  retainers  in  the  Port  Chester 
railway  deter  him.  Is  there  no  honest  man  in 
Athens?" 

*  *  * 
IT  WAS  at  the  close  of  the  repast  and  when 
cigars  were  smokily  going  that  Vacuum  re- 
turned to  the  subject  of  Tammany  Hall. 
"Let  me  congratulate  you,  my  dear  Enfield," 
observed  Vacuum  courteously,  "on  your 
genius  for  prophecy.  At  our  last  meeting,  you 
foretold  the  near  overthrow  of  Mr.  Nixon  and 
the  Croker  regime.  The  papers  inform  me 
that  all  came  to  pass  within  the  two  days 
following  your  warning." 
"Yes,"  said  Lemon  sarcastically,  taking  the 
words  from  Enfield,  "we  have  been  visited 
with  that  fell  calamity,  the  collapse  of  Mr. 
Croker  and  his  rule.  We  have  seen  the  black 
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last  of  him,  and  the  very  name  of  Croker  al-  ^^ 
ready  begins  to  be  a  memory.  But  why  should  4[;g0||gl 
one  repine?".  Lemon's  sneer  was  deepening.  >|i^if||| 
''In  every  age  the  other  great  have  come  and 
ruled  and  gone  to  that  oblivion  beyond. 
They  arose  to  fall  and  be  forgot.  It  is  the 
law.  Then  why  not  Mr.  Croker?  True,  even 
while  we  consent,  there  comes  that  natural 
sadness  which  I  now  observe  to  sparkle  so 
brightly  in  every  present  eye.  What  then? 
We  console  ourselves  as  did  Chief  Justice 
Crewe  full  two  centuries  and  a  half  ago  when 
the  decadence  of  De  Vere  claimed  consid^a- 
tion.  'I  have  labored,'  quoth  Crewe,  who  if 
that  be  possible  was  more  moved  over  the 
waning  of  De  Vere  than  am  I  concerning  the 
passing  of  Mr  Croker,  'I  have  labored  to  make 
a  covenant  with  myself  that  affection  may  not 
press  upon  judgment;  for  I  suppose  there  is 
no  man  that  hath  any  apprehension  of  gentry 
or  nobleness  but  his  affection  stands  to  the 
continuance  of  a  house  so  illustrious  and  would 
take  hold  on  a  twig  or  a  twinethread  to  sup- 
port it.  And  yet  Time  hath  his  revolutions; 
there  must  be  a  period  and  an  end  to  all  tem- 
poral things — ^finis  rerum — an  end  of  names 
and  dignities  and  whatsoever  is  terrene;  and 
why  not  of  De  Vere?     For  where  is  Bohun? 
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tjj^^t  where  is  Mowbray?  where  is  Mortimer?  nay, 
(DttlOOkft  ^^^^  ^^  more  and  most  of  all,  where  is  Plan- 
tagenet?  They  are  entombed  in  the  urns  and 
sepulchres  of  mortality!'  And,  as  it  was  of 
that  ancient  day  of  Crewe  and  the  De  Vere 
so  must  it  be  of  us  and  Mr.  Croker.  He 
goes;  we  stay;  and  so  let  us  drink  to  all." 
Here  Lemon  filled  his  glass,  and  the  rest  hav- 
ing amiably  followed  his  example,  offered 
with  a  wicked  twinkle,  ''The  disappearance  of 
Mr.  Croker  I" 

*  *  * 
"WHAT  I  regret  in  the  business,"  remarked 
Fatfloat  as  he  put  down  his  glass,  "is  the  ill 
fortune  of  Mr.  IHzon.  There  is  much  of  good 
honesty  about  that  gentleman;  he  is  high- 
minded  and  proud;  I  cannot  but  sympathize 
with  him  in  his  present  plight." 
"And  yet,"  observed  Enfield,  mildly,  "Mr. 
Nixon  should  have  avoided  that  trap  of  an 
empty  leadership.  Mr.  Nixon  is  no  stripling; 
he  knew  Tammany  and  those  elements  of 
mendacity  and  muddy  intrigue  which  are 
called  its  'control';  he  knew  Mr.  Croker,  who 
in  these  last  days  was  faithful  to  no  promise 
and  loyal  to  no  man.  Why  did  he  permit 
himself  to  be  flattered,  cozened  and  destroyed? 
Why?  He  added  inexperience  to  vanity  and 
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betrayed  himself.  It  was  the  old  story — the  ^^f 
conference  of  that  leadership  on  Mr.  llizon —  Cfttfttfll 
the  old  story  of  the  Wolf  and  Little  Red  Riding 
Hood,  with  Mr.  Croker  as  Wolf  and  Mr.  IHzon 
the  innocent  who  was  eaten  up.  No,  no;  he 
might  have  better  guided  himself.  Mr.  Mzon 
— ^were  all  about  the  friendliest — ^was  still  imfit 
for  the  place.  It  was  like  putting  a  horse  in 
a  tree-top;  it  gave  the  horse  no  grace  nor 
glory  and  offered  a  sole  assurance  of  his  finally 
falling  out." 

*    *     * 
« ISN'T  Mr.  Nixon  himself  an  honest  man?" 
asked  Van  Addle. 

''Were  it  to  be  merely  a  question  of  hon- 
esty," replied  Enfield,  "Mr.  Mzon  would 
make  perfect  answer.  Broadly,  he  is  an  hon- 
est man.  But  that,  politically,  is  all.  And 
there  be  enterprises,  such  as  Tammany  Hall 
and  the  Stock  Market,  wherein  to  be  merely 
honest  is  not  a  complete  equipment.  More- 
over, in  this  business  of  his  so-called  'leader- 
ship,' Mr.  Nixon  might  have  carried  himself 
with  a  more  sensitive  integrity  and  been 
bettered  vastly  thereby.  You  will  recall  that 
when  Mr.  Nixon  performed  as  chairman  of  the 
Tammany  anti-vice  committee,  he  discovered 
in  its   entire  membership   that  combine  of 
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^^f  blackmail  and  eztortion  which,  standing  at 
((^ttlOOto (  the  head  of  Tammany  and  doing  its  foul  work 
through  the  police,  fostered  crime  in  the  com- 
munity for  a  roimd  return  of  four  millions  a 
year.  Mr.  Nixon  called  these  evil  folk  by 
name  and  pointed  to  them.  He  could  still 
relate  that  roll  and  never  miss  an  individuaL 
And  if  he  did  not  put  actual  hand  on  the  sly 
presiding  genius,  I  warrant  you  he  might,  were 
he  so  inclined,  indite  a  letter  to  him  and  get 
the  address  right." 

''And  the  postage  would  be  five  cents,"  inter- 
jected Lemon. 

"With  this  knowledge,"  continued  Enfield 
without  heeding  Lemon's  interruption,  "and 
with  his  record  as  a  foe  of  corruption,  Mi. 
Nixon,  had  he  been  wise  as  a  captain,  or  true 
to  himself  as  a  mitn,  would  have  called  about 
him  the  cleaner  elements.  He  would  have  re- 
minded them  of  the  people's  verdict  of  No- 
vember and  told  them  plainly  that  the  rogues 
must  go.  He  should  have  been  loyal  to  him- 
self. He  should  have  made  the  issue  against 
the  corruptionists;  he  should  have  waged 
prompt  and  bitter  war,  and  either  destroyed 
them  or  died  like  a  soldier  high  up  on  the 
ramparts.  Mr.  Nixon  would  have  then  be- 
come a  mart]nr  or  a  hero;   and  between  the 
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two  there  after  all  goes  flowing  no  mighty  ^hf 
difference.  A  mart]nr  is  a  hero  who  failed;  a  ^atftlAl 
hero  is  a  martyr  who  succeeded;  both  gain 
the  veneration  of  a  people,  and  die  or  live 
secure  of  self-respect.  Mr.  Nizon  should  have 
uplifted  the  standards  of  a  new  crusade  against 
that  handful  of  great  robbers  who,  making 
Tammany  their  stronghold,  issued  forth  to  a 
rapine  of  the  town.  Nor,  had  he  done  so, 
would  he  have  fallen  in  the  battle.  As  I  have 
already  said,  nineteen  of  every  Tammany 
twenty  would  have  come  round  him  for  that 
fight.  He  would  have  conquered  a  true  lead- 
ership and  advanced  a  public  interest  while 
upbuilding  his  party.  Mr.  Nizon,  however, 
failed  tamely  in  the  very  arms  of  opportunity. 
He  kept  to  the  same  ignoble  counsel  that  had 
so  wrought  disrepute  for  Mr.  Croker.  And, 
afar  from  thoughts  of  assailing  those  who  had 
dragged  Tammany  Hall  through  mire  to 
achieve  their  villain  ends,  he  went  openly  into 
their  districts,  conmiended  them  to  the  voters, 
hailed  them  as  his  friends  and  urged  their  re- 
tention in  the  executive  board.  Is  it  marvel, 
then,  .that  Mr.  Nixon  as  a  4eader'  took  no 
root?  or  that  by  the  earliest  gust  of  opposition 
he  was  overblown?  It  could  not  have  come 
otherwise;  he  fairly  threw  himself  beneath  the 
wheels  of  Fate."  xx 


d  by  Google 


^^f  "AS  TO  the  future  of  Tammany  Hall,"  said 
Anlookft  ^^^^^^^9  **  ^^  ^^'  Croker  make  further  effort 
to  dominate    it   and   send   it    orders  from 
abroad?" 

"Undoubtedly,"  returned  Enfield,  to  whom 
the  query  was  put,  "  Mr.  Croker  will  strive  in 
all  ways  to  prolong  himself.  It  is  with  him 
both  a  matter  of  money  and  a  matter  of  pride. 
But  he  will  fail;  his  whilom  follower,  Mr.  Car- 
roll, is  too  powerful.  Mr.  Carroll  is  in  pos- 
session and  will  3rield  only  to  Mr.  Martin, — ^that 
inveterate  foe  of  Mr.  Croker." 
"  Do  you  know  why  Mr.  Croker  attacked  Mr. 
Carroll  just  before  he  left?"  asked  Vacuum 
"  and  ordered  his  destruction  ?  One  morning, 
he  was  taken  by  Mr.  Fox  to  view  Mr.  Carroll's 
building  operations  near  Fifth  Avenue  in  Fifty- 
seventh  Street.  Mr.  Fox  called  attention  to 
the  grandeur  of  Mr.  Carroll's  plans.  The  work- 
men were  tearing  down  a  house  to  make 
room  for  Mr.  Carroll's  coming  palace.  Mr. 
Croker  gazed  for  full  ten  minutes  in  wordless, 
moody  gloom.  Then  turning  to  the  sympa- 
thetic Mr.  Fox  he  broke  forth:  'What  do  you 
think  of  that?  He's  tearing  down  a  better 
house  than  mine!'  From  that  moment  Mr. 
Croker  went  about  the  tearing  down  of  Mr. 
CarroU." 
la 
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'*  I  bad  not  supposed  him  so  small,"  said  Fat-  ^hf 
float,  **  as  to  feel  piqued  because  Mr.  Carroll  ^stfual 
would  build  a  better  house  than  his  own." 
"  He  didn't  feel  piqued,"  said  Lemon;  ''he  felt 
plundered,  and  doubtless  asked  a  question  con- 
cerning Mr.  Carroll  that  has  been  so  often 
asked  about  himself." 


Club 


*'AND  TET,"  observed  Van  Addle,  appealing 
to  Enfield,  "  I  should  love  prodigiously  to  hear 
your  views  on  the  situation  in  Tammany  as  it 
stands.  I  confess  both  an  ignorance  and  a 
curiosity  for  light." 

''And  I  am  stire,  my  dear  Van  Addle,"  retiuned 
Enfield,  "  you  are  heartily  welcome  to  aught 
I  may  know  or  believe  on  the  subject.  A 
great  noble  of  Rome  observed  that  to  direct 
a  wanderer  aright  was  like  lighting  another 
man's  candle  with  one's  own;  it  assisted  the 
fortunes  of  the  beneficiary  without  subtracting 
from  the  estate  of  the  Samaritan.  For  myself, 
I  need  neither  the  Roman  argument  nor  the 
Roman  example  to  create  within  me  a  benevo- 
lent willingness  to  hang  a  lantern  in  the  tower 
of  truth  for  the  guidance  of  any  gentleman 
now  groping  as  to  the  actual  status  of  Mr. 
Croker  with  Tammany  Hall. 
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^hf  '*  It  requires  no  word  to  those  initiate  to  con- 
&nUuAtt  ^^^®  them  that  Mr.  Croker  no  longer  sits  on 
the  throne,  and  that  his  potentialities  are  for- 
ever departed  away.  For  myself,  grown  too 
indolent  for  an  interest  in  aught  beyond  the 
sentimentalities  of  politics,  I  sorrow  that  this 
is  so.  Indifference  is  ever  conservative  and 
hesitates  at  change;  and,  speaking  for  what 
is  within  myself  and  not  at  all  perhaps  for 
that  which  is  best  for  the  public,  I  would  have 
preferred  a  continuation  of  the  Croker  dy- 
nasty. As  it  is,  good  sooth!  Mr.  Croker  is 
destroyed.  And  your  ruin,  of  whatever  char- 
acter, the  resort  of  owls,  the  habitat  of  bats, 
and  all  across  it  flimg  the  melancholy  ivy — 
that  verdant  banner  of  victorious  decay!— is, 
at  its  loveliest,  but  a  spectacle  of  depression; 
and  one  who  has  witnessed  Mr.  Croker  in  his 
vigor  must  be  at  least  dimly  affected  as  he 
beholds  him  take  his  sad  and  passive  place 
with  those  who  were.  Mr.  Croker  is  not  to  be 
blamed  as  the  architect  of  his  overthrow. 
With  what  lights  that  shone,  his  conduct  was 
prudent  enough;  and  his  dethronement  is  to 
be  charged  to  destiny — ^to  kismet,  rather  than 
to  any  gate-opening  carelessness  on  the  pur- 
blind part  of  himself.  '  Prudentia  fato  major,' 
said   the    Florentine.     But   the   Medici   was 
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wrong,  and  before  Death^bandaged  his  eyes  for  ^^f 
eternity  it  was  given  him  to  see  that  Destiny,  4[;]|0||^I, 
for  all  his  caution  and  for  all  his  craft,  had  ^y^u 
fed  his  hopes  to  defeat.     And  yet,  while  Mr.  ^ 
Croker  may  not  be  charged  as  the  reason  of 
his  own  removal,  some  consideration  of  causes 
that  incited  it  should  have  a  merit  and  an 
interest.     It  is  one  vessel  crashing  on  a  reef 
that  points  a  danger,  and  makes  for  the  safety 
of  every  ship  that  follows,  and  the  story  of 
a  wrecked    and    drowned   dictatorship   can- 
not fail  to   instruct  ambition    in    whatever 
field. 

"Following  the  last  presidential  campaign, 
Mr.  Croker  sailed  Englandward  to  repose  him- 
self from  his  labors.  For  ten  months  did  he 
rest,  recuperate,  restrengthen  and  restore  him- 
self. And  when  he  departed,  albeit  he  may 
have  had  no  suspicion  of  that  fact,  Mr.  Croker 
left  his  chieftaincy  behind.  That  was  to  hap- 
pen in  the  nature  of  things,  and  Mr.  Croker 
would  have  foreseen  it  had  he  been  a  true 
scientist  of  supremacy.  Remember  it,  all  ye 
kings  and  princes  and  potentates  among  menl 
a  crown  will  never  travel,  a  scepter  cannot 
leave  the  realm,  and  there  are  no  wheels  on  a 
throne.  Mr.  Croker  was  not  aware  of  these 
cardinal  truths  of  kingcraft  when  he  sailed 
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tSf^t  away;  the  knowledge  became  his  at  a  time  too 
((^nlOOkft  ^^^  ^^  ^^^  ^  value  beyond  the  speculative. 
Mr.  Croker  left  the  garments  of  his  leadership 
behind  him  and  eighteen  of  the  'leaders'  ap- 
propriated them  with  a  plot.  They  caught 
their  chief  in  bathing  and  they  stole  his  clothes. 
''Mr.  Croker  was  home  ten  days  before  he 
missed  his  leadership,  and  even  then  he  was 
made  aware  of  its  spoliation  only  by  beholding 
it  in  the  hands  of  the  cabal.  Mr.  Croker  meant 
Mr.  Nixon  for  the  mayoralty;  but  the  plotting 
eighteen,  intriguing  with  Brooklyn  blocked 
the  way  with  Mr.  Coler.  The  coalition  was 
too  strong  for  Mr.  Croker  to  force,  and  the 
logic  of  that  same  word  pressed  to  a  conflict 
meant  his  destruction  in  the  city  convention. 
" '  When  the  lion's  skin  is  too  short,'  said  Ly- 
sander,  'we  piece  it  out  with  the  fox's,'  and 
while  the  Greeks  thought  this  sentiment  un- 
becoming a  descendant  of  Hercules,  they 
were  fain  to  acquiesce  in  its  practice  when 
met  by  a  peril  too  strong  for  their  spears. 
Mr.  Croker  remembered  Lysander;  and,  be- 
ing thus  hedged  and  hemmed  about,  sought 
safety  by  nominating  Mr.  Shepard.  There 
need  be  no  mistake;  Mr.  Shepard  was  not  a 
candidate,  he  was  a  refuge.  And  such  a  refuge 
as  is  Scylla  when  one  is  threatened  of  Charybdis. 
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''When  Mr.  Croker  seized  on  Mr.  Shepard,  ^hf 
he  defeated  the  Coler  plot,  but  made  no  /rntfttAl 
safety  for  his  leadership.  He  succeeded 
only  in  losing  the  latter  in  a  fashion  less  har- 
rowing to  his  vanity,  less  obnoxious  to  his 
self-respect.  It  was  the  old  Roman  at  the 
last,  who,  preferring  suicide  to  capture, 
throws  himself  on  his  own  sword. 
''Study  the  situation  as  Mr.  Croker  studied  it, 
following  the  city  convention;  it  will  aid  to 
an  imderstanding  of  what  has  happened 
since,  and  tell  the  story  of  his  lost  leadership. 
Following  Mr.  Shepard's  nomination  there 
lived  no  Croker  hope.  With  either  Mr. 
Shepard  or  Mr.  Low  elected,  Tammany 
would  dwindle — as  one  now  beholds  it — to 
be  a  third-rate  influence.  The  autocracy  of 
Mr.  Croker  would  disappear.  At  the  best,  he 
might  beg  where  he  had  once  commanded, 
with  every  prospect  of  being  denied.  Mr. 
Croker,  in  alarm  for  his  pride,  decided  that 
his  sole  chance  to  quit  with  credit  was  to  quit 
at  once,  and  on  that  thought  he  acted.  Fol- 
lowing the  naming  of  Mr.  Shepard  he  treated 
with  the  plotters  and  abandoned  to  them  half 
his  dominion.  It  was  they,  and  not  Mr.  Croker, 
who  determined  the  personnel  of  the  late 
county  and  borough  tickets;  one  has  but  to  re- 
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^hf  member  the  folk  who  were  named,  and  recall 

<(^nlOOfcf  t  ^^^^  ^^^  ^^^  ^^^>  ^  know  that  this  is  true. 
But  bad  fortune  overtook  Mr.  Croker  and  the 
eighteen  who  then  held  him  in  partial  thralL 
The  city  ticket  of  the  one,  and  the  county  and 
borough  tickets  of  the  others,  were  beaten." 
''They  were,  of  a  hopeful  verity!"  interrupted 
Fatfloat.  ''They  were  beaten  as  flat  as  a 
field  of  turnips!  And  it  was  in  high  good 
time,  too.  Had  Tammany  retained  the  city, 
before  1904  the  outlaws  would  have  stolen 
everything  but  the  back  fence." 
"They  did  not  keep  the  city,  however,"  con- 
tinued Enfield,  "and  being  defeated,  Mr. 
Croker  developed  with  much  speed  an  eager- 
ness for  England.  I  do  not  blame  him; 
while  outwardly  respectful,  the  leading  folk 
of  his  circle  were  cheerless  and  cold,  for  to  be 
beaten  is  to  be  hated  in  Tammany  Hall. 
And  so  he  made  pretense  of  abdication  and 
Mr.  Nixon  appeared  in  his  place.  The  sequel 
of  that  ill-fortuned  substitution  is  known. 
"Mr.  Croker  will  continue  still  to  hold  what 
Tammany  territory  he  may.  He  has  money 
interests  to  protect.  And  yet,  strive  and 
plot  and  battle  as  best  he  can,  it  is  too  late. 
His  day  is  over  and  his  power  lost.  He  will 
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win  such  consideratioii  and  no  more,  as  Mr.  ^hf 
Carroll  and  the  others  grant.  Cfltftlfll 

''It  is  to  be  doubted  if  Mr.  Croker  realizes 
how  prone  and  dead  he  is.  One  knows  when 
one  is  wounded,  but  one  knows  not  when  one 
is  killed.  Some  near  day,  or  some  far  day, 
Mr.  Croker  will  seek  to  return.  Then,  and 
not  until  that  time,  will  he  comprehend  the 
palsy  that  has  stricken  his  supremacy.  Mr. 
Croker  will  return  only  to  be  denied.  And 
that,  too,  will  be  as  it  should;  for  even  a 
Napoleon  comes  back  but  once  to  France." 


Gather  ye  rose-buds  while  ye  may. 
Old  Time  is  still  a-flying; 

And  this  same  flower  that  smiles  to-day. 
To-morrow  will  be  dying. 

Then  be  not  coy,  but  use  your  time. 
And  while  ye  may,  go  marry; 

For  having  lost  but  once  your  prime. 
You  may  forever  tarry. 

— Robert  Herrick. 
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^0  Sou  Utile  3rt 


The  London  newspapers  give 
WbO         one    the   impression    that   a 
%OVC&        number  of  English  people  will 
a  lord  ?       attend  the  coronation  ceremo- 
nies.    It  is  evident  that  the 
editors  of  these  newspapers  do  not  read  jour- 
nals which  are  printed  in  New  York  and  other 
American  centers. 

*    *     * 
When  Balmascheff,  who  shot 
fCilling        and     killed     M.     Sipiaguine, 
tor  Russia's  Minister  of  the  In- 

f  Uturitl^  terior,  was  asked  if  he  had 
accomplices  he  replied:  "So 
many  that  it  is  impossible  to  name  them." 
He  also  said  that  he  nor  they  expected  grace 
or  mercy;  that  he  and  they  worked  for  those 
who  came  after.  Some  will  call  this  the 
raving  of  an  anarchist.  But  these  know 
nothing  of  the  conditions  against  which 
Balmascheff  and  his  kind  are  warring.  The 
Balmascheffs  would  prefer  to  gain  their  ends 
by  peaceful  means,  but  know  from  experi- 
ence that  life  is  too  short  for  success.  They 
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do  not  kill  for  love  of  killing^  or  the  notoriety  g^f(  |0Olt 
that  attaches  to  it,  but  that  the  lot  of  those  ||£b*  '9* 
whose  cause  they  champion  may  be  made  ^ 

merely  endurable.  Whenever  the  law  is 
wilfully  and  successfully  disregarded  that  a 
minority  may  be  favored  there  will  be  found 
a  means  by  which  this  dereliction  is  brought 
to  the  attention  not  only  of  the  lawbreakers, 
but  of  the  world,  and  as  the  latter,  in  all  its 
divisions,  contains  lawbreakers  who  consider 
themselves  above  or  beyond  the  law  the 
punishment  of  one  is  usually  followed  by  the 
punishment  of  others,  for  lawbreakers  of  a 
colossal  type — ^like  their  executioners — think 
in  common  and  recognize  no  cleavage  of 
nationality.  Balmascheff  may  not  have  killed 
the  system  which  was  represented  by  M. 
Sipiaguine,  but  he  chopped  away  a  limb. 
Unless  the  trunk  is  replaced  by  one  that  better 
befits  the  age  it,  too,  will  be  chopped  away. 
If  this  be  an  age  of  reason,  as  is  claimed  for  it, 
men  who  are  furnished  with  a  capacity  to 
think  cannot  be  prevented  from  putting 
their  thoughts  into  execution.  Though  Bal- 
mascheff was  executed  on  Friday  according  to 
biblical  and  Russian  law,  there  are  many  Bal- 
mascheffs  in  the  world,  and  it  is  well  for  the 
world  that  this  is  so. 

as 
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^^f  A  woman   writer  who    con- 

^^lOObft         Aiatalie      aiders  herself  a  Realist  says 

in  in  a  story  published  recently: 

!t)OCation      **  I  found  a  letter  in  my  mail 

and  read  it  as  I  prepared  my 

morning  coffee."     This  is  an  impossible  feat. 

She  may  have  prepared  the  coffee  and  then 

read  the  letter,  or  read  the  letter  and  then 

prepared  the  coffee,  but  she  did  not  do  both 

simultaneously  unless  she  were,  not  a  realist, 

but  an  acrobat. 

*    *     * 
Among    the    many    reforms 
foreign       foisted   upon   China    by  the 
WCVilB       Powers  is  a  college.     At  the 
Bgain        head  of  this  college  is  a  For- 
eign Devil  and  among  its  pro- 
fessors are  six  Foreign  Devils.     The  court  of 
last  resort,  however,  is  the  Governor  of  Shan- 
timg,  who  is  a  native  of  China.     He,  quite 
recently,  filled  the  Foreign  Devils  with  in- 
dignation because  he  expelled  from  the  col- 
lege a  student  who  refused  to  subscribe  to 
the  teachings  of  Confucius,  who  was  a  wise 
as   well   as   a   learned    man.     The    Foreign 
Devils  transferred  some  of  their  indignation 
to  Mr.  Conger,  the  United  States  Minister, 
who  "warned  the  Throne  against  infractions 
aa 
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of  the  treaties  in  respect  to  the  freedom  of  the  ^g  yoit 
Chinese  to  practice  Christianity."  This  warn-  ^^^  Tfjt 
ing  probably  filled  the  Throne  with  even 
more  and  hotter  indignation  than  that  which 
seethed  in  the  Foreign  Devils.  Why  should 
Mr.  Conger  not  follow  the  custom  of  his  own 
country  and  permit  every  religion  to  take 
care  of  itself?  Here  is  a  case  in  point.  A 
Mr.  HoU  applied  for  a  license  to  preach  and  it 
was  denied  to  him  by  a  Theological  Seminary 
of  the  Presbyterian  brand  because  he  re- 
fused to  believe  in  the  personality  of  Adam. 
He  would  not  have  carried  his  case  to  the 
President  even  if  he  had  not  died.  It  has 
been  asserted  by  a  Minister  of  another  de- 
nomination that  Noll  was  murdered,  not  in 
the  orthodox  way,  but  simply  because  he 
was  refused  a  license  to  preach.  If  the  mur- 
der theory  be  not  untenable  Noll  was  not  of 
the  stuff  of  which  martyrs  are  made,  and  as 
all  Preachers  hold  that  they  are  made  of  this 
stuff  Noll  conferred  a  favor  upon  the  pro- 
fession by  dying  of  consumption. 

*    *     * 
Even    before     Noll    died    a 
f)eaven      number     of    Presbyterian 
or  Preachers     had     announced 

f)ell  that   they  considered  Adam, 

Moses,  Jonah  and  other  per- 
sonages of  Note  in  Bible  literature  as  Myths. 
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^^f  With  rare  exceptions,  there  is  about  as  little 
^tolOObft  ^^^^®  ^  Professional  Preachers  as  there  is 
in  Professional  Pugilists,  and  the  last  sect  of 
which  one  might  have  expected  such  icono- 
clastic utterances  is  that  which  claims  Calvin 
and  John  Knox  as  its  shining  lights.  I  re- 
member, as  a  small  boy,  feeling  sorry  for  a 
chum  because,  as  a  Presbyterian,  he  did  not 
know  and  had  no  means  of  finding  out  whether 
he  had  been  bom  to  go  to  Heaven  or  Hell, 
and  in  those  days  both  of  those  resorts  were 
spelled  with  capitals  and  pronounced  with 
awe.  Had  he  been  able  by  a  most  rigorous 
observance  of  all  the  rules  laid  down  by  God 
and  Kan  to  make  certain  of  living  in  a  future 
state  of  beatitude  I  would  have  felt  sorry  for 
him  still,  as  he  would  be  compelled,  of  ne- 
cessity, to  miss  many  of  the  joys  of  this  woild; 
still  his  future  then — though  in  a  hard  and 
grinding  measure — would  have  lain  in  his 
own  hands.  But  whether  he  became  a  Pirate 
or  a  Preacher  was  all  one;  he  had  been  bom 
to  go  to  Heaven  or  Hell  and  nothing  that 
he  could  do  could  enable  him  to  change  his 
final  destination.  In  later  life  he,  evidently, 
appreciated  this,  for  he  became  a  Stock- 
Broker,  after,  as  a  Preacher,  having  broken 
most  of  the  Commandments  and  fractured 
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the  rest.     Had  the  Dommie  of  the  flock  of  ^  yOlt 
which  he  was  a  member  expressed  a  doubt  of  l|ilr#  j^t 
the   existence,   some    years   ago,   of   Adam, 
Moses  or  Jonah,  but  particularly  Adam,  he 
would  have   saved   my  friend   from  much 
mental  and  some  physical  distress. 

*     *     * 
When   a   hide-bound,   moss- 

BOam         grown    bigot    begets    doubts 
a  and  then  removes  them,  he  is 

HS^Xb  like  a  bull  in  a  china  shop  and 
wants  to  break  everjrthing  in 
sight,  not  through  an  innate  love  of  destruc- 
tion, but  because  he  has  lost  his  rope  and  is  too 
delirious  to  find  the  corral.  This  throwing 
overboard  of  Adam  so  suddenly  and  without 
any  recently  discovered  evidence  upon  his  per- 
sonality or  lack  of  it,  comes  in  the  nature  of  a 
shock.  The  act  has  been  perpetrated  after 
the  fashion  of  Captain  Kidd  in  his  worst  days. 
It  shows  a  complete  lack  of  even  a  faint  ac- 
quaintance with  the  small  amenities  that 
help  to  smooth  the  ruts  in  social  intercourse 
to  not  only  order  a  personage  of  Adam's  stand- 
ing and  reputation  to  "walk  the  plank,"  but 
to  push  him  off.  Besides,  it  shows  an  utter 
disregard  for  the  feelings  of  that  large  body  of 
people  who  do  not  think,  to  wipe  out,  at  one 
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^hf  fell  wipe,  the  whole  scheme  of  creation  without 
(f^nloobf  r  substituting  another.  If  there  were  no  Adam 
there  could  not  have  been  a  Garden  of  Eden 
or  an  Eve.  And  what  about  the  Apple  and 
the  Serpent  and  a  lot  of  other  picturesque  de- 
tails? Personally,  I  intend  to  stick  to  my 
belief  in  Adam,  not  because  I  ever  had  a  high 
opinion  of  him,  but  because  I  have  met  a  num- 
ber of  men  who  remind  me  of  him — men  who 
always  throw  the  blame  on  the  woman;  also 
because  I  have  seen  several  spots  that  would 
make  an  admirable  Eden.  Besides,  there  is 
something  in  the  story  of  what  happened  in 
the  Garden  that  rings  true;  not  that  all  women 
would  adopt  Eve's  bold  method,  but  much 
may  be  forgiven  a  woman  who  had  no  mother 
or  maiden  aunt  to  play  duenna,  and  who  lived 
before  either  was  fashionable,  or,  according  to 
the  story,  necessary. 

*    *     * 

But  these  reverend  gentiemen 

f)Utrab       must  not  go   too  far.     One 

tot  may  regret  Adam,  and  his  ez- 

Doab         tinction  may  start  fissures  in 

many  genealogical  trees,  but 

to  such  of  us  as  only  ''  came  over  in  the  May- 

fiower,"  or  "  with  the  Conqueror,"  his  flop  into 

oblivion  may  entail  no  serious  damage   to 
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existing  rights.  Upon  Moses  I  always  looked  g^ff  I^OIt 
as  a  person  of  doubtful  parentage,  and  a  ]|ilr#  '3|# 
leader  who,  had  he  lived  in  recent  centuries, 
would  have  been  sacrificed  by  his  own  men 
within  a  month  at  most.  His  only  title  to 
fame  is  that  he  kept  the  Jews  for  forty  years 
from  appropriating  anything  but  a  desert 
which  nobody  else  wanted  and  was  a  blistering 
hindrance  to  them.  The  story  of  Moses  cer- 
tainly has  weak  spots.  Too  much  is  known 
of  the  localities  which  he  frequented.  The 
crossing  of  the  Red  Sea  without  even  getting 
his  boots  full  of  water  seems  too  lurid  an  ac- 
complishment for  a  pedestrian  who  consumed 
forty  years  in  reaching  the  confines  of  an 
ordinary  desert.  His  disappearance  will  cause 
but  little  clamor.  Then  there  is  Jonah.  Those 
who  know  the  sea,  or  have  a  passing  ac- 
quaintance with  fish,  place  no  reliance  upon 
the  Jonahrwhale  story.  Jonah  will  not  be 
missed  greatly.  But  I  must  insist  upon  the 
preservation  of  Noah.  In  him  are  we  all — 
no  creed  nor  color  barred — ^indebted  for  our 
first  striking  and  imperfect  impressions  of  the 
animal  kingdom.  No  liar  could  have  invent- 
ed the  story  of  the  fiood.  It  is  of  too  whole- 
sale a  character  for  pure  invention,  and  the 
few  details  which  accompany  it  wear  an  air  of 
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iJJ^ffi  truth.  UnlMS  it  were  founded  upon  fact, 
<(^nlOOkft  ^^^  manufacturers  all  over  the  world  have 
been  induced  to^strengthen  it  and  put  money 
in  their  purse  by  turning  out,  annually,  not 
millions  but  trillions  of  Noah's  arks?  Once 
shake  the  belief  of  childhood  in  the  stability 
of  Noah  and  ruin  will  fall  upon  a  great  in- 
dustry, for  machinery  which  will  turn  out  a 
never-ending  stream  of  Noah's  arks  could  not 
be  driven  to  turn  out  anything  else.  There 
is  nothing  to  take  the  place  of  Noah's  ark,  as 
there  is  no  one  to  take  the  place  of  Noah.  In 
other  lines  trade  may  follow  the  flag,  but  in 
the  Noah's  ark  industry  it  follows  a  belief  in 
Noah  and  is  known  to  every  flag  that  has  ever 
waved,  paying  allegiance  to  no  particular 
banner.  Before  these  fatiguing  divines  drive 
even  a  tack  into  Noah's  coffin,  let  them  pro- 
vide us  with  a  personage  of  equal  interest  and 
influence.  If  tiiey  are  not  permitted  to  move 
further  in  their  scheme  of  destruction  until 
they  do  this,  Noah  is  safe.  They  can  only  try 
to  kill;  they  cannot  create. 
*    *     * 

Mr.     William    M.     Thomas, 

Callow         United     States    Minister     to 

judgment     Sweden,  called  upon  the  Presir 

dent   lately   and    made  him 
a     present     of     several      Swedish     razors. 
a8 
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A  Washington  correspondent  at  once  tele-  g^ff  I^OIt 
graphed  to  his  newspaper  in  New  Tofk:  ^W  -^t 
**He  selected  the  razors  himself  and  is  a  fine 
judge  of  them  though  he  does  not  use  a 
razor."  If  the  person  who  sent  this  im- 
portant dispatch  wanted  to  secure  an  Old 
Master  he,  doubtless,  would  hire  a  canal 
boatman  to  pass  judgment  upon  the  painting 
before  he  put  his  money  down. 

*    *     * 

It  is  customary  for  Ameri- 

Cbampagne         cans  to  think  that  they  get 

and  the    best    of   everything. 

**  Cbampagnc  *'      There  are  Americans  who 

do  get  the  best  of  every- 
thing, but  this  is  because  they  know  what  is 
best  and  are  able  and  willing  to  pay  for  it. 
But  where  hoi  polloi  thinks  that  it  gets  the 
best  of  everything  it  is  mistaken.  Take 
champagne,  for  instance.  "A  large  bottle  on 
the  ice"  is  a  common  order  in  New  York.  To 
the  waiter  it  means  a  bottle  of  champagne. 
He  may  or  may  not  ask  if  any  particular 
brand  is  required:  that  depends  upon  the 
quality  of  the  hostelry  in  which  he  is  employed; 
also  upon  the  quality  of  the  customer.  The 
**large  bottle"  is  forthcoming.  It  contains  a 
lab^  on  which  is  printed  the  maker's  name. 
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^jff  The  cork  which  comes  ont  of  the  bottle  is, 
dftnlAAlt^  generally,  much  larger  than  the  neck  into 
^nw9Wl  ^iji^  it  jj^  1,^^  forced.  It  is  seldom  that 
one  hears  a  buyer  ask  to  see  the  cork.  The 
average  buyer  of  champagne  would  not  imder- 
stand  the  cork's  story.  He  is  accustomed  to 
large  and  bulging  corks  and  if  he  were  to  see 
an  attenuated  specimen,  of  dark  complexion 
and  as  hard  as  a  piece  of  vulcanized  rubber 
he  would  look  at  it  with  great  suspicion  and, 
doubtless,  refuse  the  wine.  But  an  ezjieri- 
enced  waiter  will  know  his  man  and  will  bring 
him  the  sort  of  ''large  bottle"  to  which  he  has 
been  accustomed,  though  it  will  not  be  cham- 
pagne that  a  wine  drinker  would  care  to  swal- 
low. Champagne  of  the  "large  bottle"  variety 
is  drunk  to  a  larger  extent  in  the  United  States 
than  anywhere  else;  in  fact  one  would  not  be 
far  wrong  in  saying  that  it  is  manufactured 
for  the  Americcm  market.  Generally,  the  best 
champagne  is  made  for  England  and  Russia. 
The  people  of  those  countries  who  drink  cham- 
pagne have  made  at  least  a  cursory  study  of  it 
and  are  able,  at  a  moment's  notice,  to  name 
the  best  vintages  of  the  last  twenty-five  or 
thirty  years.  There  are  Americans  who  can 
do  this,  too,  but  they  are  not  of  the  "large 
botUe"  or  "cold  bottle"  variety.  The  latter 
are  the  people  who  account  for  the  fact  that 
much  more  "champagne"  is  consumed  than 
is  furnished  by  the  vineyards  of  France. 

THOMAS  B.  FIELDERS. 
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Brift  of  tj)e  Bap 
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ROM  my  station  here  on  the  house- 
top my  gaze  wanders  out  over  acres 
of  roofs — the  leaded  coverings  of 
hotels,  apartment-houses,  and  office 
buildings.  They  rear  themselves  be- 
neath and  around  me  as  the  lesser 
peaks  of  the  Himalayas  seen  from  Mount  Ever- 
est. My  eyes  ache  with  the  diversity  of  their 
shapes,  the  eccentricity  of  their  styles,  the  irreg- 
ularity of  their  altitudes.  No  man  viewing 
them  can  continue  blind  to  the  independence  of 
the  American  citizen,  to  the  ostentation  of  his 
right  of  personal  selection,  to  his  individual 
caprice.  They  stand,  a  brick-«nd-iron  com- 
mentary upon  the  competing  ambitions  of  two 
generations  of  townsmen. 
A  hulking,  twenty-story  modernity  stands 
side  by  side  with  a  dwarfish,  Dutch  anachron- 
ism, but  neither  possesses  any  right  of  prece- 
dence over  the  other.  They  are  equal  in  the 
eyes  of  the  proletary.  Classic  and  nonde- 
script, marble  and  brick,  granite  and  iron, 
unite  to  form  the  most  heterogeneous  collec- 
tion of  fashions  the  earth's  surface  anywhere 
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^ht  exhibits.  Even  Milton's  blind  eyes  pictured 
dnlOOkft  ^^^^^^  ^  fantastic  as  this  architectural  chaos 
of  Manhattan,  so  hopeless  of  eventual  order. 
And  yet  are  there  not  lacking  signs  that  the 
quaint  pot-pourri  of  whimsicalities  will  one 
day  coalesce  into  a  well-defined,  artistic  con^ 
position,  a  twentieth  century  City  BeautifuL 
God  grant  its  attainment  be  not  unduly  pro- 
tracted! 

But  it  is  with  the  insides  of  this  vast  confuaon 
of  buildings  I  am  presently  concerned.  As 
the  buildings  are,  so  are  the  inhabitants — 
little  and  big,  tall  and  short,  honestly  construct- 
ed and  jerry  built,  old  fashioned  and  up  to 
date,  aping  the  fashions  of  a  dozen  civiliza- 
tions. In  any  one  of  these  great  structures 
will  be  found  the  representatives  of  a  dozen 
nations,  bom  to  a  dozen  tongues,  yet  all  con- 
versing in  a  common  English,  covering  their 
motley  nationalities  with  a  common  Ameri- 
canism, united  in  their  loyalty  to  the  Repub- 
lic. In  the  diversity  of  its  constituents  lies 
the  strength  of  the  American  nation. 
No  European  section  of  the  American  com- 
munity sufficiently  preponderates  over  its  fel- 
lows to  affect  the  national  sympathy  toward 
foreign  Powers.  Irish  counteracts  EngliA 
opinion;  German  sonship  is  balanced  by  the 
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fiHal  sentiment  of  the  Latin  races — the  Slavs  j^tift  of 
and  the  Russian  Jews  have  no  European  pre-  fUp  mm 
dilections.  Consequently,  American  foreign 
policy  is  dictated  by  Americans  for  the  benefit 
of  Americans,  without  reference  to  the  warring 
interests  in  Europe  or  in  Asia.  The  men  who 
lead  in  the  United  States  are  men  who,  for 
the  most  part,  have  not  voyaged  beyond  the 
confines  of  the  United  States.  All  of  their 
attention  upon  affairs  of  State  is  cast  inward 
upon  their  own  land,  is  absolutely  self-centred. 
The  resultant  national  policy  is  the  most  self- 
ish, but  the  most  formidable  in  the  world  of 
nations. 

American  and  Briton  are  alike  co-heirs  to  the 
common  Anglo-Saxon  heritage,  but  they  are 
brothers  who  differ  as  materially  in  tempera- 
ment as  in  ambition  and  in  creed.  The  Briton 
is  daily  becoming  more  cosmopolitan,  his  out- 
look more  world-wide.  The  shadow  of  the 
village  pump  has  departed  from  his  state- 
craft, and  his  political  horizon  girdles  the  earth. 
But  the  American  remains  intensely  intro- 
spective, suspicious  of  foreign  influence,  in- 
terested solely  in  his  world  of  the  Western 
Hemisphere. 

In  Britain  are  Little  Englanders  who  dread 
every  step  the  nation  makes  in  outward  ex- 
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XH^Ift  IMmsion»  1>ut  there  are  here  no  Little  Ameri- 
dtllOOfcf  t  ^^^^^'^*  '^^  Little  Englanders  douht  the  na- 
tion's power  to  hold  the  nation's  possessions. 
Here,  in  the  United  States/are  men  who  ques- 
tion the  advisability  of  penetrating  into  world 
politics,  but  no  man  among  them  has  doubt 
of  the  nation's  power  to  keep  whatever  terri- 
tory the  Star  Spangled  Banner  once  has 
floated  over.  They  are  merely  jealous,  jeal- 
ous of  the  absolute  isolation  of  their  commonr- 
wealth,  quick  to  resent  any  remotest  possibil- 
ity of  interference  with  it. 
In  every  American's  ears  rings  the  mudc  of 
assured  success,  the  certainty  of  a  rich  inherit- 
ance laid  up  for  him  and  his  children's  chUr 
dren  in  the  internal  resources  of  his  country. 
In  many  an  Englishman's  ears  sound  only  the 
doleful  croakings  of  the  prophets,  the  sinister 
rumblings  of  approaching  doom.  Though  his 
pessimism  be  in  great  part  bom  of  his  climate, 
it  has  had  a  very  real  effect  upon  his  state- 
craft. It  has  driven  him  outward  to  find  hope 
and  sunshine  abroad,  in  his  colonies,  and  in 
India.  It  has  made  of  the  race  a  nation  of  ex- 
pansionists, reaping  where  they  have  not  sown, 
gathering  where  they  have  not  strawed. 
It  is  otherwise  here  with  us  under  a  sky  that 
would  make  of  Job  an  optimist.    All  around 
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are  light  and  color,  the  evidences  of  life  and  SDtift  Of 
hope.  Here  the  whites  are  white,  and  not  a  fUp  mm 
dirty  drab.  The  streets  glisten  clean  in  the 
sunUght,  and  every  window  is  a  reflector  of 
glad  promise.  In  London,  choked  with  fog, 
and  grimy  with  soot-dust,  the  Englishman  can- 
not see  the  future  for  smoke,  cannot  extract  a 
gleam  of  hope  from  the  sodden,  mud-soaked 
thoroughfares.  To  be  sanguine  here  on  my 
housetop  is  to  be  natural  and  in  harmony  with 
my  surroundings.  To  be  hilarious  in  the 
Strand  is  to  be  tmnatural,  to  court  detention 
in  a  police  cell  or  a  lunatic  asylum.  There  is 
a  wide  gulf  separating  Sandy  Hook  from  Land's 
End,  but  a  still  wider  between  Pennsylvania 
Avenue  and  the  Westminster  Bridge  Road. 
And  80  those  who  have  dreamed  of  Anglo- 
American  alliances  awake  to  find  themselves 
deceived  by  the  very  intensity  of  their  desires. 
The  blood^p  between  the  nations  is  itself  the 
surest  deterrent  of  alliance.  Just  as  in  the 
Church  marriage  between  nigh  kinsmen  is 
forbidden,  so  political  marriage  between  the 
British  and  American  nations  can  never  be. 
The  United  States  is  possessed  of  a  single  idea 
— the  consolidation  and  enrichment  of  the 
United  States.  No  interest  is  permitted  to 
clash  with  that  paramount  national  ambition. 
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^^t  '^^  ^^^  ^^^  ^  share  in  the  pomp  and  vani- 
^tllOOkft  ^^  ^^  ^^®  world  is  sacrificed;  her  ambassa- 
dors tolerated,  not  supported;  her  Secretary 
of  State  snubbed;  her  President  jealously 
watched  in  all  his  exchanges  of  courtesy  with 
foreign  Powers.  United  States  citizens  may 
be  maltreated  and  murdered  in  Btilgaria  or  in 
China,  the  United  States  will  not  go  to  war 
on  their  behalf.  Her  mission  is  confined  to 
the  Western  Hemisphere,  and  over  its  borders 
no  insult,  no  cajolery  will  avail  to  tempt  her. 
Within  her  own  sphere  her  temper  is  quick, 
and  her  arm  strong  to  avenge.  Across  the 
ocean  she  is  long  suffering  and  slow  to  ang^r. 
Down  here  at  my  feet  the  American  is  engaged 
in  his  nation-building  somewhat  less  satis- 
factorily than  out  in  the  wide  world  beyond. 
A  nation  compoimded  of  a  dozen  alien  races 
may  unite  on  matters  of  foreign  policy,  but 
in  that  is  no  warranty  of  harmony  at  home. 
Domestic  strife  is  as  bitter  here  as  in  Germany 
or  Britain  or  France.  I  watch  from  my 
housetop  men  marching  in  processions  of  pro- 
test; I  read  of  strikes;  I  hear  of  an  infinity 
of  rude  wranglings,  of  senators  battling  on  the 
floor  of  the  forum,  of  disputes  in  the  sacred 
halls  of  Tammany.  Not  yet  has  the  Irish 
lamb  lain  down  with  the  ^^ginian  lion. 
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It  were  strange  were  it  otherwise  in  a  land  g>|^(t  Of 
where  the  city  man  has  destroyed  the  home,  fu^  miiM 
The  American  has  shown  no  great  genius  for 
the  domestic  virtues.  He  has  hauled  down  the 
homes  of  his  ancestors,  has  builded  in  their  stead 
vast  apartment-houses  and  tenement  build- 
ings— steam-heated  Towers  of  Babel.  Into 
each  of  these  he  has  packed  the  population  of 
a  European  market-town,  has  left  the  children 
to  grow  up  on  the  roofs  and  staircases,  the 
babies  to  find  a  blessed  release  through  rickety 
fire-escapes.  When  a  fit  of  reform  has  touched 
him,  he  has  stirred  up  the  garbage  of  the  Ten- 
derloin and  the  Red  Light  District,  has  spread 
it  broadcast  over  his  cities  to  poison  his  wife 
and  his  daughter. 

No,  the  American  has  still  much  to  learn  of 
domestic  politics.  Let  him  sit  with  me  here 
any  night  on  my  housetop  and  he  will  see  the 
sad  effects  of  sectarian  reform  and  newspaper 
hysteria.  He  will  see  the  creatures  of  the 
Tenderloin  at  home  on  Broadway  and  Fifth 
Avenue  where,  twelve  months  ago,  their  pres- 
ence was  unknown.  He  will  see  the  police- 
man on  the  beat  neglect  the  broken  lock  of 
my  house  door  that  haply  he  may  learn 
something  of  the  doings  of  his  fellow  con- 
stable.    He   will   see  a  whole   civil   service 
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XH^hf  turned  into  a  bureau  of  information,  a  depart- 
<i^lOOfcf  t  ^^^^  ^^  espionage.  He  will  see  the  entire 
machinery  of  city  government  made  ineffec- 
tual in  the  sacred  name  of  Reform. 
It  was  an  American  who  made  immortal  the 
simple  phrase:  ''There's  no  place  like  home." 
Verily,  one  must  take  a  long  day's  journey 
from  New  York  ere  he  discover  a  place  in 
any  essential  comparable  with  the  home  of  our 
childhood's  prattle,  the  home  with  its  mother 
and  its  mother  love,  its  rosy  boys  and  its  sweet 
faced  lasses.  That  home  has  been  handed 
over  to  the  house-breakers,  to  make  way  for 
modem  buildings,  for  improvements  on  the 
surroundings  that  made  our  mothers  and  our 
wives. 

Sitting  here  on  the  housetop,  one  wonders  if 
those  residential  skyscrapers  are  indeed 
rooted  in  the  foul  pit  of  Acheron.  If  built  in 
the  proportions  of  the  iceberg,  they  must  reach 
well  into  the  bowels  of  Tophet  and  thence  derive 
the  evil  that  is  in  them. 

ROGERiSKIRVING. 
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iatig  3$ettg*g  Comment 

DN  OPPOSITION  to  the  familiar  precept 
of  a  patriot  touching  the  price  and 
preciousness  of  liberty,  femininity, 
scorning  to  be  free,  exults  in  shackles. 
We  hesitate  over  our  own  taste,  and 
turn  rather  to  the  crowning  of  some 
ootsiageous  male,  with  a  likinfir  and  a  tal- 
eat  for  notoriety.  The  duties  of  this  gentle- 
man being  irksome  and  his  reward  beine 
ridicule,  it  is  perhaps  amazing  that  we  stand 
in  no  nearer  danger  of  lacking  a  leader  for 
want  of  aspirants  than  does  the  nation  of 
begging  for  a  President.  Once  guided  by  a 
master  mind  the  most  exotic  may  come  frank- 
ly forth  to  meet  and  struggle  with  the  daily 
weariness  of  dinner  giving  and  dinner  eating: 
may  look  towards  a  triumphant  overthrow  of 
those  problems  on  what  forks  to  use,  what 
jewels  to  adopt,  what  mannerisms  to  affect 
and  what  ^ds  to  uplift.  As  our  persons  are 
no  more  sacred  than  our  habits  we  feel  that 
our  vanity  is  never  safe;  and  our  present 
despot,  who  owns  a  Turkish  taste  in  fenu- 
ninity,  and  insists  on  the  fashionableness  of 
tat,  unhappy  is  the  woman  who,  like  Mrs. 
Spottletoe  of  Chuzzlewit  fame,  is  lean  and 
dry  and  errs  on  the  side  of  slimness. 


C 


*     *     * 


HE  DAWn  of  the  racing  season  alters 
the  bucolic  character  of  the  roads  lead- 
ing to  Morris  Park  and  makes  them  gay 
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fU^h^  and  noisy  thoroughfares — conglomerations  of 
/A**IaaI»*«*  smart  traps  and  rainbow  frocks.  The  drive 
^nWOm  to  and  from  the  track  is  the  joUiest  feature 
of  a  programme  that — as  is  not  imcommonly 
the  case  where  the  mighty  are  involved — 
smacks  not  a  little  of  sameness.  The  inevi- 
table lunch  at  the  club  house  is  occasionally 
enlivened  by  a  friendlv  tiff  over  the  pos- 
session of  a  piazza  table  where  is  offered  a 
view  of  the  course  combined  with  the  com- 
forts of  repletion,  and  is,  in  consequence, 
considered  a  vantage  point  of  desirability. 
We  meet  the  same  people,  and  we  eat  of  the 
same  (Ushes  disguised  in  the  same  service, 
that  daily  play  the  routine  of  our  fashion; 
for,  as  Thackeray  says  of  his  British,  wherever 
we  may  go^  we  carry  with  us  our  pills  and 
our  prejudices.  And  there  be  times,  too, 
when  we  almost  echo  those  cravings  of  poor 
Becky  Sharp  who,  having  attained  the  sum- 
mits of  society,  cries  in  the  desperation  of 
her  ennui:  "Oh,  how  much  gayer  it  would 
be  to  dance  in  spangles  in  a  booth  1" 

*    *     * 

CHAT  enterprising  bachelor,  Mr.  James 
Henry  Smith,  evinces  a  nice  taste  in 
matters  feminine.  His  much-to-be-de- 
sired box  seat  is  not  infrequently  embellished 
by  the  presence  of  Mrs.  Cornelius  Vanderbilt, 
who  this  year  shows  a  preference  for  the  vary- 
ing shades  of  Quaker  gray,  and  was  recently 
admired  in  a  cloth  of  that  color  made  with  a 
plain  skirt  and  a  blousing  coat  with  bishop 
sleeves.    Mrs.  Alfred  likewise  leans  modestly 

40 


d  by  Google 


towards  the  dove  and  is  shown  at  her  best  in  a  ]tA|{v 
soft  pale  frock  trimmed  with  passementerie  /ua^s^Y%>ti 
of  the  same  shade  and  topped  by  a  large  hat  J^tW^  5 
of  black  chip  tipped  well  towards  the  right  CotttttttltC 
side.    Mrs.  Alfred  is  young  enough  to  ignore 
the  ravages  of  a   possible  embonpoint,  but 
there  be  other  matrons  who  hang  so  uncer- 
tainly about  that  borderland  of  beauty  that 
they  somehow  manage  to  convey  the  hint 
that  only  by  an  unwinking  watchfulness  do 
they  succeed  in  foiling  the  onslaughts  of  his 
ogreship  of  avoirdupois.     In  their  eye  lurks 
terror  and  in  their  lines  one  spells  their  secret 
of  rebellious  hunger;  of  Delsarte,  gymnastics 
and  massage.     Sometimes  the  matron  is  an 
improvement  on  the  maid.     But  this  is  not 
always  true.     For  those  who  turn  coarse  and 
harsh  with    years,  we  recommend  Christian 
Science  and  a  less  flexible  self-denial. 


TJIE  FIND  it  difficult  to  understand  that 
lil  lack  of  sense  and  taste  which  led  to 
w^  the  recent  criticisms  of  Mr.  Jefferson's 
oratory  on  the  Actor's  Home  occasion.  Mr. 
Jefferson,  happening  by  mistake  to  pass  over 
one  of  the  many  names  of  benefactors,  and, 
presto!  there  were  a  dozen  listeners,  malice- 
prompted,  eager  to  ascribe  to  this  falter  of  an 
old  man's  memory  every  meager  and  jealous 
motive.  An  intricate  and,  of  a  necessity,  a 
somewhat  didactic  argument,  delivered  in 
the  open  air,  does  not  become  the  simplest  of 
tasks  in  the  hands  of  an  old  gentleman  who 
has  turned  his  back  upon  the  fourscore  mark. 
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XH^ht  He  was  brave  and  he  was  most  obliging  to  lUr 
d^ttiiuvk^  dertake  a  speech  of  any  chaiacter,  and  now 
^pnUwKri  his  payment  seems  to  be  in  the  customary 
false,  iU-natured  coin. 


rr  IS  said  that  the  late  Ward  McAllister 
shrank  with  peculiar  distaste  from  the  vul- 
garity of  divorce.  If  so  he  is  to  be  con- 
gratulated on  passing  away  before  the  publica- 
tion of  his  niece's  domestic  misfits.  Mrs.  Toung 
is  appallingly  frank  concerning  her  wrongs  and 
the  suit  threatens  to  be  spicy;  although  so 
far,  the  name  of  the  actress  corespondent 
has  not  been  given  to  the  press.  It  was  good 
of  Mr.  McAllister  to  attempt  that  separation 
of  wheat  from  chaff  which  at  one  tune  ren- 
dered his  verdicts  of  such  dread  power  amonc 
social  aspirants;  it  ma}r  be  the  irony  of 
mockery  that  to-day  his  family  are  con- 
spicuous upon  only  two  points.  One  relar 
tive  goes  clamorously  into  the  divorce  court 
whUe  another  wins  celebration  by  the  showy 
style  of  a  bodice. 


CHE  GOSSIP  who  predicted  that  the  wife  of 
the  French  ambassador  would  decline  to 
be  received  by  the  Countess  Cassini  must 
content  herself  as  best  she  may  with  the  de- 
velopment of  some  lesser  scandal,  for  certainly 
this  last  effort  has  met  refutation.  Mme. 
Cambon  dined  at  the  Russian  embassy  like 
the  diplomatic  woman  that  she  is. 
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CHE  VISIT  of  Miss  Roosevelt  to  Cuba  is  iLaftV 
said  to  have  been  more  or  less  of  a  failure  ^a^^^^^ 
speaking  from  a  Latin  standpoint.    Miss  ^^^t^ 
Roosevelt  did  not '  take"  with  the  Cuban  ele-  COttOttftU 
ment.     She  is  imcompromisingly  Anglo-Saxon 
and  lacks  that  pliability  which  woiud  endear 
her  to    the  children  of  another  race.    Cuban 
women  excel  in  charm  of  mannerism    and 
in  their  eyes  Miss  Roosevelt  appears  unpol- 
ished and  uncut.    We  may  like  her  better 
as  she  is,  but  it  is  safe  to  say  that  had  she 
but  a  few  added  years  of  experience  there 
would  have  been  a  more  gracious  outcome 
to  her  trip.    Miss  Roosevelt  Scovel  was  re- 
cently dining  at  Sherry's.    She  wore  an  ex- 
quisite white  frock  but  is  not  herself  a  pretty 
girl    though  her  grace  uplifts  somewhat  her 
mediocrity  of  appearance. 

*     ♦     * 

rIS  the  province  of  brides  to  be  as  bedecked 
as  circumstances  permit.  Why  then  does 
Mrs.  Depew  automobile  about  Washing- 
ton in  a  miserable  machine  that  most  people 
would  refuse  to  be  seen  in?  Is  it  humilitv? 
It  is  not  gallant  in  Chauncey  to  permit  the 
lady  to  appear  in  such  an  antiquated  rattle- 
trap. In  appearance  she  is  a  plain  woman; 
sensible,  gracious  and  nice.  Her  position 
is  a  trying  one  which  she  supports  with  tact. 
So  far  she  has  been  guilty  of  no  error  of  taste 
and  her  manner  with  her  husband  is  pleas- 
ant without  bearing  a  trace  of  that  silliness 
which  the  Senator's  great  age  encouraged 
Washington  to  expect.     No  one  has  yet  en- 
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®bf  joyed  Any  spiteful  fun  at  Mrs.  Depew's  ex- 


TDLEHOURS  has  been  duly  garnished  for 
the  return  of  the  master,  who  loves  this 
home  better  than  the  gray  pile  which 
represents  the  best  architectural  tjrpe  on 
Fifth  Avenue.  Mr.  Vanderbilt  is  modestly 
conscious  of  the  prestige  wrested  from  Four- 
nier,  and  is  a  cheering  illustration  of  the 
soundness  of  open-air  enjoyment. 


^OW  OFTEN  have  we  read  of  the  monthly 
ten  thousand  dollars  which  our  amr- 
bassador  will  lavish  upon  Brook  House  I 
In  justice  to  Mr.  Reid  it  must  be  owned  that  he 
is  simplicity  itself,  and  by  no  one  is  it  sup- 
posed that  either  he  or  Mrs.  Reid  have  part 
m  the  publication  of  these  details.  He 
showed  wisdom  in  a  preference  for  his  own 
household  over  the  proffered  royal  quarters 
which  would  have  been  assigned  him.  He  is 
chosen  for  his  fitness,  but  were  he  the  veriest 
clod  the  dignity  of  his  position  would  still 
carry  with  it  a  sufficient  measure  of  respect. 
Our  desire  to  embellish  its  importance  is  ab- 
surd, and  the  hysteria  of  the  dailies  is  calcu- 
lated to  place  a  dignified  gentleman  in  a 
ridiculous  light.  Mrs.  Reid's  name  and  culti- 
vation will  doubtless  enable  her  to  support 
a  monotonous  role  with  grace;  but,  in  con- 
sideration of  British  proficiency  in  matters 
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ceremonial,  their  money  will  not  be  called  ILX^V 
upon  to  add  a  jot  to  the  dignity  of  their  re-  ^^  ^  ^ 
ception.    Their    early    departure    has    not  l^tWg  9 
prevented  the  opening  of  their  country  place,  ilTiimmfitt 
bphir  HaU,  in  the  vicinity  of  White  Plains,  ^»^***»***"^ 
while  their  neighbor,  Colonel  Astor,  has  long 
been  established  at  Femcliffe. 

*  * 

miss  NANNIE  LEITER,  of  studious 
renown,  is  visiting  Chicago  in  the 
company  of  her  father.  Mamma 
Leiter  phms  a  garden  party  in  compliment 
to  Ambassador  and  Madame  Cambon,  while 
brother  Joseph  courts  fame  from  the  arena  of 
Buffalo  Bill;  but  for  a  clear  space  of  a  day  or 
two  we  have  learned  naught  of  Daisy  of  the 
violet  orbs.  They  are  the  loveliest  eyes  in 
Washington,  by  contrast  with  which  the  com- 
moner eravB  and  blues  appeal  to  the  en- 
amoured diplomats  but  as  so  many  soulless 
pebbles. 

*  ♦     * 

rOM  LONDON  wafts  the  rumor  that 
Alexandra,  pleading  a  dread  of  copy- 
designing  peeresses,  guards  with  jealous 
vigilance  the  secret  of  her  coronation  crown, 
and  gossip  adds  that  she  fears  to  have  it 
duplicated  by  some  enterprising  American. 
It  IS  doubtful  if  the  peculiar  humor  of  the 
British  populace  would  allow  of  a  full  ap- 
preciation of  this  loke.  Years  and  etiquette 
combined  have  led  her  Majesty  to  the  thral- 
dom of  the  rouge  and  enamel  pot.  Like  the 
sensible  woman  that  she  is  she  attempts  no 
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^hf  concealment  of  the  fact  that  she  protects 
^  I  -  ^  herself  from  hecoming  hideous  by  the  em- 
<C^niOOBfi  ployment  of  three  maids  whose  duty  it  is  to 
successively  undertake  the  embellishment  of 
the  royal  countenance.  By  means  of  this 
relief  no  one  of  these  women  loses  her  deli- 
cacy of  eye  and  touch,  and  Alexandra  blooms 
with  the  rosy  softness  of  a  girl. 

*  *     * 

CHE  PAPERS  seem  to  be  woefully  wrought 
up  over  the  financial  rating  of  Mr.  Harry 
Lehr.  Whether  he  is  or  whether  he  is 
not  a  wine  boomer  would  not  ordinarily  be  a 
query  of  agitating  importance.  Nor  yet  is  the 
exact  proportion  of  his  yearly  salary  of  national 
interest.  No  one  ever  accused  this  a|^e 
gentleman  of  setting  up  for  a  millionaire 
while  his  ingenuousness  touching  his  wife's 
property  is  disconcerting  in  its  nrankness. 

*  ♦     * 

now  THAT  Tom  Reed  is  settled  in  New 
York  one  wonders  somewhat  that  one 
hears  so  little  of  his  family.  They  are 
to  be  congratulated  on  their  breeding,  for  with 
his  prominence  to  back  them  they  would  find 
notoriety  an  easy  plum.  A  gentleman  called 
at  Mr.  Reed's  office  a  day  or  two  ago  to  ask 
for  an  autograph  letter  on  the  plea  that  he 
had  in  his  possession  one  of  each  of  the 
speakers,  and  wound  up  his  request  with 
the  half  joking  query  of  "You  are  a  great 
man,  are  you  not,  Mr.  Reed?"  "No,"  said 
the  rotund  Tom  in  his  big-voiced  drawl, 
''  No,  but  I  am  a  good  man." 
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IjBBIF  it  be  true  that  the  future  is  revealed 
■  H    la  the  past,  then  should  there  be 
H  H    something   in   the    dramatic   season 
I^UH    which  is  dead  to  indicate  the  charac- 
^^^    ter  of  the  season  not  yet  bom.    By 
the    straws     of     public    approval    is    the 
course  of  the   dramatic  current   determined 
by  those  master  mariners  of  the  stage,  the 
managers  of  theatres.     The  late   season  has 
left  no  great  store  of  such  hvLOjs  to  mark  the 
fair  channel  to  success.     Of  such  as  there  are, 
the  purport  is  not  altogether  convincing. 
To  record  that  "Du  Barry"  and  "Beauty  and 
the  Beast"  are  notable  successes  is  but  to  re- 
cord that  the  public,  as  ever,  is  attracted  by 
display  of  rich   vestments  and  spectacular 
effect.    Such   straws  indicate  nothing  more 
than  that  a  Circus  or  a  Wild  West  Show  will 
seduce  to  Madison  Square  Garden  an  audience 
that  would  fill  a  theatre  for  a  month. 
Mr.  Hawtrey's  triumph  at  the  Garrick  Theatre 
is  as  little  of  a  guide  to  popular  opinion  as  was 
Anna   Heid's   or   Weber  and   Fields'.      No 
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XE^^t  manager  in  his  senses^would  suggest  that  h%- 
({^lOOter  ^^^®  ^^*  Hawtrey  succeeded  with  ''A  Mes- 
sage from  Mars,"  the  public  are  prepared  to 
support  a  series  of  like  Christmas  ghost 
stories.  It  was  the  novelty  that  took,  and  the 
personality  of  a  refreshingly  non-American 
actor. 

For  myself  I  would  seek  the  trend  of  public 
opinion  in  a  very  different  group  of  plays;  in 
a  batch  that  did  not  chronicle  one  single  great 
success,  but  each  of  which  received  a  fair  meed 
of  popular  support.  I  refer  to  such  plays  as 
"The  Second  Mrs.  Tanqueray,"  "A  Modem 
Magdalen,"  and  "Tess  of  the  D'Urbervilles." 
In  such  plays  lies  the  modem  tragedy.  They 
are  addressed  to  the  times,  actual,  intelligible. 
But  such  as  held  the  New  York  stage  in  the 
past  season  were  timorously  constructed, 
bowdlerized  by  stage  managers  and,  for  the 
most  part,  poorly  acted.  Two  of  the  three 
I  have  indicated  are  plays  many  seasons  old. 
The  greatest  of  these  is  "The  Second  Mrs. 
Tanqueray,"  interpreted  for  us  by  the  great- 
est actress  who  ever  essayed  the  part.  It 
indicated  a  development  I  believe  to  be  still 
in  its  infancy — a  development  that  was  arrested 
before  it  had  been  weaned  from  its  first  timid 
suckling. 
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The  public  does  not  desire  the  problem  play.  XS'ift 
It  demands  a  play  that  will  end  with  a  curtain  |g{gM 
definite,  convincing.  But  in  the  problem  '^ 
plays  of  the  past  it  finds  the  material  it  fain 
would  see  applied  to  a  bolder,  unequivocal 
purpose.  In  the  eight  years  that  have  elapsed 
since  the  production  of  Pinero's  "Tanqueray," 
the  public's  stomach  has  been  strengthened. 
It  is  able  to  digest  tragedies  in  drawing 
rooms.  It  no  longer  requires  peptonized 
drama.  The  playgoer  no  longer  demands 
whatever  of  primal  passion  is  presented  to  him 
to  be  dressed  in  doublet  and  hose.  He  can 
accept  plain  truths  in  the  speech  of  the  day, 
villains  and  heroines  in  the  costume  of  the 
clubs  and  Fifth  Avenue. 
The  great  play  of  the  future  must  be  a  play  of 
the  times,  must  deal  with  the  real  things  of 
life,  must  balk  at  no  expression  of  modem  ten- 
dencies, must  reveal  the  skeleton  in  the  twen- 
tieth century  cupboard. 
The  days  of  the  historical  romance  are  happily 
ended.  Such  milk  and  water  diet  is  food  not 
fit  for  men.  The  new  dramatist  must  provide 
us  with  strong  meat,  properly  served  by  play- 
ers of  intelligence  and  insight,  if  dramatic  art 
is  to  be  rescued  from  the  slough  into  which  it 
has  so  miserably  sunk.     The  question  is:  Can 
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"^hf  America  produce  a  writer  of  sufficient  origin- 
i^dltloofcft  ^^y*  ^  iii^^^i^Ager  of  sufficient  courage,  an  actor 
of  sufficient  understanding  to  give  the  public 
what  it  asks? 

If  such  there  be,  their  names  are  not  Clyde 
Fitch  or  David  Belasco,  Charles  Frohman  or 
Daniel  Frohman,  Richard  Mansfield  or  Amelia 
Bingham. 

JAQUES. 

V 
Sittigtit  DiiBiarra^ 

A  sweet  disorder  in  the  dress 
Kindles  in  clothes  a  wantonness; — 
A  lawn  about  the  shoulders  thrown 

Into  a  fine  distraction 

An  erring  lace  which  here  and  there 
Enthrals  the  crimson  stomacher, — 
A  cuff  neglectful,  and  thereby 
Ribbands  to  fiow  confusedly, — 
A  winning  wave  deserving  note. 
In  the  tempestuous  petticoat, — 
A  careless  shoe-string,  in  whose  tie 
I  see  a  wild  civility, — 
Do  more  bewitch  me,  than  when  art 
Is  too  precise  in  every  part. 

^Robert  Herrick. 
SO 
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By  THE  OLD  LOBBYIST 


BiHOULD  your  curiosity  invite  it,  and 
the  more  since  I  promised  you  the 
story,  we  will  now,  my  children,  go 
about  the  telling  of  that  one  opera- 
tion  in  underground  silk.     It  is  not 

calculated  to  foster  the  pride  of  an 
old  man  to  plunge  into  a  relation  of  dubious 
doings  of  his  youth.  And  yet,  as  I  look  back- 
ward on  that  one  bit  of  smuggling  of  which  I 
was  guilty,  so  far  as  motive  was  involved,  I  ex- 
onerate myself.  I  looked  on  the  government, 
because  of  the  South's  conquest  by  the  North, 
and  that  later  ruin  of  myself  through  the 
machinations  of  the  Revenue  office,  as  both 
a  political  and  a  personal  foe.  And  I  felt, 
not  alone  morally  free,  but  was  impelled  be- 
sides in  what  I  deemed  a  spirit  of  justice  to 
myself,  to  wage  war  against  it  as  best  I  might. 
It  was  on  such  argument,  where  the  chimce 

froffered,  that  I  sought  wealth  as  a  smuggler, 
would  deplete  the  government — ^forage,  as 
it  were,  on  the  enemy — thereby  to  fatten  my 
purse.  Of  course,  as  my  hair  has  whitened 
with  the  sifting  frosts  of  years,  I  confess  that 
my  sophistries  of  smuggling  seem  less  and 
less  plausible,  while  smuggling  itself  loses 
whatever  of  romantic  glamour  it  may  have 
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(H^llf  been  invested  with  or  what  little  color  of  re- 
/iCu*iAAi»*f  fpect  to  which  it  might  seem  able  to  lay  claim. 
^emiOOSrr  fhis  tale  shaU  be  told  in  simplest  periods. 
That  is  as  should  be;  for  expression  should 
ever  be  meek  and  subjugated  when  one's 
story  is  the  mere  story  of  a  cheat.  There  is 
scant  room  in  such  recital  for  heroic  phrase. 
Smuggling,  and  paint  it  with  what  gemus  one 
may,  can  be  nothing  save  a  skulking,  hiding, 
fear-eaten  trade.  There  is  nothing  about  It 
of  bravery  or  dash.  How  therefore,  and 
avoid  lau^ter,  may  one  wax  stately  in  any 
telling  of  its  i^oble  details? 
When,  followmg  my  unfortimate  crash  in  to- 
bacco, I  had  cleared  away  the  last  fragment 
of  the  confusion  that  reigned  in  my  affairs,  I 
was  driven  to  give  my  nerves  a  respite  and 
seek  a  rest.  For  three  months  I  had  been 
imder  severest  stress.  When  the  funeral  was 
done — ^for  funeral  it  seemed  to  me — and  my 
tobacco  enterprise  and  those  hopes  it  had  so 
flattered  were  forever  laid  at  rest,  my  nerves 
sank  exhausted  and  my  brain  was  in  a  whirl. 
I  could  neither  think  with  clearness  nor  plan 
with  accuracy.  Moreover,  I  was  prey  to 
that  depression  and  lack  of  confidence  in  my- 
self, which  come  inevitably  as  the  corollary 
of  utter  weariness. 

Aware  of  this  personal  condition,  I  put  aside 
thought  of  any  present  formulation  of  a  fu- 
ture. I  would  rest,  recover  poise,  and  win 
back  that  optimism  that  belongs  with  health 
and  youth.  This  was  wisdom;  I  was  jaded 
beyond  belief;  and  fati^e  means  dejection, 
and  dejection  spells  pessunism,  and  pessimism 
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is  never  sagacious  nor  excellent  in  any  of  its   tlphflt 
programmes.  ^^  t  ^ 

For  that  rawness  of  the  nerves  I  speak  of,  ^ttlUggieo 
many  apply  themselves  to  drink;  some  rush  ^ilb 
to  drugs;  for  myself,  I  take  to  music.  It 
was  midwinter,  and  grand  opera  was  here. 
This  was  fortunate.  I  buried  myself  in  a 
box,  and  opened  my  very  pores  to  those 
nerve-healthml  harmonies.  In  a  week  there- 
after I  might  call  myself  recovered.  My 
soul  was  cool,  my  eye  bright,  m^  mind  clear 
and  sensibly  elate.  Life  and  its  promises 
seemed  mightily  refreshed. 
No  one  has  ever  called  me  superstitious,  and 
yet  to  begin  my  course-charting  for  a  new 
career,  I  luu*ked  back  to  the  old  Astor  House. 
It  was  there  that  brilliant  thought  of  tobacco 
overtook  me  two  years  before.  Perhaps  an 
inspiration  was  to  dwell  in  an  environment. 
Again  I  registered,  and  finding  it  tenantless, 
took  over  again  my  old  room. 
Still  I  cannot  say,  and  it  is  to  that  hostelrv's 
credit,  that  my  domicile  at  the  Astor  aided 
me  to  my  smuggling  resolves.  Those  last 
had  growth  somewhat  in  this  fashion:  I  had 
daw<ued  for  two  hours  over  coffee  in  the  cafe 
— ^the  room  and  the  employment  which  had 
one-time  brought  me  fortune — but  was  in- 
capable of  any  thought  of  value.  I  could 
decide  on  nothing  good.  Indeed,  I  did 
naught  save  mentiQly  curse  those  Washing- 
ton revenue  miscreants  who,  failing  of  black- 
mail, had  destroyed  me  for  revenge. 
Whatever  comfort  may  lurk  in  curses,  at 
least  they  carry  no  money  profit;  so  after  a 
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fjjphf  fruitless  session  over  coffee  and  maledictions, 
/A*»ii^Ai»!L  ^  arose,  and  as  a  calmative,  walked  down 
(&nW0Wt  Broadway.  At  Trinity  churchyard,  the  gates 
being  open,  I  turned  in  and  began  ramblingly 
to  twine  and  twist  among  the  graves.  There 
I  encountered  a  garrulous  old  man  who,  for 
his  own  pleasure,  evidently,  devoted  himself 
to  my  iniormation.  He  pointed  out  the  grave 
of  Fulton,  he  of  the  steamboats;  then  I  was 
shown  the  tomb  of  that  Lawrence  who  would 
**never  give  up  the  ship";  from  there  I  was 
carried  to  the  last  low  bed  of  the  love-wrecked 
beautiful  Charlotte  Temple. 
My  eye  at  last,  by  the  alluring  voice  and 
finger  of  the  old  guide,  was  drawn  to  a  spot 
under  the  tower  where  sleeps  the  Lady  Corn- 
bury,  dead  now  as  I  tell  this,  hardby  two 
hundred  years.  Also  I  was  told  of  that  Lord 
Combury,  her  husband,  once  governor  of 
the  colony  for  his  relative.  Queen  Anne;  and 
how  he  became  so  much  more  efficient  as  a 
smuggler  and  a  customs  cheat,  than  ever  he 
was  as  an  executive,  that  he  lost  in  1708  his 
high  employment. 

Because  I  had  nothing  more  worthy  to  00- 
cupv  my  leisure,  I  listened — somewhat  list- 
lesshr.  I  promise  you,  for  after  all  I  was 
thinking  of  the  future  not  the  past,  and  con- 
sidering of  the  living  rather  tnan  those  old 
dead  folk,  obscure,  forgotten  in  their  slim 
graves — I  listened,  I  say,  wordlessly  to  my 
gray  historian;  and  somehow,  after  I  was 
free  of  him,  the  one  thing  that  remained  alive 
in  my  memory  was  the  smuggling  story  of 
our  Viscoimt  Combury. 
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Among  those  few  acquaintances  I  had  fonned  ^h|tt 
during  my  brief  prosperity,  was  one  with  a  ^  ^^  .^^ 
gentleman  named  Harris,  who  had  owned  ^tnugglni 
apartments  under  mine  on  Twenty-second  fo^lfc 
Street.  Harris  was  elegant,  educated,  trav- 
eled,  and  apparently  well-to-do  in  riches. 
Busy  with  my  own  moimting  forttmes,  the 
questions  of  who  Harris  was?  and  what  he 
did?  and  how  he  lived?  never  rapned  at  the 
door  of  my  curiosity  for  reply.  One  night, 
however,  as  we  sat  over  a  late  and  by  no 
means  a  first  bottle  of  wine,  Harris  himself 
informed  me  that  he  was  employed  in  smug- 
gling; had  a  partner-accompHce  in  the  Cus- 
toms House,  and  perfect  arrangements  aboard 
a  certain  ^p.  By  these  last  double  ad- 
vantages, he  came  aboard  with  twenty  trunks, 
if  he  so  pleased,  without  risking  anjrthing 
from  the  mquisitiveness  or  loquacity  of  the 
officers  of  the  ship;  and  later  debarked  at 
New  York  with  the  certainty  of  going  scathe- 
less through  the  customs  as  rapidly  as  his  In- 
spector partner  could  chalk  scrawlingly 
"O.  K."  upon  his  sundry  pieces  of  baggage. 
Coming  from  Old  Trinity,  still  mooting  Corn- 
bury  and  his  smugglings,  my  thoughts  turned 
to  Harris.  Also,  for  the  earliest  time,  I  be- 
gan to  consider  within  mjrself  whether  smug- 
gling was  not  a  field  of  business  wherein  a 
pushing  man  might  grow  and  reap  a  harvest. 
The  idea  came  to  me  to  turn  "tree-trader." 
The  government  had  destroyed  me;  I  would 
make  reprisal.  I  would  give  my  hand  to 
smuggling  and  spoil  the  Egyptian. 
At  once  I  sought  Harris  and  over  a  glass  of 

55 


d  by  Google 


(Q^hf  Burgundy — ever  a  favorite  wine  with  me — 
ii&«%ii^Ai»Ift*  ^®  struck  agreement.  As  a  finale,  we  each 
<milOOHrr  put  in  fifteen  thousand  dollars  and  with  the 
whole  sum  of  thirty  thousand  dollars  Harris 
pushed  forth  for  Europe  while  I  remained 
behind.  Harris  visited  Lyons;  and  our  com- 
plete investment  was  in  a  choicest  sort  of 
Lyons  silk.  The  rich  fabrics  were  packed 
in  a  dozen  trunks — ^not  all  alike,  these  trunks, 
but  differing,  one  from  another,  so  as  to  pre- 
vent the  notion  as  they  stood  about  the 
wharf  that  there  was  aught  of  relationship 
between  them  or  that  one  man  stood  owner 
of  them  all. 

It  is  not  needed  to  tell  of  my  partner's  voyage 
of  return.  It  was  without  event  and  one  may 
safely  abandon  it,  leaving  its  relation  to 
Harris  himself,  if  he  be  yet  alive  and  should 
the  spirit  him  so  move.  It  is  enough  for 
the  present  purpose  that  in  due  time  the 
trunks  holdii^  our  precious  silk-bolts,  with 
Harris  as  their  convoy,  arrived  safe  in  New 
York.  I  had  been  looking  for  the  boat's 
coming  and  was  waiting  eagerly  on  the  wharf 
as  her  lines  and  her  stagings  were  run  ashore. 
Our  partner,  the  Inspector,  and  who  was  to 
enjoy  a  per  cent  of  the  profits  of  the  specula- 
tion, was  named  Loms.  He  rapidly  chalked 
*'0.K."  with  his  name  affixed  to  the  end  of 
each  several  trunk,  and  it  thereupon  with 
the  balance  of  inspected  baggage  was  prompt- 
ly piled  upon  the  wharf. 
There  had  been  a  demand  for  drajrs,  I  re- 
member, and  on  this  day  when  our  ^Iks 
came  in,  I  was  able  to  procure  but  one.  The 
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ship  did  not  dock  until  late  in  the  afternoon.  ^h|tt 
and  at  eight  o'clock  of  a  dark,  foggy  April  ^^ZIZ„„f^9^ 
evening,    there    still   remained    one    of   our  S'W^ugglfu 
trunks — the  largest    of    all,  it  was — on  the  ^Htl 
wharf.     The    dray   had    departed   with   the 
second  load  for  that  concealing  loft  on  Reade 
Street  which,  in  Harris'  absence,  I  had  taken 
to  be  used  as  the  depot  of  those  smuggling 
operations   wherein   we    might    become    en- 
gaged.    I  had  made  every  move  with  caution; 
I  had  never  employed  our  real  names,  not 
even  with  the  drayman. 
As  I  was  telling,  the  dray  was  engaged  about 
the  second  trip.     This  last  large  silk-trunk 
was  left   behind   perforce;  pile   it  how  one 
might,  there  had  been  no  safe  room  for  it  on 
the  already  overloaded  dray.     The  drayman 
had  promised  to  return  and  have  it  safely  in 
our  loft  that  night. 

For  myself,  I  was  from  first  to  last  lounging 
about  the  wharf,  overseeing  the  going  away 
of  our  goods.  Harris,  so  soon  as  I  gave  him 
key  and  street-number  had  posted  to  Reade 
Street  to  attend  the  silk's  reception.  Wait- 
ing for  the  coming  back  of  the  conveying 
dray  was  but  a  slow,  duU  business,  and  I  was 
impatiently,  at  the  hour  I've  named,  walking 
up  and  down,  casting  an  occasional  glance  at 
the  big  last  trunk  where  it  stood  on  end,  a  bit 
drawn  out  and  separated  from  that  common 
mountain  of  baggage  wherewith  the  wharf 
was  piled.  One  of  the  general  inspectors,  a 
man  I  had  never  seen  but  whom  I  knew,  by 
virtue  of  his  rank,  to  be  superior  to  our  chalk- 
wieldii^   coparcener,    Loms,  also  paced  the 
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(B^hf  wharf  and  appeared  to  bear  me  company  in 
(AnlMthtr  *  distant,  non-communicatiye  way.  This 
KjmwQwi  customs  captain  and  myself,  save  for  an  under 
inspector  named  Quin,  haa  the  dock  to  our- 
selves. The  boat  was  long  in  and  most  land 
folk  had  gotten  through  their  concern  with 
*her  and  wended  homeward  long  before. 
There  were,  however,  many  passengers  of 
emin'ant  sort  still  held  aboard  the  ship. 
As  I  marched  up  and  down,  Loms  came 
ashore  and  pretended  some  business  with  his 
superior  officer.  As  he  returned  to  the  ship 
and  what  duties  he  had  still  to  perform  there, 
he  made  a  slight  signal  to  both  myself  and 
his  fellow  inspector,  Quin,  to  follow  him.  I 
was  well  known  to  Loms,  having  had  several 
talks  with  him,  while  Harris  was  abroad. 
Quin  I  had  never  met;  but  it  quickly  ap- 
peared that  he  was  a  confidant  of  Loms,  and 
while  without  a  money  interest  in  our  wairs 
was  ready  to  bear  a  helping  hand  should  a 
situation  commence  to  pinch. 
Quin  and  I  went  sevendly  and  withal  care- 
lessly aboard  ship,  and  not  at  all  as 
though  we  were  seeking  Loms.  This  was  to 
darken  the  chief,  who  was  not  in  our  scerets 
and  whom  we  both  surmised  to  be  the  cause 
of  Lom's  signal. 

Once  aboard,  and  gathered  in  a  dark  comer, 
Loms  began  at  once: 

'*Let  me  do  the  talking,"  said  Loms  with  a 
nervous  rapidity  that  at  once  enlisted  the 
ears  of  Qum  and  myself.  ''Don't  interrupt, 
but  listen.  The  chief  suspects  that  last 
trunk.     I  can  tell  it  by  the  way  he  acts.     A 
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bit  later,  when  I  come  ashore,  he'll  ask  to  ^hftt 
have  it  opened.  Should  he  do  so,  we're  ^^ZIZ^^i^^^ 
gone;  you  and  I."  This  last  was  to  me.  S^ltlUggieO 
Then  to  Quin:  <'Do  you  see  that  tall  lean  ^Ut 
Swiss,  with  the  lon|  boots  and  porcelain 
pipe?  He's  in  an  ugly  mood,  doesn't  speak 
English,  and  within  one  minute  after  you 
return  to  the  wharf,  he  and  I  will  be  entangled 
in  a  rough  and  tumble  riot.  I'll  attend  to 
that.  The  row  will  be  prodigious.  The 
chief  will  be  sent  for  to  settle  the  war,  and 
when  he  leaves  the  wharf,  Quin,  don't  wait; 
seize  on  that  silk  trunk  and  throw  it  into  the 
river.  There's  iron  enough  clamped  about 
the  comers  to  sink  it;  besides,  it's  packed  so 
tightly  it's  as  heavy  as  lead,  and  will  go  to 
the  bottom  like  an  anvil.  Then  from  the 
pile  pull  down  some  trunk  similar  to  it  in 
looks  and  stand  it  in  its  place.  Give  the 
new  trunk  my  mark,  as  the  chief  has  already 
read  the  name  on  the  trunk.  Go,  Quin;  I 
rely  on  you." 

"You  can  trust  me,  my  boy,"  retorted  Quin 
cheerfully,  and  turning  on  his  heel,  he  was 
back  on  the  wharf  in  a  moment,  and  ap- 
parently busy  about  the  pile  of  baggage. 
Suddenly  there  came  a  mighty  uproar  aboard 
ship.  lA>ms  and  the  Swiss,  the  latter  al- 
ready irate  over  some  trouble  he  had  ex- 
perienced, were  rolling  about  the  deck  in  a 
most  violent  scrimmage,  the  Swiss  having 
decidedly  the  worst  of  the  trouble.  The 
chief  rushed  up  the  plank;  Loms  and  the 
descendant  of  Tell  and  Winkelried,  were 
torn  apart;  and  then  a   double   din  of  ez- 
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^hf  planation  ensued.  After  ten  minutes,  the 
^  I  lj  chief  was  able  to  straighten  out  the  difficulty 
^nlOQWl  — ^whatever  its  pretended  cause  mieht  be  I 
know  not;  for  I  held  myself  warily  aloof, 
not  a  little  alarmed  by  what  Loms  had  com- 
municated— and  repaired  again  to  his  station 
upon  the  wharf.  As  he  came  down  the  plax^, 
Quin,  who  had  not  been  a  moment  behind 
him  in  |^oing  aboard  to  discover  the  reasons 
of  the  not,  followed.  Brief  as  was  that  mo- 
ment, however,  during  which  Quin  had  lin- 
gered behind,  he  had  made  the  shift  suggested 
by  Loms;  the  silk  trunk  was  under  the  river, 
a  strange  trunk  stood  in  its  stead.  As  the 
chief  returned,  he  walked  straight  to  this 
suspected  trunk  and  tipped  it  down  with  his 
foot.  Then  to  Quin: 
''Ask  Loms  to  step  here." 
Quin  went  questing  after  Loms;  shortly 
Loms  and  (^in  came  back  together.  The 
chief  turned  m  a  brisk,  sharp,  official  way  to 
Loms: 

"Did  you  inspect  this  trunk?" 
"I   did,"   said   Loms,  looking  at  the   chalk 
marks  as  if  to  make  sure. 
"Open  it!" 

No  keys  were  procurable;  the  owners,  Loms 
said,  had  long  since  left  the  docks.  But 
Loms  suggested  that  he  get  hammer  and 
cold  chisel  from  the  ship. 
The  trunk  was  opened  and  foimd  free  and 
innocent  of  aught  contraband.  The  chief 
*  wore  a  puzzled,  dark  look;  he  felt  that  he'd 

been    cheated,    but    he    couldn't    say    how. 
Therefore  being  wise,  the  chief  gulped,  said 
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nothing,  and  as  life  is  short  and  he  had  many  ^h|tt 
things  to  do,  soon  after  left  the  docks  and  ^  T^     -  ^ 
went  his  way.  ^muggifO 

*'That  was  a  squeak!"  said  Loms  when  we  foiltt 
w^e  at  last  free  of  the    dangerous   chief. 
"O^in,  I  thank  you." 

"That's  all  right,"  retorted  Quin,  with  a  grin; 
"do  as  much  for  me  some  time." 
That  night,  with  the  aid  of  a  river  rat,  our 
trunk,  jettisoned  b^  the  excellent  Quin,  was 
fished  up;  and  bemg  tight  as  a  drum,  its 
contents  had  come  to  little  harm  with  their 
sudden  baptism.  At  last,  our  dozen  silk 
trunks — holding  a  treasure  of  thirty  thousand 
dollars  and  whereon  we  looked  to  clear  a 
heavy  profit — ^were  safe  in  the  Reade  Street 
loft;  and  my  hasty  heart,  which  had  been 
beating  at  double  speed  since  that  almost 
fatal  interference,  slowed  to  normal  coimt. 
One  might  now  suppose  that  our  woes  were 
at  an  end,  all  danger  over,  and  nothing  to  do 
but  dispose  of  our  shimmering  cargo  to  best 
advantage.  Harris  and  I  were  of  that  spirit- 
lifting  view;  we  began  on  the  very  next  day 
to  feel  about  for  customers. 
Harris,  whose  former  smuggling  exploits  had 
dealt  solely  with  gems,  knew  as  little  of  silk 
as  did  I.  Had  either  been  expert  we  might 
have  foreseen  a  coming  peril  into  whose 
arms  we  in  our  blindness  all  but  walked. 
No,  my  children,  our  troubles  were  not  yet 
done.  We  had  escaped  the  engulfing  suck  of 
Charybdis,  only  to  be  darted  upon  by  those 
six  grim  mouths  of  her  sister  monster,  Scylla, 
over  the  way. 
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"(Khf  Well  do  I  recall  that  morning.  I  had  seen 
iA««l  i»  ^***  *^®  possible  purchasers  of  silks  when 
<9niOORft  Harris  overtook  me.  His  eye  shone  with 
alarm.  Loms  had  run  him  down  with  the 
news — ^however  he  himself  discovered  it,  I 
never  knew — that  another  peril  was  yawn- 
ing.  Harris  hurried  me  to  our  Reade  Street 
la&  and  gave  particulars. 
"It  seems,"  said  Harris,  quite  out  of  breath 
with  the  speed  we'd  made  in  himting  cover, 
"that  A.  T.  Stewart  is  for  America  the  sole 
agent  of  these  particular  brands  of  silk  which 
we've  brought  m.  Some  one  to  whom  we've 
offered  them  has  notified  the  Stewart  com- 
pany. At  this  moment  and  as  we  sit  here, 
the  detectives  belonging  to  Stewart,  and  for 
all  I  may  guess,  the  whole  Central  Office  as 
well,  are  on  our  track.  They  want  to  dis- 
cover who  has  these  silks;  and  how  they 
came  in,  since  the  customs  records  show  no 
such  importations.  And  there's  a  dark  char- 
acteristic to  these  silks.  Each  bolt  has  its 
peculiar,  individual  selvage.  Each,  with  a 
sample  of  its  selvage,  is  registered  at  the 
home  looms.  Could  anyone  get  a  snip  of 
a  selvage  he  cotdd  return  with  it  to  Lyons, 
learn  fi-om  the  manufacturers'  book  just 
when  it  was  woven,  when  sold,  and  to  whom. 
I  can  tell  you  one  thing,"  observed  Harris,  as 
he  concluded  his  story,  "we're  in  a  bad  cor- 
ner." 

How  the  cold  drops  spangled  my  brows  1    I 
began  to  wish  with  much  heart  that  I'd  never 
met  Harris;  nor  heard,  that  Trinity  church- 
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yard  day,  of  Combury  and  his  devious  smug-  ^hgt 
gling  methods  of  gathering  wealth.  -  /*         - 

There  was  one  ray  of  hope;  neither  Harris  JoftttttgglfO 
nor  I  had  disclosed  our  names,  nor  the  where-  toilii 
abouts  or  quantity  of  the  silks;  and  as  each 
had  been  dealing  with  folk  with  whom  he'd 
never  before  met,  we  were  both  as  yet  mjrs- 
teries  unsolved.  Nor  were  we  ever  solved. 
Harris  and  I  kept  off  the  streets  during  day- 
light hours  for  a  full  month.  We  were  not 
utterly  idle;  we  impleasantly  employed  our- 
selves in  trimming  away  that  tell-tale  selvage. 
Preferring  safety  to  profit,  we  put  forth  no 
efforts  to  realize  on  our  speculations  for  al- 
most a  year.  By  that  time  the  one  day's 
wonder  of  «*Who's  got  A.  T.  Stewart's  silks?" 
had  ceased  to  disturb  the  mercantile  world 
and  the  grand  procession  of  drv  goods  interest 
had  passed  on  and  over  it.  At  last  we  crept 
forth  like  felons — ^as  of  good  sooth  I  we  were — 
and  disposed  of  our  mutilated  silks  to  certain 
good  folk  whose  forefathers  once  ruled  Pales- 
tine. These  beaky  gentry  liked  bargains, 
and  were  in  nowise  curious;  they  bought  our 
wares  without  lifting  an  eyebrow  of  inquiry, 
and  from  them  constructed — though  with 
that  I  had  no  concern — those  long  "circu- 
lars," so  called,  which  were  the  fenunine  joy 
a  third  of  a  century  gone.  As  to  Harris  and 
myself;  what  with  delays,  what  with  ex- 
penses, what  with  figures  reduced  to  dispose 
of  our  plimder,  we  got  evenly  out.  We  got 
back  our  money;  but  for  those  fear-shaken 
hours  of  two  separate  perils,  we  were  never 
paid. 
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^faf  For  myself,  I  smuggled  no  more.  Still,  1 1 
^11^^  did  not  relinquish  my  pious  purpose  to 
(KrtllOOHfr  despoil  that  puDlic  treasury  Egyptian  quoted 
heretofore.  Ileither  did  I  give  up  the  Cus- 
toms as  a  rich  theater  of  illicit  endeavor. 
Only  my  methods  changed.  I  now  decided 
that  I,  myself,  would  become  an  Inspector, 
like  imto  the  useful  Loms,  and  make  my 
fortune  from  the  opulent  inside.  I  procured 
the  coveted  appointment,  for  I  could  bring 
power  to  bear,  and  some  future  day  I'll  tefll  { 
you  of  "The  Emperor's  Cigars." 
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If  You   Have  a  Summer  Home 
To   Furnish — Consult  Us! 


Why 


\  Because  We'll  Save  You 
•    From  15  to  50  Per  Cent. 


Whether  it's  a  room,  a  modest  cottage,  an  imposing  resi- 
dence, a  permanent  or  seasonal  hotel,  boarding  house, 
restaurant,  dormitory,  sanitarium,  buffet  car  or  yacht  you 
wish  to  equip  throughout,  or  rmovatc,  you  can*t  aiford  to 
pass  the  Macy  stores.  Makes  no  difference  how  much  of 
little  you  desire  to  spend,  wcMl  save  you  from  10  to  40 
per  cent.     Immense  yarieties  to  choose  from. 

|l^*'We  sell  more  goods  at  retail  for  cash  than 
any  other  store  in  America. 

Why? 

B^T'Because  our  prices  are  much  less  thiui 
anywhere  else.  It  i&  not  uncommon  for 
us  to  sell   the  same  goods  at  half  what 

JK^others  ask  who  have  charge  accounts — 
a  third  less  than  elsewhere  is  a  fair  aver- 
age on  which  to  base  your  calculations. 
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Cl^e  Casual  Club 


HOR  its  last  meeting  the  Casual  Club 
assembled  its  members  at  Delmoni- 
co's,  a  fact  much  to  Van  Addle's 
relief,  as  that  gentleman  is  prone 
to  feel  a  bit  disrated,  not  to  say  d^ 
posed,  when  off  Fifth  Avenue,  and  at  such 
times  evinces  an  uneasiness  of  spirits  which 
might  be  expected  to  seize  on  some  sovereign 
who  finds  himself  in  alien  realms.  The  din- 
ner being  very  good  was  very  long,  and  came 
off  much  in  a  silence  which  would  have  been 
severe  were  it  not  for  the  bubbling  good 
nature  of  Fatfloat,  who  had  risen,  it  seems,  to 
the  estate  of  grandsire  on  the  day  before  and 
was  moved  to  more  or  less  of  joyful  talk  be- 
cause of  it.  Fatfloat's  only  son  it  was  who 
had  so  uplifted  him,  and  in  thus  crowning 
Fatfloat,  he  made  double  the  honor  by  naming 
the  new  manling  after  the  grandsire,  ^'Darius 
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fjj[!lf(  FatfloftV'  expreastng  the  while  a  filial  hope 
♦nUMtor  ^^^  ^^  ^^  would  grow  up  with  those  at- 
trihutes  of  excellent  heart  and  head  and  hand 
which  were  so  pronounced  in  our  friend.  It 
was  pleasant  to  hear  Fatfloat  discourse  con- 
cerning this  treasure  of  a  grandchild;  not, 
indeed,  for  any  intellectual  profit  of  his  ob- 
servations, hut  rather  for  the  unspoiled  hu- 
manity that  so  shone  in  him,  and  which 
proved  how  those  forty  years  of  cunning 
work  and  hard  economy  that  made  his  fcn'- 
tunes  had  not  served  also  to  extinguish  within 
him  the  better  fires  of  our  nature.  To  listen 
while  Fatfloat  held  forth  touching  this  late- 
bom  jewel  of  his  house,  one  would  be  driven 
to  assume  that  during  a  first  day  of  life  it  had 
demonstrated  a  moral  and  mental  worth  in 
all  superlative  particulars;  and  as  for  the 
physical,  says  Fatfioat: 

''That  child  is  lunged  and  limbed  like  an  in- 
fant Hercules." 

Perceiving  Lemon  to  smile  in  a  shadowy  way 
Fatfioat's  face  colored,  and  he  began  to  take 
alarm  lest  through  ardor  he  had  appeared  in 
a  ridiculous  light;  he  ventured  to  suggest  as 
much,  pleading  apologetically  that  we  should 
remembMT  he  was  now  become  a  grandsire 
for  the  first  time. 
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Tou  thould  offer  no  excuse,  my  dear  Fat-  '^pbt 
float,"  observed  Lemon,  turning  on  him  a  ^Ta^ttxl 
kindly  eye;  ''yours  is  a  virtuous  enthusiasm 
and  does  you  credit.  That  you  have  dis- 
coursed for  two  hours  of  naught  save  your 
grandchild  is  no  reason  for  shame,  and  I  am 
made  more  envious  than  amused  by  the  sight 
of  such  happiness.  Love,  whether  of  a  parent 
for  a  child  or  a  lover  for  a  mistress,  is  the 
most  reputable  of  emotions,  and  so  far  from 
winning  derision  is  bound  to  claim  our  first 
respect." 

''  That  is  indeed,  true,"  put  in  Vacuum,  who 
sat  beaming  a  complete  coincidence  with  both 
Lemon's  sentiments  and  Fatfloat's  high  feelr 
ings.  ''Tou  will  easily  recall  Martial's  epi- 
gram on  'Rufus'?"  Vacuum  has  studied 
the  classics  and  often  falls  into  the  error  of 
supposing  the  rest  of  the  club  has  done  the 
same.     "You  remember  where  he  wrote: 

"  Let  Rufus  weep,  rejoice,  stand,  sit  or  walk, 
Still  he  can  nothing  but  of  Naevia  talk; 
Let  him  eat,  drink,  ask  questions  or  dispute. 
Still  he  must  speak  of  Naevia,  or  be  mute. 
He  writ  to  his  father,  ending  with  this  line, 
'  I  am,  my  lovely  Naevia,  ever  thine.* 

"Do  you  know,"  concluded  Vacuum,  "I've 
never  read  those  lines  without  experiencing 
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Uj^^t  *  jMlonty  of  'Rtifos'  to  be  so  deUghtfoUy  iin- 
^nlOOkft  ^^'^^  ^^^  swallowed  up.*' 

These  remarks  of  Lemon  and  Vacuum  met 
with  fine  approval  from  the  others,  and  a 
general  glass  was  filled  and  emptied  to  Fat- 
float  and  his  young  namesake,  whose  advent 
so  gratified  him. 

*  ♦  * 
''THOSE  glimpses  of  that  venality,'*  said  En- 
field, when  following  dinner,  talk  became 
general,  ''to  imderlie  the  politics  of  the  town 
which  the  present  rending  of  factions  in  Tam- 
many Hall  are  granting  us,  should  be  a  lesson. 
And  yet  the  carelessness  of  folk  concerning 
those  stories  of  robbery  that  have  come  out,  is 
to  me  even  more  amazing  than  the  disclosed 
iniquities  themselves.  Is  there  any  comr 
munity  save  New  York  where  a  tale  of  such 
plundering  as  that  which  swept  bare  the 
treasury  of  Tammany  could  be  told,  proved 
and  accepted,  and  yet  excite  so  little  question 
and  resentment?  Here  is  a  story,  true  in 
every  statement.  Tammany,  for  the  pur- 
poses of  its  recent  campaign,  collects  from 
candidates  and  others  over  one  million  dol- 
lars. It  exerts  every  oimce  of  strength  and 
squeezes  the  situation  of  its  last  silver  drop 
like  a  wine  press.  Perhaps,  one  quarter  of 
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that  stun  is  devoted  to  the  campaign.  At  the  ^[^ 
close,  the  balance,  three  quarters  of  a  million,  <|r^||]|l 
has  disappeared  —  exhaled  as  it  were  —  no  jrUfU 
one  may  say  where  or  how  or  why;  and  while  ^^^^ 
all  admit  the  fact,  there  comes  no  man  for- 
ward to  demand  a  search.  All  concede  the 
robbery;  and  yet  all  would  appear  as  consent- 
ing to  smother  the*blackraffair.  Such  apathy 
can  tell  of  nothing  save  a  moral  paralysis  on 
the  part  of  folk.  Aware  of  a  theft,  they  make 
no  effort  to  apprehend  the  criminals;  con- 
scious of  a  villainy,  they  sit  indifferent  to  a 
punishment  of  those  who  were  its  perpe- 
trators. Even  those  of  Tammany  itself, 
whom  one  might  expect  would  go  clamor- 
ously on  the  trail  of  the  wrongdoers  if  others 
did  not,  seem  to  care  as  little  as  any." 
"You  place  the  amount  too  low,  Enfield," 
said  Lemon.  "Let  me  rehearse  a  handful 
of  truths  and  not  a  man  in  Tammany  will 
dream  of  their  denial.  Aside  from  the  million 
of  campaign  contribution,  there  were  still 
further  sums.  The  offices  of  the  city  for 
four  years  were  in  the  hands  of  Tammany  in- 
cumbents. Roimdly,  the  aggregate  of  sal- 
aries paid  by  this  town,  comes  to  twenty  an- 
nual millions.  Each  year,  five  per  cent,  of 
this — or  one  million — ^were  paid  over  to  the 
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^[^  organizatkm.  Fully  one  fourth  went  into 
^ttlOOter  ^*  genond  treasure  chest;  the  other  three 
fourths  were  given  to  district  leaders  direct 
by  those  smaller  office  holders  who  reside  in 
their  districts.  Therefore,  when  you  con- 
sider ^idiat  fund  was  in  the  hands  of  the  Tam- 
many finance  committee  at  the  commencement 
of  the  campaign,  you  should  state,  not  that  it 
was  one  million,  but  rather  that  it  was  twelve 
hundred  and  fifty  thousand  dollars.  Adding 
yet  further  to  your  facts,  I  would  observe  that  in 
all,  no  more  than  forty  thousand  dollars  were 
given  to  the  sundry  ^leaderft'  from  this  fund. 
The  balance,  twelve  hundred  and  ten  thou- 
sand dollars,  must  be  accounted  for.  There 
was  advertising,  there  were  printing  bills, 
and  withal,  there  were  further  slight  items  of 
expenditure.  Still,  these,  by  a  most  liberal 
stretching,  cannot  be  made  to  cover  so  much 
as  two  hundred  thousand  dollars.  In  short 
the  plunderers,  and  say  the  least,  realized  a 
cool,  round  million  for  their  sable  pains. 
True,  there  are  ones  to  explain  that  two  hun- 
dred thousand  dollars  were  wagered,  '^^thout 
pausing  to  inquire  by  what  right  any  hand 
dipped  into  the  common  money  for  a  purpose 
wholly  personal  to  itself,  all  must  see  that 
even  then  eight  hundred  thousand  dollars 
8 


d  by  Google 


and  more  remained  to  mysteriouely  diaap-  ^plft 
pear  and  leave  no  sign.    That's  the  larcenous  4r||tf||gl 
truth;  more   than   eight   hundred   thousand  Aru*u 
dollars  were  seized  upon  by  the  spoilers;  and,  ^^^^ 
as  you  say,  the  marvel  of  it  is  that  no  one  has 
either  the  courage  or  the  interest  to  take  up 
the  subject  of  the  robbery.    Moral  paralysis! 
it's,  truly,  all  of  that!" 

'*U  they  had  won,"  interjected  Van  Addle 
who  listened  with  warm  interest  to  both 
Enfield  and  Lemon,  *'if  these  people  ^dio 
wagered  those  two  hundred  thousand  dollars 
had  won,  would  they  have  returned  winnings 
and  all  to  the  organization  treasury?" 
There  was  a  general  smile  at  this,  and  Lemon 
told  Van  Addle  his  question  showed  that  he 
dwelt  in  a  state  of  Arcadian  innocence. 
'<Who  were  those,"  asked  Fatfloat,  <<to  com- 
pose the  old  finance  committee  which  collected 
this  great  fund?" 

««I  may  not  name  them  all  off  hand,"  said 
Lemon,  ''but  if  one's  memory  is  to  be  trusted 
the  aggregation  carried  with  others  the  names 
of  Messrs.  Carroll,  McDonald,  McMahon, 
Potter,  Ruppert,  and  Hopper,  with  Mr. 
Croker  as  chairman  over  them,  and  Mr.  Mo- 
Qnade  as  treasurer  to  bank  the  money.  Still, 
eae   should   undetttaiid;  tl^   committee   k 
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tjj^^  meant  only  for  an  appearance;  it  never  con- 
((tolOOfcft  ^^'^^  never  took  aught  of  action;  and 
Messrs.  McDonald,  McMahon,  Potter,  Rup- 
pert  and  Hopper  knew  no  more  of  sums  paid 
in  or  sums  paid  out  than  of  the  business  of 
the  Bank  of  England.  The  whole  work  of 
the  committee  was  transacted  by  the  other 
three,  and  they  neither  met  nor  consulted 
with  their  colleagues  as  to  so  much  as  a  detail 
or  a  dollar." 

**In  that  list,  however,"  continued  Fatfloat, 
"you  name  many  honest,  good  business  men. 
I'm  amazed  that  they  should  first  loan  their 
reputations  and  then  turn  heedless  of  what 
^  went  on.    Their  presence  brought  with  it  re- 

sponsibilities; they  should  have  discharged 
them;  they  have  no  justification  for  an  in- 
difference which  would  never  be  present  in 
their  own  private  affairs.  These  gentlemen 
owe  themselves  a  most  thorough  search  for 
that  fied  treasure,  to  say  naught  of  what  they 
owe  the  organization.  They've  no  right  to 
take  up  a  duty  and  neglect  it." 
"As  you  argue,  Fatfloat,"  remarked  Vacuum, 
"these  good  gentlemen  owe  an  investigation 
to  themselves.  But  should  they  fail  of  that 
duty,  as  indeed  they  have  failed  of  others, 
there  still  lives  much  reason  to  believe  an  in- 
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▼estigation  will  occur.    There  was  a  rumor  tB^t 
at.  our  Reform  Club  that  certain  gentlemen  dTatfMat 
were  considering  legal  proceeding  on  behalf  of  ^m^^u 
contributors  to  that  missing  fund.    They  may  ^•^^ 
seek  an  accounting  in  court.    These  moneys 
were  in  trust  for  a  particular  purpose  of  poli- 
tics; they  assuredly  were  not  heaped  together 
to  be  stolen.    A  great  wrong  has  been  done; 
and  there  is  a  proverb  of  the  law  that  where 
there's  a  wrong  there's  a  remedy.    If  rumor 
owns  a  straight  tongue,  we  may  yet  hear  in 
court  the  story  of  those  lost  thousands  that  so 
melted  and  vanished  away.     And,  mark  you! 
— ^for  I  know  somewhat  of  law — ^it  is  an  open 
question  how  far  the  neglect  of  members  of 
that  committee  has  made  them  personally 
liable  for  this  loss." 

''They  abolished  the  finance  committee  the 
other  day,"  observed  Enfield,  **as  the  direct 
result  of  that  embezzlement.  Nor  need 
Tammany  look  for  any  giant  contributions 
in  the  future;  for  cautious  folk,  and  certainly 
honest  folk,  are  not  going  to  stuff  the  organiza- 
tion's strong  box  with  treasure  that  may  gain 
a  no  better  or  more  honorable  destiny  than 
gilding  the  sordid  fortunes  of  a  smug  circle  of 
thieves." 
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^B^  ''BMFIELD/'  Mdd  Vacttum  with  a  ymwn, 
AnlOOkft  ''^'^  weary  of  robbers  and  thdr  robberies; 
propose  a  new  subject." 
«Well  then,"  quoth  Enfield,  *<to  open  dis- 
cussion more  to  your  classic  humor,  Vacuum, 
let  us  retreat  to  the  ancients.  Suppose  I  say 
that  Simonidee,  who  died  four  centuries 
after  Troy,  was  the  first  of  the  satirists,  and, 
as  is  usual  with  that  bitter  brood,  aimed  his 
barbed  iambics  against  the  gentle  breast  of 
woman." 

**That  would  promise  truly,  a  change  of  sub- 
jects most  complete,"  observed  Van  Addle, 
"but  I  don't  like  Stmonides  and  don't  care 
for  Greece;  and  for  myself,  I  sit  eager  to 
know  further  of  politics  and  politicians.  It 
has  come  over  me  more  than  once  of  late, 
that  hereafter  111  take  a  vigorous  part  in  pub- 
lic affairs."  Saying  this.  Van  Addle  trussed 
out  his  small  chest  and  frowned  in  a  moat 
ferocious  fashion. 

**You  should  go  ever  slowly.  Van  Addle," 
cautioned  Lemon,  shaken  of  a  sly  mirth. 
"You  should  first  thickei|  your  'poli- 
tics' with  some  meal  of  information.  At 
present  you  know  nothing;  and  were  you  In 
this  midnformed,  or  rather  uninformed  cos- 
dition  to  rush  madly  in,  you'd  be  a  menace 
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to  wluil^Ter  pmrty*  or  aiMdRire  you  b«auiio  tB/^ 
attachad.    A»  Goethe  said,  tiiere'e  aotldiig  Cgtfnai 

™» »H* «-. »» .«.-«« « *^  ^^^ 

«And  you  have  t<dd  the  reasons,''  said  Van 
Addle,  '^hy  I'd  prefer  to  listen  to  a  conTer- 
sation  on  Tammany  rather  than  the  satires  of 
^monidee.  It  would,  therefore,  please  me 
prodigiously  if  Enflrtd  should  gi^e  us  his 
views  of  Messrs.  Murphy,  Haffen  and  Mo- 
Mahon,  the  just-created  triumvirate  of  the 
wigwam." 

«I  cannot  belieye,"  replied  Enfield  good 
naturedly,  'that  I'm  a  best  source  of  political 
knowledge.  I  have  no  politics,  myself;  I've 
grown  utterly  indifferent;  I  long  ago  learned 
that  in  any  election,  no  matter  what  politician 
or  what  party  won,  the  people  ever  lost.  The 
people  haven't  triumphed  since  the  smoke- 
blown  day  of  Lincoln.  As  I  urge,  indifference 
has  overgrown  me  like  ivy  on  a  wall.  And 
being  a  prey  to  indifference,  I've  lost  the 
practical  capability  of  principle.  I  can 
still  come  to  conclusions,  but  I'm  incapable 
of  convictions." 

''You  speak  of  politicians  as  a  class  separate 
from  the  people,"  said  Vacuum.  ''There 
should    be   no   such   distinction.     The 
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^||f  who  is  not  a  politician  is  not  a  patriot.** 
<(^tllOOfctf  ''You  speak  truth,"  conceded  Enfield,  *Hi  one 
is  to  take  you  in  a  broadest  sense;  but  the 
name  'politician'  has  grown  to  a  narrower 
meaning.  Recurring  to  Van  Addle's  query 
concerning  the  triumvirate,  that  triangle  of 
gentlemen  makes  an  instance  in  point.  Not 
one  is  named  for  reasons  of  common  good 
whether  of  a  public  or  an  organization  sort. 
Messrs.  McMahon  and  Murphy  are  put  in 
place  by  a  coterie  of  contractors  and  for  con- 
tract causes,  while  Mr.  Haffen  owes  his  un- 
stable eminence  to  the  subtile  interference  of 
his  cousin  Judge  O'Brien." 
"Right  you  are,  Enfield,"  interjected  Fat- 
float  wilh  sudden  energy.  *'That  woodpile 
of  a  triumvirate  conceals  a  whole  nest  of 
Congos.  But  it's  a  makeshift;  a  creature 
of  a  day;  it  won't  last." 
^'The  local  Democracy,"  observed  Lemon, 
''should  go  into  the  mart  and  buy  unto  itself 
another  Diogenes,  for  when  that  philosopher 
— who  found  his  town-house  in  a  tub — ^was 
exposed  to  be  sold  as  a  slave  in  Crete  he  said, 
'I  can  govern  men;  wherefore  sell  me  to  some 
one  who  needs  a  master.'  There  is  wide 
room  in  Tammany  Hall  at  this  crisis  for  a 
Diogenes." 
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*^No;  the  late  action  of  Tammany's  ezecntiYe  Xll^^$ 
committee,"  said  Enfield,  **displays  nothing  CaftlHl 
beyond  the  fact  that  the  bad  elements  are  still 
in  the  saddle,  promises  nothing  save  the  fact 
worse  still  that  they'll  stay  there  as  long  as 
they  can.  What  the  Dailies  have  described 
as  a  *  Struggle  for  Supremacy'  was  nothing 
more  than  a  battle  among  spoil-getters  over 
a  division  of  plunder.  They  would  have 
come  better  off  for  a  time  had  they  held  on 
by  Hr.  Nixon,  who,  if  he  failed  of  wisdom, 
at  least  loaned  them  some  cloak  of  fair  re- 
pute. True,  he  looked  too  often  in  the  glass, 
too  seldom  from  the  window,  and  was  taken 
up  with  the  pleased  study  of  his  own  features 
instead  of  a  contemplation  of  those  opportuni- 
ties for  good  which  his  position  put  within  his 
reach.  Vanity  was  his  weakness,  and  for 
vanity  he  perished  from  his  place." 

*  ♦  * 
"AS  YOU  aver,  the  scoundrel  element," 
said  Vacuum,  "was  not  sagacious  for  its 
own  safety  when  it  cut  down  Hr.  Nixon. 
In  a  fashion  he  was  its  defense;  and  it 
might  lurk  behind  him  in  semi-security 
at  least.  There  was  no  stain  of  personal 
dishonesty  upon  him,  and  his  dean  pres- 
ence at   the  fore  made  it  the  harder,  how- 
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m^  •▼•€  wdl  ODA  miglit  be  ann*4,  to  rtach  tiie 
^^lOOto  ^'^'^^^'^'^  ^^^  l^-  Nixon  removed,  the 
•ittiatkm  for  these  takes  on  a  threatoiing 
change.  The  press  will  with  one  voice  cry 
that  the  gambling  ring  has  seized  the  reins  and 
is  doing  the  guiding.  The  papers  will  half 
exalt  Mx.  Nixon,  and  he  may  even  in  part  gain 
that  name  of  'martyr'  of  which  Enfield  so  feel- 
ingly spoke.  No,  with  the  shoving  aside  of 
Mr.  Nixon  the  ring  has  left  itself  exposed  and 
I  wot  little  of  political  war  if  within  the  fort- 
night some  twelve-inch  gun  of  a  Daily  does  not 
get  the  range  and  begin  exploding  shells  of 
publicity  among  its  very  camp  kettles.  More- 
over that  ring  now  dts  beneath  the  peril  of 
Mr.  inxon's  loquacity.  There  is  wide  and 
gaping  chance  that  he  will  tell  his  mind  of  the 
members  in  print  and  give  to  them  in  aching 
detail  their  history.  Mr.  JXixxm  is  replete  of 
fiery  facts  concerning  these  freebooters  and 
should  he  become  eruptive  of  interviews  they 
might  find  their  present  position  a  political 
Mitftinique." 

**And  there  would  be  no  starting  of  relief  ex- 
peditions," added  Lemon. 
"  What  you  state,"  remarked  l^ifield  turning 
to  Vacuum,  ''of  the  dan^rs  to  which  the  gaasr- 
Wa^  ring  stands  exposed  is  emkient  for  its 
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truth,   Mor  will  that  Diogenes  whereof  Lemon  Q[^f 
told    us,  when  later  the   leadership  is  fully  ^g^mil 
within  his  hands,  lean  in   leniency  or  show  jrUth 
the  ill-doers  aught  of  mercy.     He  will  not  fall  ^^^^ 
into  that  error  of   comradeship  as  did  Mr. 
Hixon.     He  will  know  there  can  be  neither 
Dssimany   growth   nor   Tammany  triumph 
wl^le  they  flourish,  and  drive  them  into  the 
deserts  for  those  sons  of  Hagar  that  they  are." 

*  ♦  * 
FATFLOAT,  who  had  been  puzzling  over  his 
wine  in  silence,  here  began.  "There  is  one 
matter,"  said  Fatfloat,  *<which  I  can't  thor- 
oughly digest.  I  am  frank  to  say  that  I  don't 
undentand  a  present  uproar  over  the  black- 
mail that  was  levied — and  which  is  still  levied 
(here  Fatfloat  glanced  at  the  mugwumplan 
Vacuum)  under  our  present  pure  administra- 
tiott.  I  am  a  plain  man;  I  attend  to  my  busi- 
aess  and  ask  no  more  of  others  than  that  they 
do  the  same.  I  don't  care  a  straw  for  gam- 
blen  or  for  their  gambling;  they  dim't  gamble 
with  mon^  of  mine.  Nor  am  I  peculiarly  cim- 
oemed  to  protect  gamblers  or  crime  or  vice 
being  preyed  on  by  the  police.  It's  a 
to  put  it  rudely  of  dog  eat  dog.  And 
Pmaot  auie  but  it  would  go  as  far  towards  the 
Lof  viceimd  gambling  to  Maekmail 
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fJJ^ht  it  as  to  fine  it.  In  any  event,  the  woes  of  the 
(0nlOOtet  i»^^^^i®"  '^^  nothing  to  me.  I  was  bom  in 
Cape  Cod;  we  had  a  salty  aphorism  —  we 
Cape  Cod  folk.  We  said,  'Let  every  man 
skin  his  own  eel.'  And  I  repeat  it  now. 
Personally  it  comes  to  me  as  no  matter  for 
excitement  whether  the  police  blackmail  the 
gamblers  or  the  gamblers  blackmail  the  police. 
I  have  no  friends  to  live  at  either  end  of  that 
alley.  The  police  are  not  angels.  I  do  not  ex- 
pect the  policeman  to  be  a  miracle  of  morality, 
intellect  and  sentiment.  So  that  he  does  his 
general  duty  I  am  content.  And  if  he  hasn't 
time  for  both,  I  would  prefer  that  he  capture  a 
footpad  to  a  card  sharper.  The  latter  can- 
not plunder  me  wanting  my  consent,  while 
the  other  may  sandbag  me  from  the  near- 
est shadows." 

"Without  contending  over  the  questicm 
of  blackmail,"  remarked  Enfield,  ''the  Dis- 
trict Attorney's  assertion  that,  while  gaxnr 
bling  exists,  he's  unable  to  secure  the  evi- 
dence to  convict,  marks  him  as  one  who  will 
never  do  his  full  duty  until  he  resigns.  GancH 
bling  is  not  like  burglary,  and  to  be  successful 
must  needs  transact  itself  with  scores  on  scores 
of  hidividuals.  It  is  not  a  secret  crime,  and  a 
gambler  has  his  clients,  just  as  a  preacher  has 
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his  congregation/^  And  each  of  tii^e  clients   tE'^ 
can  be  made  to  bear  witness  against  him.   ^^^M 
The  claim  that  it  is  impossible  to  convict  is  ^w.u 
either  foolish  or  false.     It  should  be  and  is  a 
no  more  difficult  task  to  convict  a  card  sharper 
of  gambling  than  a  parson  of  preaching  his 
Sunday  sermon." 

*  ♦  * 
<'  I  HAVE  had,"  piped  Van  Addle,  with  high, 
supercilious  mien  and  forgetting  his  late  politi- 
cal resolves, "  I  have  had,  certainly,  no  personal 
contact  with  these  creatures,  for  I  wouldn't 
shake  hands  with  one  of  them  without  pull- 
ing on  gloves,  but  so  far  as  I  may  gather 
from  what  I  read  and  hear,  the  official  set  of 
this  city,  whether  in  or  out  of  uniform,  is  com- 
monly made  up  of  rude,  boorish,  vulgar,  igno- 
rant corruptionists,  whom  a  gentieman  should 
avoid." 

'*  Still,  why  should  such  as  you  assail  them  ?" 
cried  Fatfloat  with  much  heat.  '*  They  are 
your  rulers;  they  have  met  and  conquered 
you  and  yours.  You  are  bom  to  wealth  and 
station  and  education  and  the  advantage  of 
an  admitted  aristocracy.  These  folk  you  rail 
at  debark  on  Ellis  Island — ^ignorant  peasants 
without  a  name  or  a  dollar.  And  yet  in  five 
years,  or  ten  or  twenty,  one  finds  them  ruling 
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Qni^  yoa  and  jfour  city.  They  levy  your  taxes  and 
Jfcwlimlili-  ^^^^^  them  against  you;  uiey  make  your 
vniOOKfir  laws  and  ezeeute  them  against  jrou;  they  de- 
termine your  public  work  while  you  pay. 
They  have  conquered  you  at  your  own  ballot- 
box.  That  fact  of  conquest  shotild  put  you 
to  silenoe  and  shame.  When  a  man  has 
beaten  you,  to  detract  from  him  with  epithet 
is  to  speak  evU  of  yourself.  He  is  at  least 
your  conqueror.'' 

Fatfloat  was  a  bit  stormy  in  this  retort  to  ^oor 
Van  Addle,  and  conduded  with  observations 
upon  the  idle  uselessness,  from  standpoints 
public,  of  the  class  to  which  Van  Addle  be- 
longedL  The  latter  little  gentleman  thereupon 
waxed  querulous,  assured  Fatfloat  that  he  was 
insulted,  and  fell  into  feeble  dudgeon  like  unto 
an  enraged  chrysanthemum.  Perceiving  Van 
Addle's  feeling,  the  hearty  Fatfloat  sought 
pardon  for  any  roughness  of  tone  or  phrase; 
and  Van  Addle,  who  is  withal  a  gentle  soul,  at 
once  forgave  mm ;  the  more  quickly  since 
Fatfloat  offered  his  word  that  he,  himself,  was 
wrong  and  only  the  vul|;ar  struggled ;  while  to 
think  nothing,  say  nothing,  do  nothing  and  be 
nothing  were  virtues  worthy  of  assiduous  cul- 
tivation and  the  earmarks  of  purest  gentility. 
The  two  clasped  hands  and  had  wine  together. 

"WHAT  Fatfloat  has  just  said,"  observed 
Enfleld,  *'of  a  peasant  and  an  ignorant,  not 
to  say  a  vicious  domination  in  this  city;  as 
well  as  present  blackmail,  the  uproar  in 
Tammany,  its  looted  treasury  witii  no  man 
raising  the  hue  and  cry  against  tiie  rogues 
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idio  j^Oaged  it,  all  serve  to  iUuitrate  what  I  ^bt 
mentioned  of  that  paralysis  which  has  stricken  yifjZ^^M 
the  moral  nature  of  our  people.  We  know  ^«0itill 
the  right  but  we  do  not  follow  it;  we  see  the  i^lij}} 
wrone  but  we  make  no  effort  to  avoid  it;  in 
all  things  we  are  the  modem  Athenians. 
Once  at  a  play-house  in  Athens  an  old  gentle- 
man came  late  and  found  the  benches  crowd- 
ed. As  he  stood  irresolute  and  abashed, 
casting  about  for  a  place,  certain  youthful 
wits  of  the  town  beckoned  him.  Supposing 
a  seat  was  to  be  found  among  them,  the  old 
gentleman  much  flustered  puwed  through  the 
thronged  audience  to  join  the  youths  who  had 
waved  him  the  invitation.  On  his  arrival, 
however,  the  humorists  sat  close  and  snug: 
there  was  no  place  among  them;  and  the  ofa 
gentleman,  standing  perforce,  became  in- 
stantly the  subject  of  general  derision.  An- 
other bevy  of  dandies  next  called  to  him  only 
to  expose  him  to  the  same  cruel  reception. 
Four  several  times  was  the  old  gentleman 
baited  hither  and  yon  by  the  deceitful  fun- 
makers,  who  enjoyed  his  confusion  while  the 
spectators  roared  with  mirth  over  his  plight. 
At  last,  however,  certain  visitors  from  Sparta 
for  whom  benches  of  honor  had  been  pre- 
pared stood  up  and  asked  the  old  gentleman 
to  take  his  seat  in  their  midst.  At  this,  the 
very  ones  who  but  a  moment  before  were  so 
ready  to  give  pain,  applauded  the  Spartans 
for  exerting  a  kindness  which  they  them- 
selves had  failed  to  display:  noticing  which 
the  old  gentleman  said  bitterly  as  he  found  a 
'  ice  among  the  viators,  'Ay!  The  Athenians 
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"tEht  Imow  what  is  good,  but  the  Spartans  practice 
^    ,    \y     it.'     And  so  with  the  folk  of  New  York— they 
^nlOORtr  know  what  is  right  but  fail  utterly  of  its 
practice." 

"Will  Tammany  go  down  as  the  corollary  of 
present  dissentions?"  asked  Van  Addle. 
"Tammany,"  replied  Enfield,  'Hs  like  a  man 
who  bleeds;  but  it  will  not  bleed  to  death.  It 
will  grow  weaker,  but  it  will  not  die.  Still, 
it  should  be  warned:  its  downfall  is  not  the 
thing  impossible.  As  a  force  in  politics, 
Tammany  has  already  lived  these  seven 
years  over  a  century,  and,  in  days  past,  fol- 
lowed the  guidinf  staff  of  many  a  great  mar- 
shal. For  sixty-five  3rears,  and  until  the  be- 
ginning of  our  civil  war,  there  were  few  un- 
worthy paragraphs  in  its  story.  In  1800, 
with  Aaron  fiurr  to  lead  against  the  aristo- 
cratic Federalists,  it  beat  John  Adams  from 
his  second  field  and  raised  Jefferson  to  the 
White  House  in  his  stead.  From  that  hour 
and  for  sixty  years,  broken  but  twice  with  a 
four-year  victory  for  the  Whigs,  Tammany 
not  only  held  city  and  state,  but  selected  and 
elected  the  president  of  the  country.  Those 
were  its  proud  years;  and  they  gave  no  prom- 
ise of  that  blotching  decay  of  principle  which 
so  disfigures  it  now.  Then  its  watchwords 
were  ^Patriotism'  and  'Public  Good,'  and 
might  have  been  shouted  from  a  housetop; 
now  if  it  has  countersigns  at  all  they  are  to  be 
whispered  for  very  shame,  and  comprise 
such  ignoble  terms  as  *Rapme'  and  'Public 
Plunder.'  Again  I  declare  that  Tammany 
— does  it  look  forward  to  any  long  or  strong 
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career — should  be  warned;  it  should  read  XH^ht 
the  fate  of  those  jannissaries  it  so  much  re-  ^^^^^t 
sembles.  As  the  Turkish  jannissaries  were  ^o0ual 
the  first  standing  army  of  a  nation,  so  is  Tam-  iS^luh 
many  the  first  standing  army  of  a  party.  It 
was  Amurath,  Sultan,  who  in  1360  called  the 
jannissaries  into  being  as  a  corps.  For  years 
they  nobly  discharged  their  destiny  and,  in- 
vincible in  war,  were  accounted  the  best  sol- 
diers of  the  world.  But  success  corrupted 
them  and  their  own  strength  bore  them  down: 
they  menaced  the  state  which  had  created 
them;  they  refused  their  duty,  gave  them- 
selves to  mutinous  riot,  and  assailed  and 
despoiled  those  whom  tliey  were  appointed 
to  serve  and  save;  in  that  hour  did  an  officer 
of  state  offend  them,  though  he  were  the 
Sultan  himself,  they  hacked  him  and  hewed 
him  and  fed  him  to  Constantinople's  dogs. 
But  a  day  came;  the  state  prepared  itself 
and  while  the  offending  jannissaries  were 
seemingly  most  secure,  a  hundred  batteries 
thundered  upon  them,  and  in  three  days 
they  were  dispersed  and  destroyed,  while 
nouiing  remained  save  twenty  thousand 
of  their  dead  to  tell  of  their  once  exist- 
ence. Thus  perished  the  jannissaries,  cut 
down  in  their  insolent  flower  by  the  very 
government  they  threatened  while  preten6- 
uig  to  defend;  and  time  may  yet  be, unless  the 
organization's  methods  change  and  make 
amend,  when  the  Democratic  party  itself  will 
point  tiie  guns  against  its  own  jannissaries  of 
Tammany,  to  the  latter's  destruction  and  ut- 
ter wiping  out." 
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i^  )^i:operli;  jaittttmti 

The  earth  late  durfced  with  showers 

Is  now  arrayed  in  greoi; 
Her  bosom  springs  with  flowers. 

The  air  dissolves  her  teen; 
The  heavens  laugh  at  her  glory; 
Yet  hide  I  sad  and  sorry. 

The  birds  upon  the  trees 
Do  sing  with  pleasant  voices, 

And  chant  in  their  decrees 
Their  loves  and  lu^y  choices; 

When  I,  whilst  they  are  sinjging, 

'^th  sighs  my  arms  are  wringing. 

— Thomas  Lodge. 

V 
ttrt  3|oi;  y&t  WLmmSxttn 

To  one  thing  constant  never! 
Then  sigh  not  so,  but  let  them  go, 

And  be  you  blithe  and  bonny. 
Converting  all  your  sounds  of  woe 

Into,  Hey,  nonny,  nonny. 

^boz  no  more  ditties,  sing  no  more. 

Ox  dumps  so  dtdl  and  heavy! 
The  fraud  of  men  was  ever  so 

Since  summer  first  was  leafy. 
Then  sigh  not  so^  but  let  them  go. 

And  be  you  bhthe  and  bonny, 
Converting  all  your  sounds  of  woe 

Into  Hey,  nonny,  nonny. 

— Shakespeare. 
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9lfi  gou  ilifee  ft 


Once  upon  a  time,  a  long 
flOWCte        while  ago,  it  was  written: 
IKHf  tbout        "God,  doubtless,  cotdd  have 
pectume        made  a  better  berry  than 
the  strawberry,  but,  doubt- 
less, He  never  did."     There  are  people  who 
doubt  this,  but  the  unfortunates  know  only 
the  strawberry  of  the  hotel  and  the  restaurant. 
In  these  places  the  berry  is  sour,  as  it  is,  of 
necessity,  picked  before  it  is  ripe.     This  is  one 
of  the  penalties  of  life  in  large  cities  but  by 
residents  of  these  it  is  considered,  generally,  a 
lighter  pimishment  than  life  in   the  country 
even  when  ameliorated  by  a  strawberry  that 
has  all  the  virtues  of  its  kind. 

*     *     * 

A  party  of  about  a  dozen 

pCfDe  men  entered  the  Cafe  Mar- 

JSctOCe  tin  a  few  nights  ago  and  sat 

a  fall  themselves  down  in  a  bunch. 

They  had  dined.     This  fact 

was  announced  not  by  their   demeanor  so 

much  as  by  their  dress  and  the  nature  of  the 

orders  given  by  them.     Having  eaten  they 
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^hf  were  in  a  humor  to  take  a  social  glass  and  a 
il^nlOOkft  cigar  and  to  talk.  With  one  exception  they 
were  of  the  ordinary  dass  of  well-to-do 
citizens  with  a  provincial  earmark  upon  them. 
As  might  be  seen  from  large  menu  cards  which 
they  carried  with  them,  they  were  of  The 
Virginians  and  had  been  attending  the  annual 
dinner  of  the  Society  in  New  York.  The 
exception  to  the  others  wore  an  air  which  said 
plainly:  ''Of  course  you  know  who  I  am?" 
While  his  companions  wore  top  hats  he  wore 
a  broad  brimmed  soft  felt  hat.  He  paid  more 
attention  to  those  he  did  not  know  than  to 
those  he  knew.  He  spoke  in  a  high-pitched 
voice  as  if  he  did  not  object  to  the  attention  of 
the  public.  He  held  his  nose  rather  high. 
This  nose  was  one  of  his  prominent  features. 
It  was  large  yet  it  was  not  its  size  that  gripped 
the  eye.  It  dominated  a  mouth  which  ^as 
wide  and  the  lips  of  which  would  not  have 
seemed  straight  and  thin  had  they  formed  a 
smaller  orifice.  When  he  took  his  hat  oft  it 
was  seen  that  his  hair  had  made  a  movement 
to  the  rear  with  no  intention  of  again  occupying 
deserted  territory.  He  ran  his  fingers  through 
it  and  spread  it,  first  giving  his  head  a  move- 
ment popularly  supposed  to  have  been 
invented  by  the  lion  when  he  was  desirous  of 
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shaking  his  mane.  The  hair  had  been  long  ^g  I^OIt 
once  and  of  the  variety  known  to  historical  ]|i]b*  ^t 
novelists,  not  as  hair,  but  as  locks.  This  was 
evident  and  while  it  is  still  longer  than  the 
style  adopted  in  cities  its  lengthy  brevity  was 
due  more  to  the  ravages  of  time  than  to  the 
shears.  It  had  a  lookof  the  olden  time,  when 
it  was  customary  for  the  mother  of  a  family 
to  place  a  bowl  over  a  boy's  head  and  cut  off 
such  hair  as  fell  below  the  edge.  Still  the 
man  was  very  proud  of  his  hair  and  caressed 
it  with  his  fingers  at  frequent  intervals.  Some 
of  those  whose  attention  he  attracted  wondered 
mildly  who  he  was.  He  had  a  look  of  a 
Country  Schoolmaster,  of  an  antique  cut:  also 
of  a  type  of  actor  who  feels  himself  bom  to 
tragic  roles  and  who  declaims  by  first  stamping 
his  right  foot  upon  the  ground,  scowling  at 
the  universe  and  thrusting  his  right  hand  into 
the  left  breast  pocket  of  his  frock  coat.  Had  a 
sculptor  made  an  exact  copy  of  his  head  it 
would  have  been  said  that  he  did  his  work 
with  an  ax,  carefully  eliminating  the  line  of 
beauty  from  each  feature.  As  his  gaze 
wandered  from  the  face  of  one  stranger  to 
another  it  seemed  as  if  he  were  looking  for 
recognition  or  that  he  hailed  from  some 
secluded  spot  in  the  coimtry  and  was  un- 
accustomed to  his  surroundings. 
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dP^f  The       latter       supposition 

((^nlOOfcft  ^^  ^^^  would  have   done  him   or 

fitC^  the    secluded    spot   an   in^ 

CHtCtB  justice.     He  was  Mr.  Roger 

A.  Pryor,  once  a  Judge  in 
New  York,  and,  in  the  da3rs  Befo'  the  Wah,  a 
"fire  eater"  such  as  was  common  in  Washing- 
ton. If  history  be  not  inaccurate  he  did  not 
eat  fire  to  such  an  extent  as  words,  the  words 
being  his  own.  His  collision  with  a  quiet, 
inoffensiye  Representative  from  Wisconsin  is 
remembered  by  readers  of  the  history  of  that 
period  and,  probably,  by  as  many  as  survive 
the  Fifties.  The  general  surprise  was  not 
greater  than  the  challenger's  when  the  quiet 
man  from  Wisconsin  chose  knives,  upon  the 
ground  that  a  knife  was  the  usual  weapon  of 
the  South.  This  carnivorous  selection  was 
ruled  out  as  not  within  the  class  of  weapons 
known  to  The  Code,  but  the  political  ease  of 
the  gentleman  from  Wisconsin  was  not  dis- 
turbed further  by  Mr.  Pryor  or  any  other 
fire-eater.  Had  Mr.  Potter  of  Wisconsin,  been 
present  at  Martin's  on  the  evening  in  question 
he  would  have  witnessed  another  discomfiture 
of  an  old  antagonist.  As  Mr.  Pryor  was 
caressing  the  locks  that  are  undoubtedly  long 
for  a  man  of  his  age,  there  entered  the  leader 
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of  the  French  Opera  Company's  orchestra  (^g  |p0U 
which,  recently,  met  with  financial  disaster  ]|li»*  ^t 
in  this  city.    He  had  had  his  hair  cut  since  the  '^' 

debacte,  but  when  he  removed  his  sombrero 
and  ran  his  fingers  through  his  ebon  tresses 
they  stood  on  end  in  a  way  that  would  have 
filled  with  envy  a  Circus  Circassian  Girl.  He 
did  this  only  once,  but  once  was  enough.  The 
Gentleman  from  Virginia  looked  at  his  rival 
and  saw,  at  a  glance,  that,  in  the  matter  of 
hair,  he  was  outclassed.  As  it  was  upon  his 
hair  that  he  had  plumed  himself  he  felt  that 
further  time  spent  at  Martin's  was  in  the 
nature  of  betting  upon  a  non-starter,  so  he 
took  his  departure,  with  dignity  if  not  gaily, 
assured,  if  only  for  a  passing  moment,  that 
« youth  will  be  served"  and  that,  perhaps,  his 
pride  had  been  ill-placed. 
*     *     * 

A  friend  who  lives  in  the  an- 
tTbe  thradte  coal  region  of  Penn- 

Coal  sylvania  and  is  thoroughly 

Sttifte  acquainted  with  conditions 

there  writes:  "The  miners 
are  in  deadly  earnest  and  believe  they  will 
win."  This  means  that  the  strike  will  last  for 
months  tmless  the  operators  make  concessions. 
I  think  that  the  miners  have  chosen  an  unfa- 
vorable season  for  a  strike,  but  a  victory  for 
them  is  possible  in  spite  of  this. 
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ta^^t  On  account  of  as  rigid  a 

it^nlOOkft  peace  censorship  as  was  ever  ez- 

atl5  ercised  in  ancient  or  modem 

tbe  JSoet6  times,  little  information  re- 
garding actual  conditions  in 
South  Africa  is  permitted  to  reach  the  public. 
It  is  known  that  England  desires  peace,  but 
upon  her  own  terms.  It  is  surmised  that  the 
Boers  are  willing  to  cry  ''enough,"  though 
upon  what  terms  is  mere  conjecture.  Mr. 
Douglas  Story,  Editor  of  Munsey's  Magazine, 
spent  many  months  in  the  field  with  the  Boers 
as  a  correspondent.  Besides,  he  knows  South 
Africa  and  its  people.  Six  months  ago  he 
wrote  that,  in  his  opinion,  the  Boers  would 
treat  for  peace  in  March  and  that  peace  would 
be  declared  in  May.  The  first  part  of  his 
prophecy  has  been  fulfilled,  and  he  is  still  of 
the  opinion  that  peace  will  be  declared  this 
month.  The  doubtful  quantity  in  the  case  is 
the  Free  State  Boer. 

*     *     * 

To   Lord   Paimcefote,  who 
l^eet  died  on   Saturday  of  last 

TKnell  week,    belonged   a  tmique 

JBtiVncb         distinction.     It  is  the  cus- 
tom of  the  British  Govern- 
ment to  retire  its  diplomatic  servants  at  the  age 
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of  seventy.  Even  Lord  Dufiferin,  the  most  <^ff  |pOlt 
brilliant  and  successful  man  in  Britain's  for-  |iii»#  '3|f 
eign  service,  perhaps,  was  compelled  to  bow  to 
this  rule,  though  he  bore  his  years  lightly  and 
was  even  better  qualified  for  his  work  at  sev- 
enty than  at  fifty  years.  In  Lord  Paunce- 
fote's  case  the  rule  was  broken.  He  had 
proved  so  efficient  an  intermediary  between 
the  Governments  of  the  United  States  and 
Crreat  Britain  that  Washington  was  loth  to  lose 
him  and  the  Court  of  St.  James  knew  not  how 
to  fill  his  place.  He  therefore  remained  at  his 
post  though  in  his  seventy-third  year,  when  a 
fatal  illness  overcame  him.  The  position  he 
filled  so  well  is  not  so  free  from  difficulties  as 
many  of  Lord  Pauncefote's  predecessors 
found  it.  Many  of  the  interests  of  the  two 
countries  are  beginning  to  assume  the  attitude 
of  two  trains  running  in  opposite  directions 
upon  a  single  track.  There  does  not  seem  to 
be  much  chance  of  an  actual  collision,  but  not 
a  little  care  will  be  needed  to  keep  rivals  for 
the  world's  trade  in  a  state  of  good  humor. 
Lord  Pauncefote  was  so  fortunate  that  he 
satisfied  not  only  two  governments  but  two 
peoples.  The  Hon.  Alfred  Lyttleton  has  been 
mentioned  as  a  possible  successor.  To  me  it 
seems  that  he  possesses  all  the  qualifications 
required  for  so  high  a  post. 
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dP^f  A  newspaper  which  it  not 

((^nlOOfcft  3Brutal  considered  unfriendly  to  the 

tgno^  Trusts  says:     "The  Miners 

ranee  are  the  aristocrats  of  the  la- 

bor world."  The  labor  world 
would  have  my  profound  sjrmpathy  if  the  man 
who  thus  wrote  had  any  knowledge  of  his  sub- 
ject. I  know  every  foot  of  the  Anthracite 
coal  region,  and  if  there  be  any  aristocrats 
among  the  miners  their  aristocracy  is  not  due 
to  the  wages  which  are  doled  out  to  them. 
There  is  not  a  miner  in  the  Anthracite  region 
who  is  paid  in  proportion  to  his  labor,  without 
taking  into  the  slightest  consideration  the  risks 
that  labor  entails.  If  the  man  who  thus  sneers 
at  "the  aristocrats  of  the  labor  world"  were 
to  spend  one  hour  in  one  of  the  lower  levels  of 
a  coal  mine  he  would — after  giving  quavering 
Thanks  to  God  for  having  reached  the  surface 
alive — he  would  change  his  opinion  and  be 
willing  to  swear  that  miners  are  the  bravest 
.  men  in  the  labor  world  and  among  the  most 
wretchedly  paid. 

*     *     * 

Mr.  Whitelaw  Reid  has  ex- 

Wit^  plained  that  he  will  follow 

f)e  the  example  of  those  who 

Snorted        have     preceded     him     in 

wearing    knee-breeches    at 

the  Court  of  St.  James  when  he  appears  as 
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special  Ambassador  at  the  Coronation  of  King    <^g  |90lt 

Edward  VII.     A  man  with  a  well  shaped  leg   |l  lir^  'Sit 

seldom  objects  to  wear  knee-breeches  where 

he  will  find  himself  surrounded  with  a  more 

or  less  moth-eaten  collection  of  underpinning. 

It  has  been  said  that  Ex-Governor  Hogg  of 

Texas,  when  on  a  recent  visit    to    England 

snorted  at  the  suggestion  that  he  appear  in 

Court  costume.      If  you  know  or  have  seen 

Mr.  Hogg  you  will  understand,  if  he  snorted, 

why  he  snorted.     A  United  States   Senator 

refused  to  appear  at  a  White  House  dinner  in 

evening    clothes.     It    may    be    consoling    to 

reflect  that  he  missed  the  dinner,  but  he  has 

not  even  the  satisfaction  of  standing  to  his 

guns,  for  he  has  joined  those  who  ''While  in 

Rome  do  as  the  Romans  do." 

*     *     * 

One   is   surprised   when   a 

IKIlOlvee         Minister  of  the  Gospel  falls 

atlO  from  grace — as  the  phrase 

SbCCP  is — ^in  such  a   pronounced 

way  that  his  fall  becomes 
a  public  scandal.  This  exemplifies  the  force 
of  habit,  the  strength  of  early  impressions,  or 
hereditary  effect.  People  of  simple  or  honest 
mind  are  bred  in  the  belief  that  a  Minister  is 
without  vice  or  even  without  the  failings  of 
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tEf^t  ordinary  mortals.  A  majority  of  the  people 
((^nlOOtot  ^^  ^^  world  are  of  this  way  of  thinking  for 
they  are  of  dean  and  wholesome  manner  of 
thought  and  of  life.  They  know  that  there  are 
many  sects  and  they  may  be  attached  firmly 
to  one  of  these,  but  being  honest  in  their  beliefe 
they  are  not  so  small  in  their  mental  grasp 
as  to  doubt  the  good  faith  of  those  who  preach 
a  different  doctrine.  These  people  are  assured 
that  all  people  who  lead  clean  lives — ^in  the 
widest  sense — have  done  their  utmost  to 
attain  future  rest.  If  they  are  troubled  by 
doubt  it  is  caused  by  those  who  have  secured 
positions  of  prominence  and  power  in  the  so- 
called  religious  world,  and  who,  by  their  words 
and,  sometimes,  by  their  actions,  create  a  war 
of  sects.  The  spectacle  of  one  Minister  of  the 
Gospel  denouncing,  in  language  without 
consideration,  the  methods  of  another  is  war- 
ranted to  lose  more  members  to  all  churches 
than  the  earnest  and  wise  efforts  of  many 
Ministers  will  gain  for  them.  The  day  of 
complete  church  domination  is  past,  not  so 
much  through  the  independent  spirit  of  the 
people  as  through  the  unbearable  ignorance 
and  insolence  of  the  priest.  These  bickerings 
between  men  who  are  paid  to  save  souls  would 
not  be  permitted  in  any  other  profession.     In 
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other  walks  of  life  men  who  are  paid  to  do  00  f^Olt 
certain  work,  do  it  or  are  discharged.  The  ^{^  ^i 
church  is  a  business  institution,  with  this 
difference  between  it  and  all  others,  that  some 
of  its  heads  and  many  of  its  minor  lights  are 
unfit  for  their  positions.  They  are  hired  to 
preach  the  gospel  of  peace  and  goodwill. 
They  preach  war — not  a  war  that  has  some 
grandetu:  about  it  on  accoimt  of  its  limits — but 
guerilla  tactics  that  harass  and  disgust. 
They  are  chosen  to  be  an  example  to  their 
flocks.  They  waste  time  and  opportunity  in 
splitting  words  upon  points  of  no  value  in  a 
way  that  makes  a  Hindoo  or  a  Mohammedan 
tha^ik  his  God  that  he  was  not  bom  a  so-called 
Christian. 

*    *     * 

Many  of  them  are  unable, 

(306pel         apparently,  to  express  their 

Of  condemnation  of  others  who 

peace  are   in    the    same    line   of 

business  without  the  vitu- 
peration which  is  an  earmark  of  innate  vul- 
garity and  of  petty  minds.  A  member  of  the 
General  Assembly  of  the  Presbyterian  church, 
apropos  of  nothing  fitting,  made  an  attack 
upon  Colored  Ministers  of  the  Gospel ;  derided 
their  methods  and  their  efforts.    Mr.  William 
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tjj^ht  B.  Derrick,  Bishop  of  the  African  Methodist 
(OnldOkf  t  ^P^B^^P^  Church,  in  addressing  the  Annual 
Conference,  caused  the  five  hundred  delegates 
to  applaud  vigorously  when  he  called  this 
assailant  "a  fool,"  a  speaker  of  ''outrageous 
untruths"  and  ''a  devilish  man."  The  Rev. 
P.  A.  Ludden,  Roman  Catholic  Bishop  of  the 
diocese  of  Syracuse,  paid  his  compliments  to 
the  Presbyterian  General  Assembly  in  the 
following  terms :  "On  behalf  of  all  the  infants 
who  have  been  in  hell  for  two  hundred  and 
fifty  years,  I  wish  to  express  gratification  that 
they  are  to  be  let  out.  All  tiiose  who  are  to 
come  will  be  grateful  to  their  friends  that  they 
are  not  to  meet  the  same  awful  fate.  These 
poor  people  are  coming  back  to  the  Mother 
Church  which  they  left  years  ago."  With 
such  teachers  what  of  the  pupils?  There 
would  seem  to  be  little  chance  for  them  of  a 
season  of  peace  and  good  will  in  this  world, 
to  say  nothing  of  any  other  world.  The 
wonder  is  that  IngersoU  had  so  few  open  fol- 
lowers. That  there  are  so  many  who  believe 
as  he  believed,  even  among  those  who  pay 
pew  rents,  is  not  a  wonder  at  all. 
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With  every  desire  to  think  C|tf  i^OU 
®t  weU  of  the  District  Attor-  ^Lyf^^ 

S>OUbttul       ney's  oflSce  it  is  difficult  to  lllW  J|v 
^dor  do  so  in  the  face  of  much 

that  is  printed  in  the  news- 
papers. The  testimony  of  some  of  the 
witnesses  in  the  case  against  Captain  Herlihy, 
of  the  police,  as  well  as  the  quaMj  of  these 
witnesses,  is  such  as  to  cause  distrust  not  only 
of  the  methods  but  of  some  of  the  personnel  of 
the  office.  Nor  does  the  District  Attorney  set 
an  example  which  is  alwa3rs  satisfying.  There 
is  no  mawkish  sentimentality  about  the  law, 
yet  it  holds  an  accused  person  innocent  until 
proven  guilty.  When  the  Coroner's  Jury 
which  was  empaneled  to  say  how  and  by 
whom  Walter  JBrooks,  in  its  opinion,  was 
killed,  it  made  no  mention  of  Florence  Bums 
in  its  verdict.  At  this  stage  Mr.  Jerome  was 
asked  if  he  intended  to  lay  the  case  before  the 
Grand  Jury.  He  replied:  "If  you  can't 
convince  a  Magistrate  or  a  Coroner's  Jury, 
I  don't  think  it  can  be  any  use  to  try  to  con- 
vince a  Grand  Jury.  I  will  say,  however, 
that  I  think  the  evidence  points  to  one  person, 
and  that  is  Florence  Bums."  No  matter 
what  Mr.  Jerome  may  think,  it  does  not  seem 
to  me  that  the  District  Attorney  has  even  a 
right  to  make  such  a  statement.  Had  Mr. 
Philbin,  when  he  was  District  Attorney,  used 
language  of  similar  import  one  would  have 
gasped.  Mr.  Jerome  has  driven  us  beyond 
ttie  gasping  stage  and  the  experience  is  wnolly 
without  gratification. 

37 


d  by  Google 


tS^fft 


^^  ^  Mr.  Lawrence  Godkin  died 

/it^lAl^IZ  *'•  ^  England  last  week  in  his 

HPJiwmtX         Xawtence       seventy-first  year.     He  was 
0oMlin  bom  an  Irishman,  thought 

as  an  Englishman  and  lived 
as  an  American.  As  Editor  of  The  Evening 
Post  he  gave  to  that  paper  a  reputation  v^ch 
made  for  it  many  admirers  and  not  a  few 
enemies.  As  a  writer  of  polished  English  he 
was  without  an  equal  upon  the  American 
press.  His  style  was  lucid  and  severe.  He 
was  qualified  to  discuss  and  advise  upon  any 
subject  of  general  interest  or  importance,  but 
his  information  was  often  su^rior  to  his  con- 
clusions as  he  permitted  partisanship  to  cloud 
his  judgment.  In  private  life  he  was  a  man 
of  much  charm.     '*'    4:     * 

Those  who  stay  at  home  and 

^bin«  yelp  at  some  of  the  methods 

dftinneO        used  by  a  few  of  our  sol- 

patriots        diers  in  the  Philippines  in 

order  to  secure  lasting  peace 

in  that  archipelago  seem  to  think  that  the  said 

soldiers  invented  the  Water  Cure.      In  this 

they  are  mistaken.     The  Water  Cure  is  a 

legacy  of  the  Spaniards  and  is  used  because 

the  Filipinos  are  accustomed  to  it.     It  answers 

its  purpose  and  is  much  less  harassing  to  them 

than  a  new  form  of  physical  suasion  would  be. 

Besides  it  is  only  in  this  way  that  some 

Filipinos  could  be  induced  to  use  water.     One 

never  hears  of  the  administration  of  the  Water 

Cure  by  the  Filipinos  to  American  soldiers, 

although  the  latter  would  prefer  it,  probably, 

to   disembowelment. 
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!F£  here  on  the  housetop  grows  too 
circumscribed  when  the  thermome- 
ter registers  eighty,  with  aspirations 
after  ninety  degrees.  The  far,  jade 
water  calls  to  me;  the  inexorable 
sky  urges  me  forth;  the  young  sun  smiles  a 
welcome.  In  these  da3rs  business  is  a  dis- 
cipline, politics  an  affectation. 
The  glad  Spring  stretches  her  arms  in  yearn- 
ing to  me,  and  I  were  a  boor  did  I  refuse  to  lie 
in  them.  The  man  who  hears  that  invitation 
and  heeds  it  not,  but  turns  himself  to  money- 
grubbing  in  Wall  Street,  to  jobbery  in  Tam- 
many Hall,  is  no  friend  of  mine  or  of  yours — 
is  a  thin-blooded,  Shylock  person,  a  miser  of 
the  God-spark  within  him.  For  such  is  there 
no  space  here  on  the  housetop,  no  smallest 
comer  in  our  charity.  He  is  an  alien,  an 
exile  from  humanity. 

And  so,  the  other  day,  I  sought  the  company  of 
a  friend  I  could  trust — drove  to  him  through 
the  soft  greenery  of  the  Park  avenues,  imder 
clustered  wisteria  blooms,  past  squirrels  and 
robin  redbreasts.     The  world  I  had  known  in 
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tH^ht  ^^  adversity — snow-clad  and  ice-bound — ^had 
il^nlOOfcft  ^^®^S®^  from  its  poverty;  had  awaked  from 
its  winter  sleep,  fresh-featured  and  joyous, 
with  the  warm  blood  coursing  through  its 
every  member.  From  each  shrub  twig,  from 
each  blade  of  grass,  the  soul  looked  out  and 
laughed  in  the  glad  morning. 
Zola  has  been  present  at  that  birth  hour  of 
the  Spring.  To  him  Nature  whispered  only 
of  procreation,  of  the  infinite  prolongation  of 
generations  of  the  present.  To  me,  that  Sim- 
day  morning,  she  sang  of  a  progression  and  a 
development,  of  an  eternity  of  hope.  There 
was  no  Hell,  only  a  Heaven  in  her  prediction. 
From  the  yacht — a  subtle  thing  of  teak  and 
mahogany,  her  restive  heart  throbbing  with 
desire — I  turned  to  gaze  at  the  strange  ant- 
hill man  had  builded  himself,  at  its  factories 
and  its  residential  palaces,  at  its  monuments 
to  a  prideful  present  and  its  tributes  to  an 
honored  dead,  at  its  churches  of  Christian 
Science  and  its  cathedrals  of  Catholicism. 
They  formed  a  strange  commentary  upon 
man's  assurance  in  a  present,  upon  his  per- 
plexity concerning  a  future. 
Once  before  I  had  stood  with  my  host  and 
regarded  a  city.  It  was  from  the  saluting 
battery  of  the  Citadel  at  Cairo.  From  that 
40 


d  by  Google 


forteeas  of  the  Mam^ukes  we  had  looked  out  9tift  Of 
across  the  praying  dty,  over  the  dead  city  of  *||^  mm 
Cairo  to  the  silvery  streak  of  IKle,  then  had 
followed  it  down  between  the  minarets  of 
three  hundred  mosques  to  where  the  seem- 
ingly new-minted  sun  was  clipped  by  the 
purple  triangle  of  the  Pyramid  of  Cheops. 
We  had  held  the  view  but  an  instant,  and 
then  the  turquoise  Egyptian  day  had  given 
place  to  the  sapphire  £g]rptian  night. 
The  scene  came  back  to  me  as  I  gazed  up 
from  the  river  at  the  bizarre  modernities  of 
the  Riverside  Drive — there,  a  city  of  a  dozen 
civilizations;  here,  a  dty  in  chrysalis;  there, 
a  city  of  tombs;  here,  a  city  of  merry-go- 
rounds;  there,  a  city  of  one  god  and  one 
proi^et;  here,  a  city  of  a  hundred  gods,  a 
multitude  of  prophets.  What  had  the  inter- 
vening millennia  advantaged  us?  We  have 
attained  no  nearer  Heaven  than  did  the  mas- 
ter builder  of  the  Great  Pyramid  at  Cairo. 
For  me  there  is  little  hope  of  building  a  way 
to  Heaven,  however  concise  the  designs, 
however  trustworthy  the  steel  construction. 
I  had  rather  climb  a  tree  than  a  church  spire, 
and  from  its  summit  shall  expect  to  see  as  far 
into  the  empyrean.  There  is  for  me  more  of 
the  revtiation  of  Heaven  in  the  blossoms  of  a 
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flphf  bash  on  the  Palisades  than  in  all  the  churches 
^nlMtXt  oiMsnhattan. 

But  speculation  goes  ill  with  a  Spring  day, 
and  is  an  imposition  on  a  hospitable  host. 
I  had  come  to  learn  from  Nature,  and  al- 
ready I  was  lost  in  bootless  introspection.  I 
turned  me  to  the  "Margaret,"  and  the  very 
name  carried  me  far  from  Egypt  and  from 
America  to  the  bonnie  home  land  of  southern 
Scotland.  There  is  more  of  poetry  to  me  in 
those  names  of  "Margaret"  and  "Scotland" 
than  in  all  the  volumes  of  verse  since  Csedmon. 
As  Emerson  has  said:  "Every  word  was  once 
a  poem." 

It  may  be  a  constitutional  defect,  it  may  be 
bad  taste,  it  may  have  been  a  misdirected 
education,  but  it  has  alwajrs  seemed  to  me 
that  the  rhymed  writer  has  received  an  imdue 
prominence  in  the  world  of  letters.  He  has 
usurped  to  himself  the  name  of  Poet — a  name 
which  once  belonged  to  all  artists  whose  mode 
of  expression  was  words.  He  has  arrogated 
to  himself  the  aristocracy  of  literature  with- 
out hereditary  right  or  demonstrated  worth. 
He  has  made  himself  dictator  in  the  republic 
of  letters. 

Emerson  was  right  when  he  wrote:  "Poetry 
was  all  written  before  time  was,  and  when- 
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ever  we  are  so  finely  organized  that  we  can  9[>t{ft  of 
penetrate  into  that  region  where  the  air  is  ^i.^  map 
musicy  we  hear  those  primal  warblings  and 
attempt  to  write  them  down,  but  we  lose  ever 
and  anon  a  word  or  a  verse,  and  substitute 
something  of  our  own,  and  thus  miswrite  the 
poem.  The  men  of  more  delicate  ear  write 
down  these  cadences  more  faithfully,  and 
these  transcripts,  though  imperfect,  become 
the  songs  of  the  nations  For  nature  is  as 
truly  beautiful  as  it  is  good,  or  as  it  is  reason- 
able, and  must  as  much  appear  as  it  must  be 
done,  or  be  known.  Words  and  deeds  are 
quite  indifferent  modes  of  the  divine  energy. 
Words  are  also  actions,  and  actions  are  a 
kind  of  words." 

And  so  it  is  that  "Margaret"  is  to  me  a  poem 
— a  picture  in  a  word.  "Scotland,"  too, 
holds  more  of  music  in  its  name  than  all  the 
odes  that  have  been  addressed  to  it.  The 
word  is  motherland  and  fatherland,  a  land  of 
brooding  hills  and  laughing  valleys,  of  swift 
rushing  streams  and  unfathomed  mountain- 
tarns,  of  men  who  fight  and  women  who  love 
— of  enduring  friendships. 
The  "Margaret,"  so  soon  as  the  leash  was 
slipped,  dashed  eagerly  forward  between  the 
absurdities  of  the  city  and  the  majesties  of  the 
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'QP^  Palisades,  upward  past  the  rivenide  villagea 
^ttlOOkCf  and  the  slow  inhabitants  in  punts  fishing, 
past  the  ostentations  of  Ardsley  and  the  grim 
realities  of  Sing  Sing,  past  the  foothills  of  the 
Catskills  into  the  dream  part  of  the  Hudson. 
No  rhymester  has  ever  recorded  the  beauties 
of  those  flower-flecked  river  banks,  the  broad 
sweep  of  water,  the  domed  sky  overhead. 
Such  chronicle  as  lives  came  from  a  man  of 
prose,  from  a  writer  who  refused  to  be  fettered 
m  measured  feet,  to  be  shackled  with  syllables 
of  a  like  termination.  The  rhythmic  fall  of 
good  prose  has  more  of  music  in  it  to  my  ear 
than  aught  in  the  poets. 
The  other  day  for  my  pleasure  I  sought,  in  the 
poets,  descriptions  of  the  Spring.  I  found 
Spenser  rhapsodizing  over, 

'*  faire  May,  the  fayrest  Mayd  on  i^round 
Deck't  all  with  dainties  of  her  season's  pryde. 
And  throwin^^  flowres  out  of  her  lap  around.*' 

Herrick  had  nothing  better  to  offer  than: 

*'  The  dew-bespani^led  herb  and  tree." 

Milton,  alwavs  subjective,  saw  only  the  health- 
ful effects  of  Spring: 

As  some  sailer  sin^^ 
The  frolick  wind  that  breathes  the  sprinir 
Zephyr,  with  Aurora  playing. 
As  he  met  her  once  a-maying  ; 
There  on  beds  of  violets  blue, 
And,  fresh-blown  rcses  wash'd  in  dew, 
Pill'd  her  with  thee  a  daui^hter  fair, 
So  buxom,  blithe,  and  debonair. 
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Host  beantiful  of  all  is  that  earliest  of  Enc^isli  S>Hf(  d 

''**^'  the  H)av 

Summer  is  yeomen  in,  7-  c« 

Loud  sing  cuckoo : 

Qrowetb  seed. 

And  bloweth  mead. 
And  springeth  the  weed  anew. 

Yet  is  there  little  of  expositioiial  value  in  all 
of  the  songs  to  Spring  that  litter  our  literature. 
We  are  IcTt  to  gaze  at  the  hills  and  the  rivers 
and  the  clouds,  to  wonder  why  they  have 
failed  of  adequate  interpretation,  to  realize 
how  little  description  has  carried  to  us  of  the 
scenery  of  foreign  parts — ^to  discover  how 
much  more  is  conveyed  to  us  by  the  words 
«<mountain"  and  ^'stream"  than  by  all  that  has 
been  written  concerning  them.  If  it  be  true 
that  the  poets  have  me  finest  perceptions, 
then  are  we  others  of  an  infinitely  coarse 
mould. 

When  I  see  a  landscape  by  Oeorge  Inness  or 
Diaz  or  Theodore  Rousseau,  I  have  no  difBl- 
culty  in  tmderstanding  the  interpretation  of 
If  ature.  It  impresses  me  by  its  truth.  When 
I  read  Spenser  or  Wordsworth  or  even  Keats,  I 
feel  the  presence  of  the  footlights,  the  false 
glare  of  the  calcium.  It  is  not  Nature  as  I 
have  known  her.  And  yet  the  poet  possesses 
more  delicate  tools,  a  richer  pallet  than  anv 
Minter.  For  word-landscapes  I  go  to  Leigh 
Hunt  and  Charles  Lamb,  to  ]fat£miel  Haw- 
thorne and  Thoreau.  In  their  prose  I  find  a 
truer  picture  than  in  any  poetry. 

ROGER  SKIRVING. 
45 


d  by  Google 


lUtip  3Settp*fi;  Comment 


DN  emulation  of  the  directorate  beauties, 
and  in  imitation  of  a  later  example 
set  by  Miss  Roosevelt,  our  girls  find 
double  reason  for  the  patronage  of  the 
cane.  This  is  a  pleasant  fad  enough; 
engaging  the  feminine  with  a  toy 
which  vies  with  the  fan  in  grace  while  it  offers 
tempting  possibilities  for  becoming  chic.  The 
proper  wand  must  be  about  tlu'ee  feet  in 
lenrthy  straight,  li^ht  in  weight  and  tipped 
wim  a  block  of  either  silver  or  gold  large 
enough  to  permit  a  monogram.  As  the 
value  of  these  trifles  is  small,  good  form  does 
not  forbid  of  their  interchange  between  ac- 

Suaintance  so  that  when  marked  with  a 
ouble  initial  they  assume  the  character  of 
pretty  souvenirs.  Speaking  of  the  Roosevelt 
family  recalls  to  mmd  the  personality  of  a 
truly  remarkable  member:  Mr.  Robert  Roose- 
velt, of  57  Fifth  Avenue.  This  gentleman 
must  be  close  to  eighty  years  old,  yet  he  spends 
more  than  half  his  dajrs  in  his  studio,  painting 
away  with  a  perseverance  bom  of  talent. 
The  house,  hung  with  his  creations  from 
entrance  to  attic,  takes  on  a  stimulative  at- 
mosphere for  the  art  loving  visitor  who  finds 
the  mastre  as  unbiased  an  enthusiast  as  a 
boy  of  the  Latin  quarter. 
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r  conscience  alone  makes  cowards  of  us  one  |t8tP 
wonders  why  it  is  that  the  people  en  route  \tz^f^^^ 
to  the  coronation  take  both  pains  and  -KJCuH^ft 
trouble  to  deny  all  recognition  of  that  cere-  COttlttlfttC 
mony.  That  uncrowned  ^ueen,  Mrs.  Ogden 
Mills,  is  reported  as  having  waxed  almost 
human  on  me  intimation  that  her  European 
departure  betokened  a  curiosity  concerning 
these  celebrations.  There  is  small  doubt  but 
that  Mrs.  WUs  tibrough  the  sisterly  efforts  of 
Mrs.  Cavendish  Bentick  contemplates  an  im- 
pressive swath  with  a  termination  in  the  inn 
nermost  circle  of  British  ezclusion,  so  why 
does  Mrs.  Mills  dodge  a  confession  of  weak- 
ness? After  all,  a  kmg's  crowning  is  not  such 
an  every  day  event  tluit  one  need  hesitate  to 
admit  to  an  interest;  although  of  course,  a 
Livingston  may  support  a  different  etiquette. 
The  amusing  part  of  it  is  that  her  example  is 
being  daily  followed  by  whole  boat  loads  of 
women  who  are  "merely  spending  Jime  in 
London."  Let  us  trust  that  London  appre- 
ciates their  devotion. 

♦    ♦    * 

ris  good  to  have  General  Porter  with  us 
once  more.  He  is  not  the  onlv  American 
among  the  Rochambeau  visitors,  for 
gayest  of  ue  party  is  the  Comtesse  de  Cham- 
brun  who  was  bom  a  Cincinnati  Longworth 
and  whose  wedding  a  year  or  so  ago  acted  as  a 
social  dimaz  for  that  soot-girdled  little  city. 
Nothing  so  ultra  smart  is  to  be  looked  for 
until  another  generation.  Her  brother,  mcho- 
las  Loneworth,  is  a  kind  of  international  celeb- 
rity and  breaker  of  hearts  from  the  golf  links 
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fjj^l  of  nice  to  the  sands  of  Bar  Harbor.  ^Rlc" 
/A«*i.<^i**«.  ^lo^uit  be  past  forty  and  has  for  long  been 
9niOOHer  i^dd,  but  his  violin  playing,  which  he  does 
welly  and  his  love  making,  which  he  does 
better,  prove  a  perennial  allurement  to  the 
debutante.  The  crust  of  Cincinnati  is  de- 
structive to  beauty.  No  one  has  a  dean 
face  out  there,  and  it  behooves  a  bride  to  jrfn 
her  faith  to  an  unspotted  character,  for  her 
veil  is  sure  to  be  necked;  while  a  mominff 
ablution  appears  under  the  disguise  of  a  mua 
bath.  Perhaps  it  has  medicinal  qualities 
and  produces  kind  hearts,  for  the  dwellers  of 
that  hilly  region  aboimd  in  grace. 


TVT  "Driftwood,"  the  Mamaroneck  home 
H  of  Mr.  Henry  Siegel,  are  two  Sevres 
•^  I  vases  presented  by  the  Emperor  Napo- 
leon to  his  brother  Jerome.  On  either  piece 
is  a  scene  commemorative  of  a  Napoleonic 
exploit  and  so  minutely  done  that  the  result 
is  as  convincing  as  a  twenty-foot  painting. 
Mr.  Siegel,  who  owns  to  a  craze  for  Napoleon, 
is  a  tireless  collector  of  all  things  historic,  in 
which  fancy  he  is  so  aided  and  abetted  by  his 
clever  spouse  that,  in  the  course  of  their 
travelings,  they  have  picked  up  enough  at- 
tractive odds  and  ends  of  lamps  and  cabtnets, 
pictures  and  bric-a-brac  to  stock  a  museum; 
and  all  of  the  genuine  stamp.  People  who 
have  counterfeits  to  palm  off  must  perforce 
apply  elsewhere,  for  while  the  Siegels  ai« 
generous,  they  lack  not  in  both  an  art  tt&d  m 
worldly  wisdom. 
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/TOLONEL  M.  J.  O'BRIEN  who  is  at  |Latm 
u/^  present  whiling  away  a  week  or  two  in  aib,^^,^ 
%^  Paris  is  a  landmark  of  Sherry's,  the  l^ttt^  » 
blnffest  of  bachelors  and,  withal,  the  best  of  itt^Ottlttftttt 
fellows.  He  is  good  about  hauling  people 
through  the  South  in  his  car,  and  those  so 
fortunate  as  to  be  his  guests  command  un- 
limited possibilities  for  enjoying  themselves. 
The  Colonel  takes  a  yearly  jaunt  to  Cuba, 
where  he  is  lionized  by  the  senoritas.  They 
tell  a  story  there  that  he  may  appreciate  too 
well  to  deny.  He  is  said  to  have  invited  a 
pretty  woman  and  her  chaperon  to  breakfast 
with  him  at  the  Inglaterra;  at  the  same  time 
asking  in  a  couple  of  men  friends  with  the 
assurance  that  mey  were  to  have  a  beauty 
treat.  The  feast  for  five  was  spread,  the 
friends  were  early,  but  the  pretty  woman  ap- 
peared not.  She  had  no  idea  of  comin|^,  as 
Havana  frowns  upon  these  international 
flirtations,  and  the  beauty  was  no  less  cir- 
cumspect than  the  least  lovely  of  her  sisters. 
She  told  the  tale,  punctuated  with  giggles,  to 
half  Havana,  and  the  good  Colonel  was 
quizzed  to  the  last  limits  of  amiability.  The 
mends,  in  their  loyalty,  ate  themselves  to  the 
verge  of  apoplexy  in  enorts  to  dispose  of  the 
breakfast,  and  had  their  betrayer's  silence 
been  as  loyal,  Latin  society  would  have  missed 
amerry Jest.  ♦    ^     ♦ 

XIFTeR  June  one  of  the  restaurants  will 
W%  open  a  hanging  garden  about  which  it 
«/  ■  meantime  observes  a  diplomatic  se- 
crecy. The  chances  are,  that,  like  the  Waldorf 
roo^  it  will  be  ovenun  with  such  a  vigorous 
set  mat  merely  smart  people  will  have  to  fore- 
go its  pleasures.  BETTY  STAIR 
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C|)e  Ij^la^ 


|0R  three  long  seasons  London  waited, 
with  bated  breath,  the  appearance 
in  its  heavens  of  a  Western  Star. 
By  the  fourth  season  the  pose  had 
grown  constrained,  the  incidental 
bottling  up  of  breath  uncomfortable.  The 
fifth  season,  London  ceased  to  watch  the  sky, 
had  lost  its  interest  in  the  fiery  orb  whose 
coming  had  been  so  vociferously  proclaimed 
in  prophetic  paragraphs.  On  the  very  verge 
of  an  apoplexy  it  returned  to  the  contempla- 
tion of  familiar  constellations.  Since  then  it 
has  refused  to  be  tricked  into  farther  consid- 
eration of  an  American  prodigy. 
Those  of  us  who  have  seen  the  nightly  rising 
and  setting  of  the  local  luminary  have  won- 
dered if,  after  all,  we  were  justified  in  so 
alarming  Europe  at  its  first  ascension  above 
our  horizon.  Miss  Maude  Adams  has  been 
with  us  five  seasons  as  a  star.  At  her  first 
coming  we  hailed  her  as  a  planet  of  the  first 
magnitude.  With  time  and  an  increased 
familiarity  we  have  grown  to  look  upon  her 
with  some  slight  misgiving.  By  her  light  we 
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have   read  familiar   parts  with  little  fresh  ILaH^ 
elttddation,  have  penetrated  no  farther  into  1|grttV'tf 
the  mysteries  of  the  masters.     There  be  even  ufrttttiit^tti' 
those  who  have  grown  to  doubt  her  right  to  ^^wm^f 
first  place  in  the  constellations  of  the  Western 
Hemisphere. 

Time  was  when  the  stage  was  illuminated  by 
the  Woffingtons  and  Siddonses,  the  Jordans 
and  the  Powells,  when  only  the  art  within 
her  could  make  the  success  of  an  actress.  In 
those  da3rs  an  actress  was  made  ridiculous  by 
the  glaring  anachronisms  of  the  wardrobe,  by 
the  incongruities  of;  the  play  setting,  by  the 
paucity  of  the  armies,  courts  and  mobs  con- 
tributing to  the  spectacle.  She  must  make  her 
personality  triumph  over  the  adverse  circum- 
stances surrounding  her.  She  must  appeal 
to  the  very  Imagination  of  her  audience,  not 
to  the  grosser  appreciation  of  magnificence 
and  mass. 

In  those  da3rs  the  woman  player  was  an 
actress,  not  a  mere  Dramatic  Clothes  Horse. 
Nor  is  there  evidence  in  the  writings  of  our 
grandfathers  and  greater  grandfathers  that 
the  gentlemen  of  Queen  Anne  and  the  Georges 
were  particularly  unsophisticated  genera- 
tions of  playgoers.  The  wags  of  Drury  Lane 
twere  as  ready  to  smoke  Sir  Roger  de  Coverley 
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Ql^f  for  his  naivete  as  wottld  any  coterie  of  clu!r 
dl«*lAAk#f  men  to-day.  The  sense  of  the  ridicttloua  wb 
tCPnuwnr^  as  lively  then  as  now,  yet  did  the  great  actors 
and  the  greater  actresses  overcome  it  and  did 
register  successes  succeeding  generations  have 
not  known.  They  possessed  that  personal 
magnetism  which  reaches  over  the  fooHights, 
that  ''tacit  understanding"  between  player 
and  playgoer  of  which  eentle  EUa  wrote,  that 
sympathy  of  which  my  mend,  Roger  Skirving, 
discoursed  the  other  day  as  existing  between 
writer  and  reader.  Where  do  we  possess  such 
sympathy  in  our  great  productions?  Verily, 
there  was  more  o^f  art  in  the  barnstormers  oi 
three  generations  ago  than  on  the  whole 
metropolitan  stage  of  to-day. 
We  live  on  the  outside  of  things  in  these  days, 
have  almost  lost  the  capacity  to  interpret  the 
inside,  the  real  side.  Miss  Maude  Adams, 
sweet,  innocuous,  pliant,  satisfies  us,  so  be 
that  she  is  supported— literally  and  techniodly 
— by  a  company  well  groomed  and  assiduously 
trained.  As  Heinrich  Heine  long  ago  wrote, 
''By  Apis,  how  great  is  the  number  of  the 
exoteric  theatre  goers,  how  small  the  number 
of  the  esoterics  1" 

By  that  ereater  public  is  the  modem  theatre 
supported,  the  modem  star  acclaimed*  Hence 
the  success  of  the  Syndicate,  the  degeneracy 
of  the  Art! 

JAQUESL 
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Catiem  ^ttiza 


By  THE  OLD  LOBBYIST 

DT  is  not  the  blood  which  flows  at  the 
front,  my  children,  that  is  the  worst  of 
war;  it  is  the  money  corruption  that 
goes  on  at  the  rear.  In  old  Sparta, 
theft  was  not  theft  unless  discovered 
in  process  of  accomplishment,  and 
those  larcenous  morals  taught  of  Lycursus 
would  seem,  on  the  heels  of  our  own  civil 
war,  to  have  found  widest  consent  and  adop- 
tion throughout  every  department  of  gov- 
ernment. The  public  hour  reeled  with  rot- 
tenness, and  you  may  be  very  sure  the  New 
Teik  Customs  went  as  staggeringly  corrupt 
as  the  rest. 

It  is  to  my  own  proper  shame  that  I  should 
have  fallen  to  have  art  or  part  or  lot  in  such 
iniquities.  Yet  I  went  into  them  with  open 
eyes  and  hands,  and  a  heart — ^himgry  as  a 
mke's — ^for  whatever  of  spoil  chance  or  skil- 
niUy  constructed  opportunity  might  place 
within  my  reach.  My  sole  defense,  and  that 
now  sounds  slight  and  trivial  even  to  my 
partial  ears,  was  the  one  I  advanced  the  other 
day;  my  two-ply  hatred  of  government 
both  for  injuries  done  mv  region  of  the  South 
as  well  as  the  personal  rum  visited  on  me 
wfaoB  my  iU-wisWs  struck  down  that  enter- 
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^hf  prise  of  steamed  tobacco  which  was  making 
dftnlAAlr^r  ™®  '^^^  That  is  all  I  may  urge  in  extenua- 
tOniUIOSrr  tion,  and  I  concede  its  meager  insufficiency. 
But  however  somber  of  moral  my  tale  may 
be,  if  I  am  to  tell  it  before  the  moon  conies 
up,  I  must  press  forward. 
As  Fve  said,  I  obtained  an  appointment  as  an 
inspector  of  Customs,  and  afterward  worked 
side  by  side,  and  I  mifht  add  hand  and 
glove,  with  our  old  friends,  Quin  and  Loms 
of  the  Story  of  the  Smuggled  Silks.  That 
fearsome  honest  Chief  Inspector  who  so  put 
my  heart  to  a  trot  had  been  dismissed  for 
some  ill-timed  integrity,  I  supj^ose — sharply 
in  the  wake  of  that  day  he  frightened  me; 
and  when  I  took  up  life's  burdens  as  an  officer 
of  the  Customs,  my  companions,  together 
with  myself,  were  all  black  sheep  together. 
Was  there  by  any  chance  an  honest  man 
among  us,  he  did  not  mention  it,  surely;  nor 
did  he  lapse  into  act  or  deed  that  might  have 
been  evidence  to  prove  him  pure.  Yes,  for- 
sooth I  ignorance  could  be  overlooked,  drunk- 
enness condoned,  indolence  reproved;  but 
for  that  officer  of  our  Customs,  in  those  years 
to  closely  follow  the  Civil  War,  who  was 
found  guilty  of  honesty,  there  shone  no  ray 
of  hope.  He  was  seized  on  and  cast  into 
outer  unofficial  darkness,  there  to  exercise  his 
dangerous  probity  in  private  life.  There 
was  no  room  for  such  among  us;  no  peace 
or  safety  for  the  rest  while  he  remained. 
Wherefore,  we  of  a  proper  blackness,  were 
like  so  many  descendants  of  Diogenes,  for- 
ever searching  among  ourselves  to  find  an 
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honest  man;  but  with  a  fullest  purpose  when   (Q^h( 
discovered,   of   his    destruction.     We    main-  /|fetttM#rAr>tf 
tained  a  strictest  quarantine  against  any  in-  VtOTprror  » 
fection  of  truth,   and   I   positively   believe,  ClSSftf 
with  such  success,  that  it  was  excluded  from 
our  midst.     That  honest  Chief  Inspector  was 
dismissed,  I  say;  Loms  told  me  of  it  before 
I'd  been  actively  in  place  an  hour,  and  the 
news  gave  me  deepest  satisfaction. 
That  gentleman  who  was  official  head  of  the 
coterie  of  revenue  hunters  to  which  I  was  as- 
si^ed    was    peculiarly    the    man    unusual. 
His  true  name,  if  I  ever  heard  it,  has  sUpped 
from  my  memory;  among  us  of  the  Customs, 
he    was    known    as    Betelnut    Jack.     Loms 
took  me  into  his  presence  and  made  us  known 
to  one  another  early  in  my  revenue  career. 
I  had  been  told  stories  of  this  man  by  both 
Loms  and   Quin.     They   deeply  reverenced 
him  for  his  virtues  of  courage  and  cunning, 
and  the  praises  of  Betelnut  Jack  were  never 
tired  on  meir  Hps. 

Betelnut  Jack  was  at  his  home  in  the  Bowerv. 
Jack  in  years  gone  by,  had  been  a  hardy 
member  ot  one  of  those  Volunteer  fire  com-  , 
panies  which  in  that  hour  notably  augmented 
the  perils  of  an  urban  life.  Jack  was  a 
doughty  fighter,  and  with  a  speaking  trump 
in  one  hand  and  a  spanner-wrench  in  the 
other,  had  done  deeds  of  derring  whereof 
one  might  still  hear  the  sigh.  And  he  be- 
came for  these  strong-hand  reasons  a  tower 
of  strength  in  politics;  and  obtained  that 
eminence  in  the  Customs  which  was  his  when 
first  we  met. 
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Q^hf  lUitdnut  Jack  reoeiTed  Lonu  and  myself  in 
his  din^  small  coop  of  a  parlor,  ^fie  was 
onmamed — a  popular  theory  in  accounting 
for  tins  heing  ^t  he'd  been  crossed  in  love 
in  his  youth.  Besides  the  parlor,  Jack's  es- 
tahKshment  contained  only  one  room,  a  bed- 
loom  it  was,  a  shadow  larger  than  the  bed. 
Betdmtt  Jack  himself  was  short,  thin,  wiry, 
dark,  and  with  a  face  which,  while  showing 
marks  of  former  wars,  was  the  seat  of  a  quiet, 
kindly  good-hnmor.  There  had  been  an 
actor,  Chanfrao,  who  played  'Vose,  the  Fire- 
man.** Betefaint  Jade  resembled  in  dress 
his  Bowery  brodier  of  the  stage.  His  soiled 
silk  hat  stood  on  a  dresser.  He  wore  a  long 
skirted  coat,  a  red  shirt,  a  belt  which  upheld — 
in  a  manner  so  absent  minded  that  one  feared 
for  the  consequences — ^his  trousers;  these 
latter  garments  in  their  terminations  were 
tucked  mside  the  gaudy  tops  of  calfskin  boots ; 
small  and  wrinkleless  these,  and  fitting  like  a 
glove,  with  the  yellow  seams  of  the  soles  each 
day  carefully  re-yellowed  to  the  end  that 
they  be  noted  and  admired  of  men.  Betelnut 
Jack's  dark  hair,  a  shade  of  gray  streaking  it 
m  places,  was  crisp  and  wavy;  and  a  long 
cun,  carefully  twisted  and  oiled,  was  brought 
down  as  low  as  the  angle  of  his  jaw  just  for- 
ward of  each  ear. 

''Be  honest,  young  manl"  said  Betelnut  Jack, 
at  the  close  of  a  lecture  concerning  my  duties; 
"be  honest  1  But  if  you  must  take  wrong 
money,  take  enough  each  time  to  pay  for  the 
loss  of  your  job.  Do  you  see  this?"  And 
Jack's  hand  fell  on  a  large  morocco  bound 
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copy  of  ^^Josephtts"  which  lay  on  his  table.   fElbt 
•*well,  Loms  will  tell  you  what  stories  I  look  gotZ^^^^y^ 
for  in  that."  ^SmpttWB 

And  Loms,  as  we  came  away,  told  me.  Once  ^imti 
a  week  it  was  the  practise  of  each  inspector 
to  split  off  twenty  per  cent,  of  his  pillage. 
He  would,  thus  organized,  pay  a  visit  to  his 
chief,  the  worthy  Betelnut  Jack.  As  they 
gossiped.  Jack's  ever-ready  hospitality  would 
cause  him  to  retire  for  a  moment  to  tilie  bed- 
room in  search  of  a  demijohn  of  personal 
whisky.  While  alone  in  the  ^'parlor,  the 
visiting  inspector  would  place  his  contribu- 
tion between  the  leaves  of  ''Josephus,"  and 
thereby  the  humiliating,  if  not  dangerous, 
passage  of  money  from  hand  to  hand  was 
missed. 

There  existed  but  one  further  trait  of  care- 
taking  forethought  belonging  with  the  worthy 
Betelnut  Jack.  It  would  have  come  to  them 
personally  better  had  others  of  that  devious 
clique  of  customs  copied  Betelnut  Jack  in 
this  last  cautious  characteristic.  Justice  is  a 
tortoise,  while  rascality's  a  hare;  yet  justice 
though  shod  with  lead  wins  ever  the  race  at 
last.  Betelnut  Tack  knew  this;  and  while 
getting  darkly  rich  with  the  others,  he  was 
ever  ready  for  the  fall.  While  his  comrades 
drove  fast  horses,  or  builded  brown-stone 
fronts,  or  affected  extravagant  opera  and 
supper  afterward  with  those  painted  lilies  of 
femminity  in  whose  society  they  delighted, 
Betelnut  Tack  dimg  to  his  old  rude  Bowery 
nest  of  sticks  and  straws  and  mud,  and  Uved 
^u  without  a  change  his  Bowery  life.     He 
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^h0  Btsffered  no  improvements  whether  of  haint 
.#^^1^^1*1-  or  of  habitat,  and  provoked  no  question- 
9nlOOBer  asking  by  any  gUdcd  new  methods  of  life. 

As  fast  as  Betemut  Tack  got  money,  he  bought 
United  States  bonds.  With  each  new  thou^ 
sand,  he  got  a  new  bond;  and  tucked  it  safely 
away  among  its  fellows.  These  pledges  of 
government  he  kept  packed  in  a  small  hand- 
bag; this  stood  at  his  bed's  head,  ready  for 
instant  flight  with  him.  When  the  downfall 
did  occur,  as  following  sundry  years  of  loot 
and  customs  pillage  was  the  desperate  case. 
Betelnut  Jack  witii  the  earliest  whisper  of 
peril,  stepped  into  his  raiment  and  his  calfskin 
boots,  took  up  his  satchel  of  bonds,  and  with 
over  six  hundred  thousand  dollars  of  these 
securities — enough  to  cushion  and  make 
pleasantly  sure  tiie  balance  of  his  dajrs — said 
<<good  by"  to  the  Bowery,  and  was  out  of  the 
country  and  into  a  comer  of  safety  as  fast  as 
ship  might  swim. 

But  now  you  grow  impatient;  you  would 
hear  in  more  of  detail  concerning  what  went 
criminally  forward  behind  the  curtains  of 
Customs  in  those  later  '60*  of  last  century. 
For  myself.  I  may  tell  of  no  great  personal 
exploits.  1  did  not  remain  long  in  revenue 
service;  fear,  rather  than  honesty,  forced  me 
to  resign;  and  throughout  that  brief  period 
of  my  office  holding,  youth  and  a  lack  of 
eminence  in  practical  iniquity  prevented  my 
main  employment  in  those  queer  transac- 
tions whidi  from  time  to  time  took  place.  I 
was  liked,  I  was  trusted.  I  knew  what  went 
forward  and  in  the  end  I  had  my  share  of 
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the  ill  profits;  but  the  plans  and,  nsaallYi  tIPbt 
the  work  came  from  others  of  a  more  subtile  ^ntZ^^^^,^ 
and  experienced  fertility.  mnpttOri 

In  this  affair  of  the  Emperor's  Cigars,  the  iS^imtg 
story  was  this.  I  call  them  the  ^'Emperor's  ^^ 
Cigars"  because  they  were  of  a  sort  and 
qtudity  made  particmarly  for  the  then  Im- 
perial ruler  of  uie  French.  They  sold  at  retail 
for  one  dollar  each,  were  worth,  wholesale, 
seventy  dollars  a  hundred,  and  our  aggregate 
harvest  of  this  one  operation  of  the  ''Em- 
I^ror's  Cigars"  was,  as  I  now  remember,  full 
sixty  thousand  dollars. 

My  first  knowledge  was  when  Loms  told  me 
one  evening  of  the  seizure — by  whom  of  our 
circle,  and  on  what  ship,  I've  now  forgotten — 
of  one  himdred  thousand  cigars.  They  were 
in  proper  boxes,  concealed  I  never  knew  how, 
and  captured  in  the  very  act  of  being  smug- 
gled and  just  as  they  came  onto  our  wharf. 
In  designating  the  seizure,  and  for  reasons 
which  I've  given  before,  they  were  at  once 
dubbed  and  ever  afterwards  known  among 
us  as  the  Emperor's  Cigars. 
These  one  hundred  thousand  cigars  were 
taken  to  the  Customs  Depot  of  confiscated 
ods.  The  owners,  as  was  our  rule,  were 
ghtened  with  black  pictures  of  coming 
Lson;  and  then  liberated,  never  to  be  seen 
of  us  again.  They  were  glad  enough  to  win 
freedom  without  looking  once  behind  to  see 
what  became  of  their  captured  property. 
It  was  one  week  later  when  a  member  of  our 
ring,  from  poorest  tobacco  and  by  twenty 
different  makers,  caused  one  himdred  thou- 
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QP^  Mnd  dgmn,  duplicates  in  size  and  appeanuiee 
Auljm.kji  ^  i^^^09t  Empeior*s  Cigars,  to  be  manufao- 
vniopsr^  tured.  These  cost  two  and  one-half  cents 
each;  a  conscious  difference,  truly!  between 
that  and  those  seventy  cents,  the  wholesale 
price  of  our  spoil.  Well,  the  Emperor's 
Cigars  were  removed  from  their  boxes  and 
their  aristocratic  places  filled  by  the  worth- 
less imitations  we  had  provided.  Then  the 
boxes  were  again  securely  closed;  and  no 
one  to  look  at  them  would  suspect  the  im- 
portant changes  which  had  taken  place  with- 
m. 

The  Emperor's  Cigars  once  out  of  their  two 
thousand  boxes  were  carefully  repacked  in 
certain  zino-lined  barrels,  and  reaoipped  as 
"notions"  to  Havana  to  one  of  our  folk  who 
went  ahead  of  the  consignment  to  receive 
them.  In  due  course,  and  in  two  thousand 
proper  new  boxes  they  again  appeared  in 
the  port  of  New  York;  this  time  paid  their 
honest  duty.  Also,  they  had  a  proper  coih 
signment,  came  to  no  interrupting  griefs; 
and  being  quickly  disposed  of.  wrought  out 
for  us  that  sixty  thousand  dollar  betterment 
of  which  I've  spoken. 

As  corollary  of  this  particular  illicitism  of  the 
Emperor's  Cigars,  there  occurred  an  incident 
which  while  grievous  to  the  victims,  made 
no  little  fun  for  us;  its  relation  here  may  en- 
tertain you,  and  because  of  its  natural  con- 
nection with  the  main  story,  will  come  prop- 
erly enough.  At  set  intervals,  the  govern- 
ment held  an  auction  of  all  confiscated  goods. 
At  these   markets  to  which  the  public  was 
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^  invited  to  appear  and  bid,  the  government  ^hf 
asserted    nothing,    guaranteed    nothing.     In  g(pj!L%^^M¥>^ 
disposing  of  such  as  these  cigars,  no  box  was   ^«*|wnw  0 
opened;  no  goods  displayed.     One  saw  nothr  CiflSttf 
inf  but  the  cover,  heard  nothing  but  the  sur-        ^^ 
mise  of  an  auctioneer:  and  thereupon,  if  im- 
pulse urged,  bid  what  he  pleased  for  a  pig  in  a 
poke. 

Thus  it  came  to  pass  that  on  the  occasion 
when  the  Emperor's  Cigars  were  held  aloft  for 
bids,  the  garrulous  lecturer  employed  in  sell- 
ing the  collected  customs  plunder  of  three 
confiscation  months,  took  up  one  of  the  two 
thousand  boxes  as  a  sample,  and  said: 
"I  offer  for  sale  a  lot  ox  two  thousand  pack- 
agesj  of  which  the  one  I  hold  in  my  hand  is  a 
specimen.  Each  package  is  supposed  to  con- 
tain fifty  cigars.  What  am  I  bid  for  the  lot? 
What  offer  do  I  hear?" 

That  was  the  complete  proffer  as  made  by 
the  government;  for  all  that  the  bidding  was 
briskly  sharp.  Those  who  had  come  to  pur- 
chase were  uiere  for  bargains  not  guarantees; 
moreover,  there  was  the  box;  and  could  they 
not  believe  their  experience?  Each  would-be 
bidder  knew  by  the  size  and  shape  and  char- 
acter of  the  jMickage  that  it  was  made  for  and 
should  contain  fifty  cigars  of  the  Emperor 
brand.  Wherefore  no  one  distrusted;  the 
question  of  contents  arose  to  no  mind;  and 
ue  competition  grew  instant  and  close.  Bid 
followed  bid;  five  hundred  dollars  being  the 
mark  of  each  advance,  as  the  noisy  struggle 
between  speculators  for  the  lot's  ownership 
proceeded. 
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fJU»  At  last  those  celebrated  marketeerSy  Giove  and 
p^df^^i  i-.ll  Filgord,  received  the  lot — one  hundred  thoo- 
l[<9nlOORer  sand  of  the  "Emperor's  Cigars"— for  forty^ 
five  thousand  dollars.  What  thoughts  maj 
have  come  to  them  later,  when  they  searched 
their  bargain  for  its  merits,  I  cannot  say. 
Not  one  word  of  inquiry,  condemnation  or 
complaint  came  from  Grove  and  Filgord. 
Whatever  their  discoveries,  or  whatever 
their  deductions,  they  maintained  a  pro- 
found taciturnity.  Probably  they  did  not 
care  to  court  the  laughter  of  fellow  dealers 
by  disclosures  of  the  trap  into  which  they  so 
bfindly  bid  their  way.  Surely,  they  must  in 
its  last  chapters  have  been  aware  of  the  swin- 
dle I  To  have  believed  in  the  genuineness  of 
the  goods  would  have  dissi^ted  what  rem- 
nant of  good  repute  might  still  have  dung  to 
that  last  of  the  Napoleons  who  was  their  in- 
ventor, and  justified  the  coming  destruction 
of  his  throne  and  the  birth  of  the  republic 
which  arose  from  its  ruins.  As  I  say,  how- 
ever, not  one  syllable  of  complaint  came 
fioatmf  back  from  Grove  and  Filgord.  They 
took  meir  loss,  and  like  a  lamb  before  the 
shearer  they  were  dumb.  ^  i^  .„  2^&mI  '-"7^ 
My  own  pocket  was  joyfully  gox^ged^wim 
much  fat  advantage  of  this  iniquity — ^for 
inside  we  were  like  whalers,  each  having  a 
prearranged  per  cent,  of  what  oil  was  made, 
no  one  working  for  himself  alone — ^long  prior 
to  that  bidding  which  so  smote  on  Grove  and 
Filgord.  The  ring  had  no  money  interest  in 
the  confiscation  sales;  those  proceeds  went  all 
to  Uncle  Sam.    We  divided  the  profits  of  our 
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own  disposal  of  the  right  true   Emperor's  tUPbt 
Cigars  on  the  occasion  of  their  second  ap-  |rfctittt^i»Ar>rt 
pearance  in  port;  and  that  business  was  ended  ^»wpWQr» 
and  over  and  division  done  sundry  weeks  ^iostSl 
prior  to  the  Grove  and  Filgord  disaster. 
That  is  the  story  of  the  Emperor's  Cigars; 
there  came  still  one  little  incident,  however, 
which  was  doubtless  the  seed  of  those  ap- 
prehensions which  soon  drove  me  to  quit  the 
Customs.     I  had  carried  his  double  tithes  to 
Betelnut  Jack.     This  was  no  more  the  work  of 
policy  than  right.     The  substitution  of  the  bo- 
gus wares,  the  reshipment  to  Cuba  of  the 
Emperor's  Cigars,  even  the  zinc-lined  barrels, 
the  repackage  and  second  appearance  and 
sale  of  our  prizes,  were  one  and  all  bv  di- 
rection of  Betelnut  Jack.     He  planned  the 
campaign  in  each  least  particular.     To  him 
was  the  credit;  and  to  mm  came  the  lion's 
share,  as,  in  good  sooth  I  it  should  if  there 
be  a  shadow  of  that  honor  among  rogues 
whereof  the  poet  sings. 

On  the  evening  when  I  sought  Betelnut  Jack, 
we  sat  and  chatted  briefly  of  work  at  the 
wharfs.  Not  one  word,  mind  you  I  escaped 
from  either  that  might  intimate  aught  of 
customs  immorality.  That  would  have  been 
a  gross  breach  of  iJie  etiquette  imderstood  bv 
our  flock  of  customs  cormorants.  No;  Betel- 
nut Jack  and  I  confined  discussion  to  trans- 
actions absolutely  right;  no  other  was  so 
much  as  hinted  at.  Then  came  Betelnut 
Jack's  ]proposal  of  his  special  Willow  Run;  he 
retired  m  quest  of  the  demijohn;  this  was  my 
cue  to    enrich    ''Josephus,"   ready  on    the 
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^h0  dwarf  center  table  to  receive  the  goodie* 
iA*%i  i»l«.  ^y  present  to  Betelnut  Jack  was  five  one- 
<P1tlOOBtt  hundred- dollar  bills.  Somewhat  in  baste^  I 
took  thcEe  from  my  pocket  and  opened 
''Josephus**  to  la  J  them  between  the  pages. 
Aiy  place  would  do;  Belelnut  Jack  would 
know  how  to  discover  the  rich  iKtakmark. 
As  I  parted  the  book,  my  eye  was  arrested  by 
a  sentence.  As  I've  asserted  heretofore^  I^m 
not  superstitioTis;  yet  that  casual  sentence 
seemed  alive  and  to  spring  upon  me  from  out 
"Joseph us'*  as  a  threats 

"And  these  men  being  thieves  were  deati^yed 
by  the  King^s  laws;  and  their  people  renaed 
their  garments,  put  on  sackcloth,  and  throw- 
ing ashes  on  their  heads  went  about  tht 
streets,  crying  out*" 

That  is  what  it  Bald:  and  somehow  it  m 
my  heart  beat  sharply  and  small  like  a 
net^s  heart.     I  put  in  my  contribution  a 
closed  the  book.     But  the  words  clung  to 
like  ivy;  I  couldn't  free  myself.     In  the  end 
they    haunted    me    to    my    resignation;  and 
while  I  remained  long  enough  to  share  in 
affair  of  the  Diamonds  of  the  Girl  from  Berli 
and  in  that  of  Ryan,  the  Fill  buster  er,  whe 
the  hand  of  discovery  fell  upon  Loms  an4 
Quin,  and  others  of  my  one-time  comrades,  ' 
was  far  away,  facing  innocent,  if  sometime 
dangerous,  problems  on  our  western  plains. 
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Cl^e  Ca0iml  Club 

VVBAN  ADDLE  arrived  late  to  our  last 
Mm  H  ^^'^®''>  ^«^^g  1^ appearance  with 
IK  V  B  the  duck;  he  gave  as  excuse  for 
B^^H  this  tardiness  that  he  had  been  de- 
tained in  attendance  upon  the  nup- 
tials of  a  near  friend — ^a  chum  of  Van  Addle's 
college  days — ^at  which  ceremony  it  would 
seem  he  performed  as  usher.  The  wedding 
was  a  profoimd  affair,  with  pealing  organ  and 
church  crowded  imtil  the  aisles  were  choked; 
while  the  bride  was  guarded  to  her  pleasant 
fate  by  a  perfect  retinue  of  virgins,  all  of  whom 
were  so  complimentary  as  to  weep  like  April, 
though  for  what  reason  other  than  a  graceful 
and  compliant  hysteria  entirely  fashionable 
with  the  event  no  one  inight  surely  say.  Be- 
yond everything  else  there  was  a  throng  in 
the  street  outside  the  church,  for  the  most  part 
unkempt,  ill-ordered  and  gaping  "to  see  the 
le  come  out,"  to  an  extent  which  set  the 
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^Ift  commerce  of  that  thoroughfare  at  defiance  and 
♦tttoOJOT  ^^^^^^^  ^®  serious  injury  of  two  or  three  be- 
neath the  wheels  of  those  cable  cars  that  in- 
sisted upon  pushing  through.  The  gong  of 
the  ambulance  made  clangorous  discord  with 
the  bridal  march  and  a  riot  would  have  been 
added  as  a  feature  had  not  a  platoon  of  police 
present  for  such  purpose  batoned  the  mob 
into  civility  and  those  narrow  paths  of  peace 
it  was  about  to  desert.  Meanwhile,  several 
hundred  thousand  dollars'  worth  of  gifts  were 
sparkling  on  display  in  the  show  windows  of  a 
great  jeweler  and  most  nobly  serving  to  feed 
the  curiosity  and  stir  the  envious  spleen  of 
what  maids  and  matrons  came  upon  them. 
''And  to  me  at  least,"  observed  Van  Addle 
loftily,  *'that  crowd  in  the  street  was  a  most 
instructive  element.  It  taught  me  how  deeply 
our  lower  classes  respect  and  revere  gentility 
and  that  they  are  impressed  thereby  in  pro- 
portion as  their  ignorance  and  poverty  make 
it  impossible  of  their  imitation." 
"And  so  you  take  it,  the  sentiment  to  enroll 
that  unclean  concourse  was  'respect  and  rever- 
ence for  our  gentiUty?' "  observed  Lemon 
harshly.  "Why  man!  they  would  have  as- 
sembled as  qtiickly  and  stayed  as  long  and 
been  as  well  employed,  perchance,  about  a 
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dog  fight  or  a  terrier  killing  a  rat!     A  similar  ^hf 
audience  collects  itself  before  the  monkey  cage  ^fftfttxl 
in  the  Park  and  from  a  similar  motive  of  de-  >]r'if||| 
risive  curiosity.     The  common  taste  delights  ^^^^ 
in   the   fantastic   and   bizarre,   wherefore   it 
loves  monkeys  and  our  'best  society.'  " 
''Rail  as  you  will,   Lemon,"  observed  Van 
Addle,  with  some  trifle  of  spirit;  "I  may  not, 
being  a  yotmg  man,  retort  to  your  sourness 
without  seeming  impertinent  and  lax  of  defer- 
ence to  one  who  is  twice  my  age.      Besides  I 
know  your  good  heart.     Still,  let  me  tell  you 
one  thing:   I  value  myself  supremely  on  that 
'gentility'  you  affect  to  contemn,  and  fail  not 
of  a  daily  satisfaction  in  remembering  that  I 
was  bom  a  gentleman." 
"You  were  bom  rich,  you  mean,"  rejoined 
Lemon,  still  in  the  same  sharp  key.     "Sir, 
there  are  two  sorts  of  gentlemen,  yours  and 
mine.     But   neither   is    bom   a    gentleman. 
There  can  be  no  'bom  gentleman.'     A  man  is 
what  he  is;  he  is  a  man  of  refinement,  a  savage, 
a  rogue,  a  fop,  a  vulgarian,  or  what  you  will 
by  virtue  of  himself  and  not  of  any  stress  of 
birth.     One  might  as  well  talk  of  a  bom  coal- 
heaver  or  a  bom  cook!    A  true  gentility  is  the 
shoot  of  kindness,  of  honesty,  of  sympathy, 
of  concern  for  others,  of  a  genius  to  be  just. 
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^^t  ^^^  ^8  it  and  Cain  lacks  it,  Jacob  is  one 
OttlOOkft  ''^'^  ^^^  Esau  another;  wherefore  then 
when  bom  brothers  are  so  dissimilar  should 
one  so  smirkingly  chatter  about  one's  being 
'bom  a  gentleman.'  Gentility  is  a  name  for 
something  or  else  it  is  nothing  at  all,  and 
brothers  of  the  same  blood  will  go  utterly 
apart  as  to  gentility  as  much  as  on  a  question 
of  temperament,  intelligence  or  taste.  I  have 
put  more  than  once  your  own  sptuious  kind 
of  'gentility'  to  the  test  of  analysis,  and  I  as- 
sure you  in  each  experiment  I  discovered 
that  its  foundational  elements  were  a  tailor 
and  a  bank  balance.  Wanting  these,  there 
existed  none  of  your  gentility." 
'<Do  I  understand,"  asked  Van  Addle,  ''that 
you  despise  gentility?" 

"Not  at  all,"  returned  Lemon,  "I  hold  those 
two  varieties  Pve  described  high  in  my  esteem; 
each  is  a  pleasing  outwardism  that  tells  of 
pleasant  traits  beyond;  but  I  would  have 
their  sources  imderstood.  I  repeat,  there's  no 
such  commodity  as  'a  bom  gentleman,'  and 
one  may  find  a  ruffian  in  drawing  room  and  a 
Crichton  driving  a  cart.  Also,  I  warn  you, 
my  dear  Van  Addle, — ^while  apologizing  for 
some  recent  brittle  vindictiveness  of  phrase — 
that  you  should  not  commit  the  error  of  re- 
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garding  'gentility'  of  whatever  kind  as]  itself  ^fft 
a  sole,  sufficient  plume.  It  is  not  enough.  <|rx0t|x1 
You  will  remember  Voltaire's  visit  to  Con-  y|r|f||| 
greve  and  his  compliment  of  the  latter  as  'a 
dramatist  of  wit  and  imagination.'  Congreve 
yawns — a  yawn  has  ever  passed  as  a  sign  of 
gentle  elegance — ^and  replies,  'Sir,  I  am  not  an 
authoi;  I  am  a  gentleman;'  whereat  the 
sham-hating  sarcasticist  replies:  'Sir,  had  you 
been  but  a  gentleman,  I  should  never  have 
visited  you.'  And  whenever  folk  break 
through  the  little  circle  of  their  set,  they  find 
that  the  great  world  that  lives  without  its 
narrow  borders  and  from  whom  every  i^eward 
of  title,  encomium,  applause  or  gold  must 
come,  is  like  Voltaire." 
Van  Addle  appeared  a  shadow  subdued  by 
Lemon's  observations:  peculiarly,  it  would 
seem,  by  the  declaration  that  gentry  was  no 
deduction  of  birth;  at  last  turning  to  Va- 
cuum, he  asked;  him  for  his  views  on  that 
point. 

"I  shall  agree  with  Lemon,"  replied  Vacuum 
with  the  pompous  complacency  which  told 
like  a  courier  of  a  classical  illustration,  slow- 
lumbering  among  the  defiles  and  fastnesses  of 
Vacuum's  brain,  on  its  way  to  his  mouth;  "I 
shall  agree  with  Lemon.     For  have  we  not  the 
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^||f  instance  of  Marcus  Aureliiis,  that  most  gentle, 
4tol00btt  ^^^^^^^^  ^^^  liberal  of  the  Roman  Emperors, 
whose  wife  disloved  him  to  throw  herself  into 
the  arms  of  a  gladiator  all  blood;  and  whose 
son  was  a  fighting  tyrant  proud  of  his  per- 
sonal brawn,  who  had  medals  struck  of  him- 
self as  Hercules  with  club  and  lionskin? 
And  yet  Faustina  was  as  well  bom  as  Marcus 
Aurelius,  while  their  son,  perforce,  came  of 
the  bone  and  blood,  of  both.  No,  like 
Lemon,  I  pin  no  faith  to  a  pedigree  in  con- 
cluding as  to  what  folk  are,  or  in  a  forecast  of 
what  they'll  become." 

'<Ther^  is  one  question,"  said  Van  Addle,  ''and 
I  meant  to  put  it.  Lemon,  to  your  sage  experi- 
ence for  reply.  This  wedding  has  so  far 
worked  upon  me  that  dtiring  my  journey 
hither — ^for  I  ran  direct  from  the  church  to  the 
Club — I  demanded  of  myself  a  score  of  times 
if  it  be  not  my  duty  to  at  once  marry  and  settle 
down." 

"All  men  should  take  wives,"  replied  Lemon. 
''A  man  should  have  some  purpose  of  exist- 
ence outside  of  himself.  Your  bachelor 
grows  surely  selfish;  and  selfishness  is  oftener 
a  cause  of  meanness  than  a  reason  for  exer- 
tion, while  when  one  labors  for  another  it 
breeds  industry,  generosity,  courage  and  a 
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host  of  amiable  yirtues.  Moreover,  a  wife  'Qjphf 
conserves  a  huslMUid's  dignity,  and  none  will  (ratftllll 
come  to  stand  high  in  the  serious  regard  of  ^^|  . 
men  who  goes  wanting  her.  Your  bachelor  is  ^^^•*' 
a  statue  without  a  pedestal — a  picture  which 
lacks  a  frame — ^a  race  half  run — ^a  tree  that 
dies  and  decays  before  achieving  its  destiny 
of  flower  and  fruit.  And  yet,"  continued 
Lemon  addressing  Van  Addle  with  a  fine  mien 
of  admonition,  "should  you  marry,  don't  lapse 
into  the  savage  vulgarity  of  permitting  a  for- 
tune in  gifts  and  a  pageant  at  the  church  such 
as  that  wherein  you've  lately  had  a  part.  It 
would  be  more  modest,  and  dovetail  more  with 
wisdom  were  all  this  wedding  clamor  and  dis- 
play deferred  imtil  five  years  after.  Is  there 
anything  more  preposterous  than  such  tawdry 
hullaballoo,  costing  thousands  on  thousands 
of  dollars,  in  support  of  a  bridal  procession 
which  is  too  often  but  a  journey  to  the  divorce 
court  with  the  altar  as  a  way  station?  Such 
is  the  true  story  in  a  monstrous  per  cent,  of 
instances.  Therefore,  I  argue  that  it  would 
sound  more  in  modest  taste  and  sense  were 
celebration  put  off  until  the  wedding  is 
shown  to  be  a  victory  by  full  five  years  of 
quiet  honor  and  happiness  together  as  hus- 
band and  wife  on  the  parts  of  the  principals." 
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^Ii^  "Then  I  understand  you,"  observed  Van 
AnlOOkft  ^^^^  ^^  ^^®  ^^^  broods  sagaciously  over  a 
nestful  of  new-laid  ideas,  "then  I'm  to  under- 
stand, that  you  advise  marriage — ^a  quiet  mar- 
i^age;  you  deny  a  possible  gentleness  of 
birth;  and  you  insist  that  one  must  be  some- 
thing aside  from  a  mere  gentleman  to  be  any- 
thing at  all." 

"Most  lucidly  rehearsed,"  confirmed  Lemon. 
"One  should  marry,  for  I  place  a  husband 
at  the  head  of  domestic  animals  (here  Lemon's 
eyes  were  puckered  humorously  about  the 
comers);  one  should  marry  quietly,  almost 
surreptitiously,  for  he  who  weds  buys  a  pig  in 
a  poke,  and  should  dispense  with  any  showy 
exultation  until  he  knows  what  he  has  got.  A 
wife  is  either  the  best  or  the  worst  that  can 
befall  a  man;  and  if  the  latter,  a  quiet  wedding 
will  later  save  him  from  ridicule,  and  if  the 
former,his  adjourned  rejoicings  will  be  in  all  the 
better  taste  and  time.  As  to  that  necessity  of 
action  which  I  press,  I  may  only  reiterate  that 
every  man  should  seek  to  do  something,  think 
something,  say  something  or  write  something 
that  will  serve  to  the  betterment  of  his  day  and 
an  improvement  of  the  world  in  which  he 
lives.  There  need  be  no  thought  of  gentility 
whether  native  or  exotic;  what  I  say  applies 
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to  men  and  'gentlemen'  alike;  one  must  men-  ^hf 
tally  or  physically,  or  both,  be  alive  and  doing  d^grft|i|l 
to  save  his  name  on  the  lips  of  mankind.  Ac- 
tivity is  the  only  life,  while  passivity  per- 
sisted in — to  lie  .ever  prone  and  sprawlingly 
inert,  content  with  one's  position  whatever  it 
may  be — ^means  nothing  save  mere  rotten- 
ness of  purpose  and  effort  in  decay." 
"Gads  buds  I"  swore  Van  Addle,  visibly 
braced  by  Lemon's  lecturings,  which  to  tell 
the  truth  some  others  foimd  a  trifle  prosy, 
"gads  buds  I  Lemon,  you  quite  stimulate  me 
into  stem  resolves.  I  begin  to  feel  that  I  shall 
write  something — do  some  literary  deed,  don't 
you  know?  I  could  do  it;  more  than  once 
I've  had  thoughts  that  would  have  staggered  a 
Macaulay  or  a  Carlyle." 
"Nobly  resolved,"  said  Lemon;  "and  at  least 
to  write — that  is,  to  write  well — is  a  second 
best  accomplishment;  for  has  not  our  Black- 
heath  friend  Chesterfield,  who  raised  canta- 
loups and  wrote  letters,  asserted  that  'Next 
to  doing  something  that  ought  to  be  written, 
is  writing  something  that  ought  to  be  read.' 
And  yet,"  continued  Lemon,  musingly, 
"writing  is  the  harder  part.  The  lawyer  may 
impress  by  grave  silences  and  an  owlish  look, 
the  physician  by  brisk  airs  of  cheerful  confi- 
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^^t  ^®^ce  added  to  a  prescription  of  certain  harm- 
AnlOOkft  ^^^'  meaningless  drugs,  the  divine  by  grace  of 
gesture  and  the  music  of  a  voice;  each  of  these 
may  hide  his  ignorance  and  so  waylay  success. 
But  he  who  writes  can  come  by  no  such 
covers;  he  is  in  plain  sight  like  a  racing  horse; 
every  stumble  is  noted  and  twenty  watches 
take  his  speed." 

''Van  Addle,"  observed  Enfield,  who  for  all 
his  tenderer  heart  and  more  tolerant  tongue  was 
as  capable  of  sly  fun  as  Lemon,  "Van  Addle, 
if  you  mean  to  write,  you  must  also  mean  to 
think;  and  if  you  are  to  think  in  such  deep 
fashion  that  your  conclusions  will  become  to 
you  a  lasting  credit,  you  should  make  haste  to 
grow  a  beard." 

"And  why  a  beard?"  asked  Van  Addle  dubi- 
ously, the  while  feeling  his  mown  chin  with 
thumb  and  finger;  "and  wherefore  now  a 
beard?" 

"Why  as  to  that,"  returned  Enfield,  "we  have 
the  word  of  the  ages  that  not  only  were  beards 
regarded  as  a  pious  appendage — ^so  much  so 
indeed,  that  the  pope  declined  a  missal  be- 
cause the  illuminator  had  depicted  a  favorite 
saint  with  a  smooth  face  like  your  own,  and 
thereby  put  his  sanctity  to  a  wretched  dis- 
cotmt — but  also  they  were  known  to  be  the 
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very  reasons  and  well-heads  of  a  best  wisdom  tlP^f 


in  themselves.  There  was  a  difference  be- 
tween one's  hair  and  one's  beard;  for  while 
the  latter  was  the  great  true  lair  of  thought, 
the  hair  proper  was  suspected  of  detracting 
from  and  dulling  the  mentality.  I  have  often 
considered  how  much  truth  might  lie  in  these 
theories  of  the  ancients,  and  have  sought  to 
trace  that  declination  of  modem  thought 
which  I  notice,  to  the  practise  of  our  colleges 
in  urging  students  to  nourish  the  hair  while 
maintaining  cheek  and  chin  as  beardless  as  an 
egg.  Were  Zoilus,  who  deemed  himself  the 
wisest  of  men,  and  hesitated  not  as  a  condem- 
natory critic  of  both  Homer  and  Plato — were 
Zoilus  here,  I  say,  he  would  take  a  stub- 
bom  stand.  Zoilus  owned  a  mighty  beard 
which  swept  below  his  girdle,  and  fostered  it 
as  the  precious  roots  of  his  conjecturings;  on 
the  other  hand  he  shaved  his  skull  as  bare  of 
hair  as  a  globe  of  glass,  insisting  that  each 
separate  pilus  was  a  sucker  that  fed  upon  the 
powers  of  the  brain  and  weakened  them. 
Then  there  was  Hudibras,  whose 

** — tav^rny  beard  v^ras  the  equal  grace 
Both  of  his  wisdom  and  his  face. " 

"Yes,  forsooth,"  concluded  Enfield,  "I  would, 
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XJ^ht  being  about  to  think  strongly  and  to  lastingly 
iltolOOktt  ^®^^^>  were  I  in  your  case,  Van  Addle,  go 
about  the  instant  culture  of  a  beard.  For  if 
there  be  nothing  in  these  dogmas  of  the  old 
Greeks,  yet  the  beard  would  no  no  harm;  while 
against  that  is  to  be  considered  the  shrewd 
chance  of  Zoilus  being  right." 
Van  Addle  shook  his  head  to  this  counsel  and 
agreed  that  he'd  sooner  embrace  a  fameless 
mediocrity  for  the  balance  of  his  days  and 
decide  nothing  more  momentous  than  those 
queries  of  costume,  dinner  and  opera  which 
were  a  gentleman's  boimden  concern,  than,  at 
the  expense  of  a  bald  pate  and  a  ridiculous 
beard  like  a  broom,  be  acclaimed  the  rival  of 
Sir  Isaac  Newton.  Fatfloat  chimed  with  Van 
Addle,  and  while  conceding  that  he  himself 
had  never  been  reckoned  an  Apollo,  asserted 
that  the  world  was  a  seeing  rather  than  a 
reasoning  creature,  and  more  depended  on 
one's  looks  than  one's  intelligence  in  making 
one's  way. 

''Money  is  the  thing,  not  thought,"  said  Fat- 
float.  "Money  is  not  only  the  measure  of 
everything,  it  is  everything  itself.  How  many 
wise  men  are  starving  in  garrets  to-night — 
thinking,  thinking,  thinking!  starving,  starv- 
ing, starving!  while  thousands  of  a  middle  in- 
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telligence  but  who  know  a  dollar  and  its  habits  dP^f 
are  sovereigns  of  every  comfort  and  every  <|[;g0||^l 
luxury,  and  taste  life  to  its  last  best  drop?  y(rif||| 
I've  seen  wise  men  following  rich  men,  but 
never  rich  men  following  wise  men." 
"To  which,"  remarked   Lemon,   "when  the 
same  thing  was  said  to  Diogenes,  the  philoso- 
pher retorted,  *That  is  because  the  wise  man 
knows  what  he  needs  while  the  rich  man  does 
not.'  " 

*  *  * 
'*MUCH  as  I  relish,"  said  Vacuum,  "those 
allusions  to  the  ancients  that  come  so  trip- 
pingly from  both  Enfield  and  Lemon,  I  will, 
if  none  objects,  alter  the  currents  of  discus- 
sion. I've  been  thinking  of  what  Enfield 
quoted  long  ago  from  the  Bilton  essayist, 
Addison,  and  which  ran  that  if  a  neutral 
party  in  politics  existed,  whose  one  purpose 
should  be  the  defeat  of  rogues  in  search  of 
office  and  the  discovery  and  punishment  of 
such  as  crept  in  unawares,  the  State  would 
win  to  a  safety  it  has  never  known.  And  I've 
been  thinking  that  such  a  body  might  be 
formed;  a  body  advisory  to  the  pubUc  and 
in  the  nature  of  a  censor  of  every  party's 
ticket.  Such  an  assembly  might  be  one  him- 
dred  or  five  himdred  or  what  membership 
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^^f  one  wotild.  To  create  confidence  in  its  word 
4^l00ktr  ^  ^^  ^^^  white  or  black  qualifications  of  a 
candidate,  the  membership  ought  to  be  drawn 
from  among  the  cleanest  and  highest  of  our 
citizenry.  Moreover,  each  one  should  pledge 
himself  to  refuse  office  whether  the  proffer 
came  from  a  convention,  or  from  a  President, 
a  Governor  or  a  Mayor.  ,.You  take  what  I 
mean,  doubtless;  were  there  a  body  of  clean 
men,  respectable  in  numbers  and  of  known 
standing  as  citizens,  to  take  a  vow  to  hold 
no  office  themselves,  and  band  themselves 
in  honesty  and  patriotism  to  pass  upon  those 
who  sought  office,  I  can  well  believe  that 
much  public  good  might  come  of  it.  Your 
rascal  would  fear  to  present  himself;  your 
party  managers;  would  hesitate  at  putting 
up  any  save  the  best;  while  the  voters — 
the  ballot  peasantry,  if  you  will — once  they 
were  assured  of  the  pure  motives  of  that  as- 
sembly I  describe,  would  quickly  and  almost 
blindly  adopt  and  follow  its  suggestions.  The 
people  would  soon  come  to  condemn  those 
whom  the  assembly  condemned  and  accept 
those  whom  it  endorsed.  As  I  say,  I  can 
well  conclude  that  such  a  body  would  work 
as  a  mighty  force  for  communal  good." 
"There's  no  doubt  of  your  honesty.  Vacuum,** 
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said  Lemon,  a  bit  peevishly  for  all  the  com-  ^hf 
pliment,  '*but  you,  like  all  mugwumps,  are  ^arfttiil 
defective  in  this:  you  theorize  too  much.  >frif||| 
You  aren't  practical;  you  refuse  to  realize 
the  motives  which  move  men  in  their  actions. 
Assuming  that  you  could  collect  so  many  as 
one  himdred  who  were  willing  to  take  your 
prescribed  vows  as  monks  of  politics  and  re- 
fuse office  in  advance,  that  would  not  be 
enough.  The  rapacious  influences  which 
through  party  feed  on  a  community  are  not 
so  much  among  office  holders;  they  exist  out- 
side of  these  and  control  them.  Your  great 
cormorant  seldom  takes  office;  nor  as  a  rule 
does  your  office  holder  himself  grow  rich  even 
while  digging  personally  in  your  town's  treas- 
ure. He,  like  the  slaves  of  the  diamond 
mines,  digs  only  for  others,  and  is  frequently 
searched.  The  king  vultures  and  the  rings 
about  them — the  'bosses'  and  their  small 
circle  of  lieutenants,  take  all.  That  body  of 
party  monks  you  call  for  couldn't  fend  for  the 
public  against  such  as  these,  for  it  would  cer- 
tainly fall  into  their  hands.  They  would 
capture  your  monastery  and  name  its  abbot 
within  the  month  of  its  first  existence.  No; 
your  scheme  is  too  Utopian.  It  depends  on 
a  majority  of  the  people  having  no  personal 
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^hf  aze  to  grind.     That's  where  you're  wrong; 

iSltlOOkft  ^  ^^  ^^^  ^'  ^^^  ^^^  ^^^  ^tde  or  much,  nine 
hundred  and  ninety-nine  of  each  thousand  of 
the  voters,  from  the  monarch  of  a  hundred- 
millionrdoUar  traction  company  down,  down, 
down  to  the  poor  creature  in  white  canvas 
who  sweeps  the  streets  before  your  door,  be- 
lieve they  have  each  a  personal  iron  in  the 
fire,  and  each  will  feed  his  vote  to  that  fire  in 
hopes  of  heating  it  to  his  profit.  That  is  the 
story  of  politics;  a  story  of  the  collected  self- 
ishness of  men.  Those  who  can  call  this 
common  selfishness  about  them  and  lead  it 
with  lies  to  a  conquest  of  the  city  are  the 
bosses  and  grow  rich.  It  is  a  game  of  false 
pretense,  politics  is,  a  game  where  the  few 
win  riches  and  the  many  lose  them.  Yet  both 
sides  are  fascinated  with  it;  they  never  tire, 
and  seem  ever  ready,  liars  and  lied-to  alike, 
when  one  game  is  played  through  to  begin 
over  again.  It  has  been  thus  since  the  birth 
of  time.  Your  monks  are  an  impossibility, 
Vacuum;  there's  no  raw  material  of  an  honest 
disinterest  wherefrom  to  recruit  them;  and 
if  there  was,  they'd  still  be  taken  captive  in  a 
body." 

"However,    you    concede,"    said    Vacuum, 
somewhat  testily,  "that  my  plan  would  work 
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if  one  might  only  obtain  a  proper  quality  of  tSlfyt 
membership."  CSAal 

"Ay,  *  if  I ' "  retorted  Lemon  ironically. 
"Vacuum's  allusion  to  Addison,"  broke  in 
Enfield,  with  an  evident  eagerness  to  ease  the 
strain  which  the  sharpness  of  Lemon's  criticism 
of  Vacuum's  plan  had  induced,  "recalls  me 
to  where  that  writer  tells  on  the  authority  of 
Diodorus  Siculus  how  a  people  who  worshiped 
the  crocodiles  as  gods  were  saved  from  a 
multiplication  of  their  scaly,  wide-jawed 
deities  and  their  own  consequent  destruction 
by  a  lively  and  excellent  littie  creature,  the 
ichneumon,  who  ran  about  biting  into  and 
killing  the  crocodiles'  eggs,  making  such 
havoc  the  exhaustive  business  of  his  days. 
It  would  be  well,  if  there  existed  an  ichneumon 
of  politics  to  bite  the  plans  of  rapine  which 
are  laid  by  the  bosses  and  the  rings  before 
they  are  hatched  to  prey  upon  the  town.  I 
suggest.  Vacuum,  should  you  succeed  in 
founding  your  monastery  for  honest  govern- 
ment, and  collect  a  proper  strength  of  monks, 
that  you  style  them  'The  Order  of  Ichneu- 
mons,' in  honor  of  that  vivacious  himter  of 
the  crocodiles'  eggs,  which  Addison  so  ap- 
plauds." 
"By  what  methods   do   the  rings  and  the 
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fJJ^jft  ^sses    make    their    millions?"    asked    Van 

^looker  ^^*"*- 

''By  twenty  methods,  to  finish  with  the  em- 
bezzlement of  their  party's  campaign  fund," 
replied  Lemon.  "Does  a  company  ask  a 
franchise  of  the  town,  the  bosses  and  the  rings 
demand  forty  per  cent,  of  the  stock  as  the 
price  of  their  consent.  They  demanded  so 
much  of  a  telephone  company  whereof  George 
Gould  and  John  Jacob  Astor  were  would-be 
organizers  that  the  venture  was  wrecked  be- 
fore ever  it  was  launched  at  all.  One  scheme 
of  lofty  pillage  is  to  create  a  'Casualty'  or 
'Bond  company'  and  compel  each  city  em- 
ployee and  every  contractor  of  whom  the  law 
demands  a  bond  to  pay  it  tribute.  Two  per 
cent,  on  a  salary  and  contract  aggregate  of 
one  hundred  millions,  mean  an  income  of  two 
millions.  Yet  the  intake  of  such  a  bond  con- 
cern when  every  udder  of  the  situation  is 
milked  dry,  would  be  only  an  incident  in  the 
all  round  returns  of  the  ring." 
"There's  talk,"  quoth  Fatfloat,  who  had  been 
quietly  listening,  "among  a  number  of  ex- 
officials  about  suing  a  certain  casualty  com- 
pany for  the  recovery  of  those  two  per  cent, 
you  speak  of.  These  ex-officials  claim  that 
the  money  was  wrung  from  them  by  threats. 
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I  know  of  one  myself;  his  salary  was  six  thou-   tjj^ht 
sand  dollars  a  year;  he  was  called  on  to  give   ^Tntftml 
a  bond  for  that  amount;  I  offered  to  be  his   >ff>'if.i| 
bondsman.     At  first  he  gladly  accepted  my  ^ *'•*■' 
proffer;  later,  however,  he  came  to  me  and 
thanking  me  again  and  again,  explained  that 
he  would  not  be  permitted  to  make  use  of  me. 
He  must  go  to  the  'Casualty  Company'  and 
pay  two  per  cent,  or  one  hundred  and  twenty 
dollars  a  year;  otherwise  his  place  would  be 
taken  away.     Such  courses  are  extortionate, 
and  the  money  could  be  recovered.     Don't 
you  think  it  might,  Lemon?" 
"Doubtless,  as  a  matter  of  law,"  observed 
Lemon,  "but  as  a  matter  of  political  cowardice 
no  such  litigation  will  ever  occur.     No  one 
will  have  the  courage  to  bring  such  a  case. 
The  press,  however,  ought   to  ventilate  the 
brigandage." 

"Speaking  of  papers,"  interjected  Vacuum, 
"did  you  read  recently  in  *The  Herald'  its 
sweating  excitement  over  a  correspondent 
who  accepted  a  gew-gaw  decoration  from 
the  Russian  Ambassador?  I  wonder  who 
wrote  such  a  tempest-in-a-teapot  editorial." 
"That  'editorial,'  as  you  style  it,"  replied 
Lemon,  "was  the  work  of  a  timid,  doubt- 
beaten  mammal,  a  Mr.  Hepworth,  whom  'The 
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tE^lft  Herald'  employs  not  so  much  as  an  editor  a^ 
4^ttl00teir  ^^  air-shaft  to  carry  off  those  crudities  and 
gaseous  humors  that  from  time  time  to  find 
generation  in  its  breast.  He  was  aforetime  a 
domine,  I  understand,  and  performed  pro- 
fessionally about  the  altar.  But  the  smell  of 
the  flesh  pots,  alas!  He  wearied  of  his  post 
as  a  doorkeeper  of  the  Lord's  House;  now 
he  fatly  dwells  in  the  tents  of  the  ungodly. 
And  his  lot  is  not  a  hard  even  though  it  be  not 
a  noble  one.  Abjection,  adulation,  subserv- 
iency, and  so  much  a  week,  make  no  difficult 
destiny  when  one's  lamp  of  pride  has  died 
away.  Still,  that  reboant  lecture  on  the 
'Spirit  of  Americanism'  read  oddly  enough, 
and  instead  of  being  directed  to  one  who  was 
connected  with  *  The  Herald,'  it,  with  a  finer 
propriety,  might  have  been  addressed  to  an- 
other who  would  be  better  described  perhaps 
by  saying  he  is  one  with  whom  '  The  Herald' 
is  connected." 
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Pack  clouds  away  and  welcome  day. 

With  night  we  banish  sorrow; 
Sweet  air,  blow  soft;  mount,  larks,  aloft 

To  give  my  Love  good-morrow! 
Wings  from  the  wind  to  please  her  mind, 

Notes  from  the  lark  I'll  borrow; 
Bird,  pnme  thy  wing,  nightingale,  sing. 

To  give  my  love  good-morrow. 

Notes  from  them  both  I'll  borrow. 

Wake  from  thy  nest,  Robin  redbreast ; 
Sing,  birds,  in  every  furrow; 

And  from  each  hill,  let  music  shrill 
Give  my  fair  Love  good-morrow! 

Blackbird  and  thrush  in  every  bush. 
Stare,  linnet  and  cock  sparrow! 

You  pretty  elves,  amongst  yourselves 
Sing  my  fair  Love  good-morrow: 
Tojgive  my  love  good-morrow. 
Sing,  birds,  in  every  furrow! 

— Thomgs  Heywood* 
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BBSRY  the  death  of  M.  Benjamin  Constant 
I  ^^  a  renewal  of  interest  is  given  to  his 
I  A  g  American  studies.  One  of  his  first 
■  I  I  was  of  Mr.  Anthony  Drexel,  which 
|^gB|  hangs  in  the  Drexel  gallery  in  Phila- 
delphia. Mr.  Morgan  owns  a  por- 
trait of  himself  from  the  same  brush,  while  a 
late  achievement  was  the  study  of  the  Duchess 
of  Marlborough,  which  is  as  successful  as  a 
woman's  portrait  ever  is.  Few  artists  are 
eager  to  paint  the  feminine.  The  fewer, 
stronger  lines  of  masculinity  tend  towards  a 
happier  finish  from  a  portrait-making  stand- 
point, and  your  true  artist  scorns  the  subter- 
fuges of  such  miniaturists  as  the  once  Amelia 
Kussner,  whose  likenesses  are  as  similar  as 
dolls — and  as  expressionless.  Large  eyes, 
piquant  nose,  curved  lips  and  unkempt  hair; 
we  have  the  type  a  hundred  times,  each  dis- 
tinguished only  by  the  prominent  name  which 
placards  it. 

*     *     * 

TOR  many  past  years  the  people  of  Albany 
might  have  daily  enjoyed  a  pretty  sight; 
that  of  the  good  Bishop  Doane  escorted 
on  his  missions  oi  mercy  or  love  by  his  mag- 
nificent St.  Bernard,  "Cluny."  So  old  was 
the  dog  when  he  died  on  Saturday  last,  that 
in  his  ramblings  he  could  scarce  manage  to 
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keep  pace  with  the  Bishop,  who  would  have  to  ftai)v 
moderate  his  step  to  the  infirmity  of  his  friend.  /wit^L, 
One  says  "friend,"  because  the  relations  be-  ^ttVg 
tween  these  two  was  illustrative  of  the  truest  <|[^O1tftttfnt0 
points  of  friendship:  sympathy,  comradeship, 
toleration.     A  month  or  two  ago  the.  Bishop 
wrote  and  dedicated  a  verse  to  Cluiiy  which 
is  worthy  to  stand  as  an  example.     Here  are 
the  closing  lines,  an  epitome  of  the  rest  of  the 
poem: 

'*  So  faithful,  mindful,  thankful,  trustful,  he 
Tells  me  what  I  unto  Qod  should  be." 

The  late  Mr.  Field,  of  Atlantic  cable  fame, 
owned  to  an  attaclunent  passing  the  love  of 
humans  for  his  greyhound,  "Cheiza."  At  his 
Mamaroneck  home,  now  the  residence  of  Mr. 
Henry  Siegel,  is  a  weeping  willow,  under  the 
branches  of  which  is  the  grave  and  head-stone 
engraved  with  the  name  of  Cheiza,  with  the 
dates  of  birth  and  death.  Mrs.  Siegel  is  care- 
ful to  see  to  it  that  the  stone  is  kept  polished 
and  clean  for  the  sake  of  her  favorite  Sir 
Walter  Scott,  whose  greyhound  "Maida" 
won  immortality  by  grace  of  genius. 

*     *     * 

OUR  Austrian  ambassador.  Mr.  Robert 
McCormick,  is  reported  as  treating 
Vienna  to  a  series  of  characteristic  func- 
tions in  the  honor  of  some  Chicagoan  or  other. 
Just  at  the  present  time  he  upholds  the  social 
efforts  of  Miss  Eleanor  Patterson,  a  charming 
girl,  and  rich,  for  which  reasons,  true  and  good, 
Sbe  may  lay  claim  to  belleship  and  have  the 
claim  allowed  among  half  a  dozen  purple,  if 

25 


d  by  Google 


tE^bt  P^iuiiless,  admirers.  Prince  Franz  Aeurs- 
ilfttiliMlr^r  P^^'S*  ^y  his  attentions  to  Miss  Patterson, 
KjmwQnll  demonstrates  a  superior  talent  of  selection  as 
compared  with  his  kinsman,  who,  on  experi- 
encing Austrian  eidle,  was  so  good  as  to  bestow 
his  society  upon  New  York  and  his  hand  upon 
a  Miss  Hazard,  of  pickle  fame.  Despite  the 
Viennese  unpleasantness,  and  a  subsequent 
study  and  practise  of  medicine  by  the  dis- 
tinguished e3dle,Miss  Hazard  assumed  the 
name  and  title  which  she  thought  her  due  as 
his  wife,  and  the  fun  for  jyellow  journalism 
began.  The  "Princess'*  nas  appeared  in 
every  role  known  to  social  celebration.  She 
has  been  robbed,  and  it  is  said  that  she  is 
about  to  uphold  her  diadem  upon  the  concert 
stage,  where  she  may  hope  to  win  the  shekels 
of  the  vulgar.  Pickles  are  sometimes  fiscal 
impostors,  and  the  wealth  of  Papa  Hazard  is 
not  of  inflated  proportions.  One  may  say  in 
justice  to  Prince  Auersperg  that  he  is  a  good 
fellow  who,  on  the  heels  of  Rudolph's  death, 
made  what  manly  atonement  lay  within  his 
power.  Having  married  his  wife  for  love,  he 
IS  anxious  to  support  her  in  the  modest  way 
becoming  an  impoverished  princeling,  but  the 
lady  of  chow-chow  origin  revolts  against  the 
small  gas  bills,  cold  meats  and  omnibuses  of 
the  genteely  poor. 

*    *     * 

CHE    big    places   along   the    Hudson   are 
mostiy  open  and  ready  for  their  early 
season.     The     Fred     Vanderbilts,     the 
Shepards,  the  Rockefellers  and  Webbs,  tlie 
Schuylers,  the   Dinsmores,  the   Huntingtons 
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and  Newbolds  are  entertaining  and  enlivening    ][^« 
the  country  side  with  the  pranks  and  fashion   ^j*^ 
of  their  house  parties.     Since  Mount  Pelee's   J^ttt^ 
misbehayior,  the  timid  settlers  of  the  Hudson   COttttttnttflS 
have  been  set  a-thinking.     The  Palisades  be- 
ing of  volcanic  construction   all  sorts  of  hor- 
rors might  be  expected  should    these  staid 
bluffs  indulge  themselves  in  a  similar  out- 
burst.   Millionaires  would  be  at  a  premium 
and  the  smart  set  become  as  mythological  as 
the  dodo. 

*    *     * 

SOCIAL  Washington  has  lost  its  heart,  pro- 
viding that  a  social  heart  exists,  to  the 
Comtesse  de  Rochambeau.  The  hus- 
band was  all  that  was  gracious  and  nice,  but 
the  wife  excels  him,  as  wives  will,  in  those 
little  arts  of  manner  and  affability  which  one 
looks  to  find  in  a  well-bred  woman.  The 
comtesse  spoke  more  than  once  of  the  interest 
which  she  might  be  supposed  to  take  in  us, 
from  the  fact  that  she  left  three  children  be- 
hind in  France.  It  is  generally  believed  that 
the  women  of  Paris  are  none  too  pressingly 
attentive  of  their  offspring,  but  Mme.  Rocham- 
beau has  about  her  a  sweetness  and  softness 
that  lead  one  to  appreciation  of  the  compli- 
ment which  she  paid  to  us.  Our  irrepressible 
and  intrepid  "Daughters  of  the  Revolution" 
indulged  wemselves  in  their  usual  internal  and 
external  wrangle  apropos  of  their  reception  of 
the  visitors.  Mrs.  Manning  is  the  most  clever 
and  delightful  of  women.  Since  she  fails  with 
her  efforts  to  keep  the  organization  at  peace 
and  out  of  the  papers,  one  cannot  but  feel 
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^hf  that  femininity  is  incapable  of  harmony,  col- 
iA«*lAAi»Iy  lectively  speaking.  Some  of  the  local  leaders 
f&numwl  uve  well  up  to  their  ancestry,  and  the  Scotch 
gentleman  who  would  rather  fight  than  be 
right  would  rejoice  in  their  energy.  To  return 
to  Mrs.  Manning:  she  is  handsome,  well-bred, 
clear  of  head  and  kind  of  heart,  gracious  and 
sincere.  While  Mr.  Manning  was  in  Mr. 
Cleveland's  cabinet,  his  wife  won  the  widest 
popularity  that  Washington  has  experienced 
before  or  since;  making  no  exception  of  even 
the  first  Mrs.  Whitney,  whose  tact  and  wealth 
enabled  her  to  cut  a  pretty  deep  notch  on  the 
sociid  register. 

*     *     * 

CHE  Saratoga  season  will  begin  about  Au- 
gust fourtii,  as  this  date  ushers  in  the  polo 
tournament,  while  the  race  track  will  take 
on  a  rejuvenate d  glory .  Mr.  Whitney  will  again 
be  on  nand  to  ts&e  a  personal  supervision  of 
his  brilliant  stables,  and  the  Clarence  Mackejrs 
will  go  in  for  racing  to  win.  The  Stanley 
Mortimers  will  be  there,  the  Sidney  Dillon 
Ripleys  and  the  Reginald  Brookses.  By  vir- 
tue of  this  popularity,  Newport  will  so  suner  in 
August  that  fuly  will  be  its  only  good  month. 
Until  the  end  of  June  Hempstead  will  hold  its 
own,  during  which  time  the  environments  of 
the  Meadow  Brook  and  Carteret  Gun  clubs 
and  the  Garden  City  links  will  smack  of  a 
boulevardian  gaiety.  Biltmore  alone  will  be 
sufficiently  bucolic  for  the  coming  bride,  now 
Miss  Lila  Sloane,  who  is  to  be  married  on  July 
eighth  to  "Willie"  Field.  They  will  go 
straight  to  the  fairy-land  which    her  unde 
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George  Vanderbilt  will  put  at   her  disposal.  ftai)v 
As  the  couple  became  affianced  at  Biltmore,  Mvt^^^^ 
a  honeymoon  there  will  crown  their  courtship  ^tillg 
with  sull  tenderer  memories.     It  is  said  that  COttttttntttf 
"Nirs.  Vanderbilt  cares  little  for  Biltmore  and 
would  seldom  visit  North  Carolina  were  it  not 
for  her  deference  to  her  husband's  attachment 
for  the  place.    She  inclines  to  Paris,  where 
she  passed  her  girlhood. 

♦  *     * 

6 VERY  one  is  glad  to  learn  that  of  late  the 
health  of  young  Walter  Duryea  shows 
a  tendency  towards  improvement.  It 
will  be  recalled  that  Mr.  Duryea  dived  and  in- 
jured his  neck  while  swimming  in  the  waters 
of  Glen  Cove  three  stunmers  ago.  Thanks  to 
an  almost  supernatural  surgeon,  he  is  not  only 
living,  but  so  situated  that  he  can  enjoy  all 
and  every  luxury  that  does  not  call  for  actual 
physical  exertion.  He  reads,  smokes,  eats 
what  he  likes,  and  entertains  his  friends  with 
unimpaired  joviality,  and  he  believes  that  the 
time  18  coming  when  he  will  enjoy  another 
swim.  He  is  a  marvelous  example  of  the  re- 
sources of  surgery  and  of  what  pluck  and  en- 
durance can  accomplish.  / 

*  ,^     * 

TT  is  pleasant  in  Sherry's  these  days  between 
one  and  three  o'clock.  It  is  likewise 
fashionable,  which,  in  the  course  of  time, 
will  rob  it  of  its  pleasantness;  however,  it  is 
now  a  delightful  place  to  lunch,  and  the  only 
restaurant  of  its  kind  in  town  where  there  is 
music  during  the  noon- day  hours.     It  is  good 
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fJJ^ht  n^usic,  too,  of  the  Hungarian  and  popular 
d^nltMk^r  ^^^^'  ^^^  ^^^  peeped  in  on  a  day  last  week, 
WnWQWt  one  would  have  found  Mrs.  Oliver  Haniman, 
who  has  opened  her  White  Plains  place  and 
was  in  for  the  day,  Mrs.  Howard  Gould,  who 
lunched  at  a  comer  table  with  four  well- 
frocked  women,  and  Mr.  Creighton  Webb 
eating  in  solitary  exclusion.  Near  the  door 
sat  a  famous  Spanish  painter  surrounded  by 
a  group  of  men,  while  the  middle  table  was 
presided  over  by  a  niece  of  the  Chief  Justice, 
who,  topped  by  a  wonderful  hat  of  white 
feathers,  was  tiie  recipient  of  considerable 
attention.  Were  the  playwright  now  seeking 
for  a  title,  he  would  probably  choose  not 
"Delmonico's  at  Six,"  but  rather  incline  to 
"Sherry's  at  One." 

BETTY  STAIR. 
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©rift  of  tjje  3Bap 

<<  There  is  nothing  new  under  the  sun! " 

HH£  phrase  came  hurtling  down  to  me 
through  the  generations  and,  as  it 
reached  me,  I  laughed  aloud  in  the 
superiority  of  my  knowledge.  •  I 
peered  over  the  molded  cornice  of 
my  housetop,  and  there  in  the  street  beneath 
were  fast-whizzing  automobiles,  in  the  great 
square  beyond  was  a  twenty-story  structure 
aspiring  to  heaven,  in  the  air  above  would 
shortly  appear  air  ships.  **  Nothing  new  under 
the  sun,"  when  the  whole  world  was  awhirr 
with  novelties! 

And  so  in  the  exhilaration  of  my  egotism  I 
hied  me  to  the  Museum  of  Ethnology  to  re- 
fresh myself  with  an  examination  of  the  prim- 
itive man  encased  there.  Truth  to  tell,  there 
was  little  of  the  majesty  of  humanity  in  the 
ruckle  of  bones,  the  stone  implements,  the 
models  of  cave  dwellings  exhibited. 
A  low  chuckle  from  the  time-worn  jaw  before 
me  broke  in  upon  my  twentieth  centtury  com- 
placency. Primitive  Man  had  aroused  him- 
self to  speak !    His  voice  was  rusty  and  cracked 
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^^  from  lon^  disuse;  his  language  simple  and 
#nlOOiOT  ''^^'''^''^9  ^^  universally  intelligible;  his  out- 
looik  godlike  in  its  self-effacement.     I  heark- 
ened in  astonishnient. 

''My  hiemwal  grandson,"  he  began,  "like  all 
of  those  i^o  have  come  between  ns,  you  are  a 
fooir 

It  seemed  unnecessary  that  this  remote  aor 
cestor  should  have  come  back  from  the  earliest 
Eden  to  proclaim  me  one  of  the  living  ma- 
j<nity,  but  I  refrained  from  interruption. 
**Yim  have  thought  evolution  proceeded  in  a 
strai^t  Hne,  as  the  American  office  building 
has  grown  out  of  the  cave  dwelling.  *  Tou  are 
wrong.  Evolution  is  a  matter  of  cycles,  of  an 
endless  chain  that  ends  where  it  begins  and 
begins  where  it  ends — ^an  eternity  of  same- 
nessP 

My  First  Parent  was  a  cynic! 
"You  have  said  in  your  heart,  'There  are  new 
things  on  the  face  of  the  earth,  the  world  ad- 
vances P    Where  are  they,  my  yotmgest?" 
In   the   historic   phrase   of   Sir   Christopher 
Wren's  epitaph  I  answered,  "S^  monumentum 
requiris — drcumspice !" 
He  grinned  with  amusement  and  continued, 
"There  is  nothing  here  I  have  not  known 
since  the  genesis,  but  much  that  has  been  is 
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not.     The  aspect  of  things  has  changed,   I  B^tift  of 
grant  you,  but  neither  for  the  better  nor  for  fUp  ^m* 
the  more  wonderful.     Think  of  the  world  as 
it  was  when  I  first  saw  it!    I  lived  in  a  cave, 
it  is  true,  and  my  bed  was  a  faggot  of  brush- 
wood.   My  wife  shared  with  me  the  family 
bed  skin,  sleeping  luxuriously.    My  life  was 
as  yotir  life  to-day.     I  struggled,  and  fought, 
and  murdered,  that  she  might  be  mine.     For 
the  right  to  deck  her  in  skins  and  garlands  of 
rare  mosses  I  daily  risked  my  life.     And  what 
was  my  reward? — ^her  meed  of  querulous  re- 
proaches,  of  feminine   complainings.     Have 
you  developed  beyond  that?     Have  the  ages 
taught  you  any  new  object  in  life?" 
And  I  was  fain  to  admit  I  knew  of  none. 
"You  boast  yourself  civilized,  a  man  of  cul- 
ture.    Have   you  learned  any  new  law  of 
politeness,   developed  any  new  evidence  of 
breeding?" 

I  murmured  something  of  the  intricacies  of 
forks,  the  eccentricities  of  wine  glasses,  glanc- 
ing significantly  the  while  at  the  rude  hatchet 
of  flint  beside  him. 

'*Mere  evidences  of  debased  appetite,  not  of 
the  courtesies  of  life!"  he  rejoined  emphati- 
cally. "No,  my  bantling,  these  are  not  the 
essentials  of  bienseance.     The  polite  man  is 

33 


d  by  Google 


fl^ht  the  man  who  yields  place  to  another.  In  my 
tfniOOkfr  ^^™®>  behind  every  rock,  round  every  tree, 
were  abundant  reasons  for  man's  urbanity. 
In  the  air  were  great  flying  lizards,  the  archse- 
opteryx  and  the  iron- jawed  rhamphorhyn- 
chus;  in  the  trees  were  the  toothed  ichthyomis 
and  the  terrible  deinosaurians,  the  iguano- 
dontia  and  the  steam-roller  mastodons,  the 
deinotheria  and  the  tinoceratidse;  in  the 
water  were  the  mturderous  scorpion  crabs, 
the  palseoniscids  and  the  swimming  reptiles 
— man's  first  lessons  in  manners  were  the 
fatalities  accompanying  presumption,  intru- 
sion or  ostentatious  display  in  the  presence 
of  his  neighbors.  He  cultivated  self-efface- 
ment as  a  necessity,  not  a  virtue." 
I  suggested  that  that  modified  his  claim  of 
gentility,  but  he  would  have  none  of  it. 
''No,"  he  asseverated.  ''It  was  an  essential 
of  his  existence  that  he  should  in  all  things 
adapt  himself  to  his  surroimdings.  Early  in 
his  career  he  learned  the  great  lesson  of  con- 
sideration for  others — he  considered  them 
with  the  anxious  care  of  an  Indian  scout  from 
behind  rocks  and  the  uprooted  stumps  of 
trees  before  he  adventured  a  foot's  length 
forward!  It  is  true  he  was  an  egotist  and  a 
self-seeker,  but  the  watchword  of  civilization 
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does  not  counsel  one  to  do  more  than  love  SOtift  Of 
one's  neighbor  as  oneself.  There  are  hu-  ^Up  j^m 
man  limitations  even  to  divine  commands, 
and  to  consider  one's  neighbor  more  than 
oneself  were  to  court  proceedings  in  bank- 
ruptcy. To  the  dignity  of  the  man  in 
frock  coat  and  patent  leathers,  that  were  as 
disconcerting  as  the  application  of  the  diphyo- 
dont  dentition  of  the  deinotherium  giganteum 
to  the  nape  of  the  neck  of  my  fellow  cave- 
dweller.  After  all,  there  is  no  distinction 
between  the  savoir  faire  and  the  savoir 
vivre!" 

"True,  oh  my  father!"  I  assented.  "But 
you  have  grown  metaphysical  in  your  old  age. 
Has  not  the  world  advanced  mightily  in 
material  wa3rs  since  you  dodged  the  rapacious 
reptile  and  the  ravening  camivor?  Behold 
the  skyscraper  1" 
"Behold  the  pyramids  1" 
"Behold  the  automobiles  and  the  flying  ma- 
chines!" 

The  jawbones  clacked  in  raucous  laughter. 
"The  instruments  of  final  destruction,  my  son, 
the  implements  that  will  weld  the  cycle  of 
development!" 
"How?"  I  queried. 
"Tour  motor  cars  and  your  air  ships  are  but 
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^^f  the  mastodons  and  the  rhamphorhynchi  of  my 
^ItlOOkft  y^^^ — ^^y  y^^  have  lost  the  organs  of  sense 
that  preserved  us  against  their  fury.  In  my 
time  men  had  ears  that  were  ears — ears  that 
were  hinged  or  telescopic.  When  we  recon- 
noitered  our  surroimdings  from  behind  the 
trunk  of  a  tree  or  over  the  ragged  edge  of  a 
rock  our  ears  stood  at  cock  to  warn  us  of  the 
stealthy  advance  of  the  saber-toothed  ma- 
chserodus  or  the  sudden  swoop  of  the  web- 
footed  flying  lizard.  Our  lives  hung  upon 
our  ears,  and  jealously  we  guarded  them. 
With  time  man  grew  esthetic,  dreamed  that 
his  ears  were  inartistic,  and  Nature — ever 
a  jealous  mother — cut  them  off.  Man  had 
cursed  his  ears,  and  Nature,  so  soon  as  she 
had  imderstood  the  anathema,  set  the  mys- 
terious process  of  atrophy  to  work  so  that 
to-day  man  walks  practically  earless.  Thence 
will  proceed  the  destruction  of  your  modem 
civilization." 

I  did  not  follow  the  trend  of  his  reasoning,  so 
begged  an  explanation. 

''Well,  man  has  said  in  his  heart:  'There  are 
no  deinosauri.  I  can  walk  upright  in  the 
presence  of  all  created  things.  My  ears  are 
no  longer  a  necessity,  they  are  a  luxury,  an 
ornament.   My  life  is  no  longer  in  the  keeping 
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of  my  hearing.     I  am  independent  of  the  ears  SDtift  Of 
of  my  primitive  ancestors.'    So  saying,  he  ^i*^  Q)sm 
has  brought  down  on  his  head  the  end  of  all 
things." 

Still,  I  was  mjTstified,  and  waited  for  more. 
'<One  day,  in  the  twentieth  or  the  fiftieth  cen- 
tury— it  matters  little  which  to  one  who  has 
seen  so  many  millennia — the  earth's  surface 
will  be  covered  with  cities,  and  towns,  and 
great  factories.  Nowhere  will  there  be  any 
living  thing  larger  than  a  rat  save  man.  And 
man  will  converse  with  his  brother  through 
megaphones.  On  the  roadwajrs  will  rush 
swift  automobiles  and  lightning  speeded 
bicycles,  in  the  air  will  swoop  vast  fl3ring 
machines  as  meteors,  under  the  waters  will 
dash  submarine  boats.  The  world  of  my 
earliest  memory  will  be  reproduced — only 
the  instruments  of  destruction  will  be  man 
made,  not  God  bom  as  when  I  knew  them." 
The  jaws  ceased  their  cluttering,  and  I  mar- 
veled at  their  revelation. 
"Man — earless  man — ^will  seek  to  save  his 
life  from  the  machines  he  has  made,  but 
vainly,"  resumed  the  First  Man.  <*He  will 
be  grotmd  to  powder  by  vast  aerial  vessels, 
will  be  trod  upon  by  automobiles.  He  will 
screw  cunning  trumpets  into  the  holes  of  his 
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H^ht  ears;  but  his  power  of  co-ordination  has  de- 
OnlOOfcft  P^^^^^  ^^^S  Ag^s  since,  so  they  will  not  avail 
to  save  him.  Then  a  great  silence  will  come 
over  the  earth,  the  factories  will  cease  to  pal- 
pitate, the  great  air  machines  will  fall  from 
amazing  heights,  the  submarine  boats  will 
sink  to  the  bed  of  the  ocean,  the  automobiles 
will  crash  into  one  another  since  their  drivers 
hear  not  their  approach,  the  wall  of  the  cities 
will  fall  to  the  grotmd.  The^  dominion  of 
modem  man  will  have  passed ! " 
The  remains  of  the  First  Man  lay  silent  for  a 
moment,  then  the  jaws  resumed  their  monot- 
onous cackling: 

"Billions  of  years  afterward,  the  successors  to 
man's  heritage  will  find  in  the  layers  of  the 
Imperialist  Trust  Age  the  remains  of  these 
strange  engines,  and  will  marvel,  as  you 
marvel,  at  the  weird  monsters  of  prehistoric 
times." 

I  was  aroused  by  the  clang  of  an  ambulance 
gong  and,  peering  over,  saw  in  the  street  be- 
low the  crowd  gathered  to  witness  the  spas- 
modic quivering  of  a  dying  citizen.  He  had 
been  run  over  by  an  automobile. 
"There  is  nothing  new  tmder  the  stml" 

ROGER  SKIRVING. 
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HLL  the  world  is  writing  a  play,  and 
his  wife  is  calculating  the  amount 
of  the  fortunes  amassed  by  Pinero 
and  Belasco. 
The  word    has    gone    forth    that 

"■"""""■^  there  is  a  dearth  of  plajrs,  that 
managers  are  seeking  successes.  As  a  conse- 
quence every  greedy,  vainglorious  frequenter 
of  the  theater  has  set  himself  to  supply 
the  demand.  It  is  nothing  to  him  that 
the  same  dearth  has  existed  ever  since  the 
days  of  the  mysteries,  that  the  managerial 
appetite  for  successes  has  been  sharp  ever 
since  Shakespeare  first  mummed  in  the  yard 
of  a  cotmtry  inn,  that  playwrights  are  common 
as  huckleberries,  plajrs  rare  as  blue  diamonds. 
The  butcher,  the  baker,  the  tinker  and  the 
tailor  are  all  hard  at  work  writing  plays. 
Were  managers  condemned  to  read  the  man- 
uscripts submitted  to  them,  theatrical  enter- 
prise would  die  out  in  the  land.  Happily,  a 
play  in  manuscript  readily  reveals  the  quali- 
fications of  the  dramatist,  the  hopelessness  of 
the  drama.  The  manager  knows  the  marks 
of  the  playwright's  apprentice  and  so  escapes 
the  cerebral  congestion  incident  to  too  much 
reading. 

Of  the  gentlemen  who  are  devoting  their  lives 
to  the  writing  of  plays  not  one  in  five  thou- 
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^hf  sand  was  designed  by  nature  for  that  high 

(PtllOOftfT  Two  professions  attract  the  unfortunates 
among  humanity — the  hawking  of  chamr 
pagne  and  the  writing  of  plays.  And  yet  of 
all  forms  of  earning  an  honest  livelihood 
these  are  probably  the  most  highly  specialized. 
To  engage  in  the  wine  business  satisfactorily, 
one  must  be  bom  a  genius  with  a  palate.  To 
produce  presentable  plajrs  one  must  be  bom 
a  genius  with  a  gift  tor  letters,  with  a  ready 
sympathy  for  the  moving  passions  of  men, 
with  a  quick  perception  of  the  limitations  of 
stage  production,  with  an  imderstanding  souL 
In  addition  he  must  be  at  home  with  princes 
and  acquaint  with  the  manner  of  thieves  and 
roysterers.  He  must  live  laborious  days 
with  the  stage  carpenter  and  the  limelight 
man,  with  the  property  man  and  the  scene 
shifter.  He  must  watch  the  stage  from  the 
gallery  and  the  pit,  from  the  boxes  and  the 
orchestra  stalls.  He  must  watch  the  audi- 
torium from  behind  the  footlights.  Above 
all  he  must  be  quick  to  interpret  the  signs  he 
sees. 

Such  geniuses  are  rare — one  in  modem 
Britain,  one  in  Norway,  one  in  France,  a 
doubtful  pair  in  Germany,  none  in  the  United 
States. 

The  result  is  that  the  modem  play  at  its  best 
is  written  by  a  stage  carpenter,  a  penny-a- 
liner,  a  box-office  attendant  or  an  adapter  of 
the  historical  novel.  From  the  last  may  God 
in  his  mercy  deliver  us! 

JAQUES. 
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Mr.  Kruger  was  not  with- 
peacc  out    honor    in    his    own 

at  ani?  country     as     a     prophet. 

|>tice  He  said  that  if  England 

made  war  upon  the  Boers, 
the  result  would  "stagger  humanity."  The 
prediction  seemed  at  the  time  rather  out  of 
proportion,  but  it  has  been  verified  in  a  man- 
ner that  shocked  as  well  as  staggered  human- 
ity. The  man  who  was  a  prophet  in  his  own 
country  seemed  to  lose  his  grip  upon  the  gift 
when  he  left  that  country.  "It  is  impossi- 
ble," he  said,  when  told  that  the  Boers  had 
made  peace  with  England  and  had  surren- 
dered their  independence.  The  impossible  to 
a  man  surroimded  by  comfort  and  wealth  is, 
evidently,  the  desirable  to  men  who  have 
fought  and  suffered  as  have  Steyn,  De  Wet 
and  other  brave  Boers.  Peace  has  never  been 
granted  so  willingly  by  England  nor  accepted 
so  grudgingly  by  any  of  her  antagonists,  but 
staggered  humanity  seems  willing  to  take  it 
upon  any  terms. 
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^Ifi  According  to  that  inacco- 

v^tllOOttft  ^^^^  ^^^^  ^  self-satisfied  body 

an  known  as  the  daily  press, 

^I^  Sboe  the  United  States  became 
a  World  Power  when  the 
country  began  a  war  with  Spain.  To  those 
who  are  better  informed,  it  was  a  World  Power 
before  a  single  member  of  the  one  cent  or  two 
cent  fraternity  was  bom.  If  evidence  of  this 
fact  were  needed,  it  would  be  found  in  the 
attitude  of  the  President  toward  the  German 
Emperor.  No  nation  that  had  so  few  years  as 
a  World  Power  as  the  Spanish  War  would  give 
could  produce  anything  so  casual  in  its  tone 
of  diplomacy  as  President  Roosevelt's  accep- 
tance of  a  statue  of  Frederick  the  Great. 
There  was  nothing  in  common  between  that 
tmprincipled  freebooter,  who  hated  the  word 
liberty  as  a  murderer  hates  his  lifeless  victim^ 
and  a  people  who  had  thrown  off  the  yoke  of  a 
mad  king  and  still  madder  cotmsellors.  His 
statue  will  be  a  thing  of  derision  and  some  of 
the  derision  will  fall  upon  the  giver,  who  hates 
liberty  quite  as  much  as  the  flint-hearted 
Frederick  did.  Nobody  is  aware  of  this  more 
fully  than  President  Roosevelt,  yet  there  was 
nothing  in  his  thank-you  to  raise  a  doubt  in 
the  tempestuous  noddle  of  the  man  who  pines 
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toSwrite  himself  Emperor  of  Germany  and  is  ^g  |?0U 
permitted  only  to  sign  himself  German  £m-  ||  {|r#  'Slf 
peror. 

*     *     * 

A  fellow-feeling  makes  us 

JSft^d  Ot  a       wondrous  kind  and  there 
f  eatbett         may  be  a  fellow-feeling  be- 
JEtC*  tween  President  Roosevelt 

and  the  German  Emperor. 
Each  of  them  brings  to  mind  the  old  three-card 
trickster,  who,  as  he  swiftly  passed  the  queen 
from  one  hand  to  another,  said:  "Now  you 
see  it  and  now  you  don't."  It  was  said  of 
William  II.  when  he  begot  his  inheritance  that 
he  was  more  or  less  mad  and  would  do  things 
of  a  nature  to  be  expected  of  a  man  who  was 
built  out  of  plumb.  He  put  his  foot  in  his 
mouth  more  than  once,  but  the  experiment 
proved  to  be  costly,  generally,  to  some  one 
else.  His  madness  had  in  it  a  method  that 
embarrassed  as  well  as  shocked  until  it  came  to 
pass  that,  among  his  antagonists,  he  gained 
credit  for  seeming  to  have  what  he  did  not 
possess,  and  was  one,  therefore,  to  be  respected 
as  well  as  feared.  Nobody  has  gone  to  the 
length  of  attributing  any  quality  more  danger- 
ous thanfeccentricity  to  President  Roosevelt. 
His  appetite  for  "red  fire"  may  seem  imdigni- 
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^hf  fied  to  those  who  do  not  care  for  "red  fire," 

<9lll00fcf(  except  for   purely   personal   purposes.     The 

same  may  be  aware,  also,  that  the  thing  called 

"The  Gallery"  is  partial  to  "red  fire,"  and  is  a 

potent  political  factor,  though  fickle. 


President  Roosevelt  has  a 

pte0i^ent        gold  and  green  plumaged 

IROOBeVClVe      parrot  at  the  White  House 

pattOt  and  pa3rs  the  bird  a   visit 

daily.  The  parrot  looks 
wise  and  hops  continually  from  one  perch  to 
another.  In  the  opinion  of  some  people,  Mr. 
Roosevelt  changes  his  perch  quite  as  often  as 
the  parrot  does,  but  what  most  troubles  those 
who  could  be  induced  to  take  his  place  is, 
whether  he  is  as  wise  as  his  parrot  looks,  or  is 
simply  as  wise  as  his  parrot.  I  know  of  no 
other  pair  of  great  prominence  in  the  world 
who  compel  others  to  do  so  much  guessing  as 
President  Roosevelt  and  the  German  Emperor. 
This,  however,  will  not  cause  loss  of  sleep  to 
those  who  are  content,  for  they  know  that  long 
after  the  guessers  have  been  forgotten,  this 
particular  World  Power  will  be  still  a  going 
concern. 
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Mr.  Samuel  Parsons,  land-  00  I^Ott 
XLt^  scape    architect    for    the  ||||r#  -^t 

<3teen«  Park  Department,  denies  ^ 

bacftS  that  he  said  a  million  or  a 

million  and  a  half  of  dol- 
lars was  needed  to  prevent  Central  Park  from 
going  to  destruction  through  poverty  of  soiL 
After  making  the  denial,  he  said:  '*I  should 
think  that  about  $100,000  a  year  or  $50,000  a 
year  for  ten  or  fifteen  years  would  keep  our 
park  in  splendid  condition,  in  addition  to 
what  is  now  being  done  for  it."  Why  not 
cover  the  open  spaces  with  a  thick  layer  of 
greenbacks  ?  That  would  be  cheaper,  and,  as 
fertilizers,  I  know  of  nothing  so  rich  and  rapid 
as  greenbacks. 

*    *     * 

Mr.     "Tommy"     Bowles 
JSurdting         who  is  something  of  a  bore 
a  and  also  something  of  a 

JSubble  butt,  in  England's  House 

of  Commons,  has  at  least 
and  at  last  burst  a  bubble.  He  asked  the 
Government  **whether,  previous  to  the  war 
between  the  United  States  and  Spain,  assur- 
ances were  given  to  America  by  Great  Britain 
as  to  the  policy  that  would  be  pursued  by 
Great  Britain  in  reference  to  the  war."     This, 
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^r^  from  the  itandpoint  of  the  Government,  was 
♦ntwiOT  ^"^  mmecessaxy  question.  It  was  answered 
prompdjy  however,  by  Viscount  Cranboume, 
Under  Secretary  for  Foreign  Affairs,  who  is 
Lord  SaHshory's  eldest  son.  He  said  that  he 
covld  find  no  traces  of  any  such  assurance.  The 
idea  tiiat  England  gave  such  assurance  has 
been  considered  a  joke  in  well-informed  cir- 
cles and  it  held  its  own  only  by  the  credence, 
renewed  times  beyond  number,  by  the  press 
of  Great  Britain  and  the  United  States.  This 
was  the  **moral  support"  about  which  so  much 
trash  was  written.  The  United  States  was 
never  in  need  of  any  moral  or  any  other  kind 
of  support  in  its  war  with  Spain,  and  the 
Government  of  Great  Britain  knew  it.  The 
idea,  however,  was  pleasing  to  the  sentimenr 
taints,  and  it  seems  unfeeling  of  Lord  Cran- 
boume  to  have  squelched  it  so  flatly  and  con- 
dsdy.  He  is  even  less  of  a  sentimentalist 
than  his  noble  father. 

♦    ♦     ♦ 
21  The  trainmen  of  the  Long 

AtttCt  Island    Railway — one    of 

Ot  the  worst  railways  in  the 

tCastC  world — ^have  been  ordered 

to  wear  their  coats   but- 
toned to  the  last  button;  also,  to^wear  black 
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neckties.     This  is  as  it  should  be.     I  am  fond  j^l^  |^Ott 
of  red  and  dislike  to  see  a  man  in  uniform  wear  li  |fe#  '31^ 
an3^tliing  in  neckties  that  is  not  of  mournful 
hue»  as  befits  a  uniform. 

*  «     * 

f  00^  There  is  a  story  in  one  of 

tot  the     magazines     entitled: 

fiction  *'The  Managing   Editor." 

I  am  told  that  the  manag- 
ing editor  in  question  is  Mr.  W.  C.  Reick,  of 
^^The  Herald."  If  this  be  so,  the  character  is 
badly  drawn,  or  he  has  altered  much  and  for 
the  worse  since  the  day  he  asked  me  to  go  to 
London  for  "The  Herald."  Besides,  in  the 
story,  the  Managing  Editor  finds  a  peculiarly 
offensive  form  of  death,  while  Mr.  Reick  is 
still  a  managing  editor:  at  least,  he  was  yes- 
terday. 

♦  *     * 

The  New  York  organs  of 

Bn  the  Trusts  have  been  ad- 

f  tnpoUtC         vising    the    Governor    of 

JBlCCntiVC        Pennsylvania  for  at  least 

ten   dajTS  to  send  troops 

into  the  Anthracite  coal  region.    He  has  not 

taken  the  advice  nor  has  he  explained  why  he 

has  not  taken  it.     The  mere  fact  that  the 

striking  miners  are  as  peaceably  inclined  as^so 
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Q!^  nunj  lambs  can  be  considered  hardly  a  sati»- 
♦whHrtOT  ^^^^'^  reason  for  this  supineness  upon  his 
part  in  the  face  of  advice  given  by  persons  who 
know  nothing  about  conditions  where  there 
are  as  many  miles  of  thoroughfare  under  as 
above  the  surface.  Still,  the  strike  is  young 
yet,  and  the  vampires  might  for  a  time  as- 
suage their  thirst  for  blood  by  glutting  them- 
selves with  ice-cream. 

♦    ♦     * 

JSOOtS  The  delegation  who  repre- 

TniitbOttt         sented  France  at  the  un- 

JSUcftftld         veiling  of   Rochambeau's 

Statue,  dined  at  Sherry's 

as  the  guests  of  New  York's  French  Chamber 

of  Commerce.     The  French  Ambassador,  M. 

Cambon,  made  a  speech  in  English.     General 

Porter,    the    United    States    Ambassador   to 

France,  spoke  in  English  also,  because!,  as  he 

explained,  'Ht  would  do  the  least  harm  to  the 

greatest    number."     This    was    intended    as 

humor,  though  it  was  a  ridiculous  fact.   France 

would  not  entertain  the  idea  of  sending  to  the 

United  States  an  ambassador  who  did  not 

speak  the  language  of  the  coimtry,  nor  would 

Germany,  nor  any  coimtry  of  consequence. 

The  time  may  come,  perhaps,  when  the  United 

States  will  follow  a  rule  that  is  founded  upon 
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an  article  of  which  we  claim  not  a  little — ^mere  00  |^0U 
common  sense.     An  official  representative  of  |l  ||r#  '31  f 
this  coimtry  who  is  unable  to  speak  the  lan- 
guage of  the  people  to  whom  he  is  accredited, 
cuts  a  sorry  figure,  all  the  sorrier  if  he  do  not 
know  it. 

*    ♦     * 

During  the  Revolutionary 
Some  War,  General  Washington 

SpuriOUa         gave  the  order:  "Put  none 
Coin  but  Americans  on  guard." 

Some  Americans  of  to-day 
place  a  higher  value  upon  the  services  ren- 
dered by  France  or  Frenchmen  in  that  war 
than,  it  would  seem,  Washington  did.  Yet, 
he  was  interested,  personally,  in  the  war,  and 
knew  something  of  human  nature.  Besides, 
he  could  speak  French. 

*    *     * 
The  island  of   St.  Thomas 
l^Ot  TDOlOttb     may  not  change  hands  after 
tbc  all.     Since    disaster    over- 

t>tiCC  took    Martinique    and    St. 

"^^cent.  West  Indian  is- 
lands appeal  to  one  only  as  crematories  for  the 
living  and,  therefore,  much  less  attractive  even 
than  crematories  for  the  dead.  The  money 
which  has  been  subscribed  for  the  benefit  of 
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tjj^^t  ^®  survivors  on  those  islands  would  be  used 
dn  looted  ^  Advantage  were  it  spent  in  the  purchase  of 
homes  in  a  stable  Country  Uke  this  of  ours. 
Life  in  Martinique  or  St.  Vincent,  in  com:- 
panionship  with  Mount  (Pelee  and  La  Sou- 
friere,  smacks  too  much  of  a  nightmare  with 
no  awakening.        *     «     * 

ITo    successor   to    China's 
Bll  Grand  Old  Man  is  known 

in  0005  to    the    world,    though   a 

TTimC  country    which    produces 

men  like  the  Chinese  Min- 
ister at  Washington  is,  doubtless,  not  lacking 
in  material.  *    41     * 

Circumstances  certainly  alr- 

DepenDd        ter   cases.      Take,   for  in- 

on  tbe  stance,    the    case    of    CoL 

(3aol  John      F.      Gaynor      and 

Captain  D.  B.  Greene.    The 

Federal  Government  showed  so  much  anxiety 

to  put  them  in  gaol  that  they,  without  blare  of 

trumpets  and  with  much  celerity,  changed 

their  place  of  residence  from  New  York  to 

Quebec.     That  quaint  old  bit  of  medievalism 

is  full  of  interest  to  the  student  of  history  and 

of  fortifications  of  an  ancient  pattern,   but 

it^is  lacking  absolutely  in  such  delights  as 

are^afforded  by  the  Hoffman  House  corridors, 
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and  there  is  really  npthing  in  common  between  j^i^  j^OU 
either  its  past  or  present  and  Colonel  Gaynor  ^ihp  ^t 
and  Captain  Greene.  Yet  with  so  much 
affection  do  they  regard  it  that  when  detectives 
who  represented  the  United  States,  induced 
them,  vi  et  armis,  to  go  to  Montreal,  they  never 
rested  until  they  were  once  more  in  Quebec. 
Then,  so  much  does  adventure  affect  the 
nerves,  they  expressed  a  desire  to  go  to  gaol 
rather  than  to  the  Chateau  Frontenac,  as 
Quebec's  best  hotel  is  named.  To  many  it 
might  seem  that  a  Canadian  gaol  was  as  un- 
pleasant for  residence  as  a  United  States  gaol, 
but  these  may  assure  themselves  that,  in  this 
particular  instance,  there  is  a  difference  and 
that  Col.  Gaynor  and  Capt.  Greene  know  it. 
It  may  be  in  the  wearing  apparel.  As  visitors, 
they  are  permitted  to  chose  their  own;  whereas 
in  Leavenworth,  where  Capt.  Carter  is,  they 
would  be  expected  to  wear  a  tmiform  that  in 
color,  pattern  and  quality  is  of  a  sort  that 
cannot  but  shock  a  sensitive  nature.  Col. 
Gaynor's  friends,  and  they  are  not  few,  think 
the  odds  are  against  him.  The  Federal  Gov- 
ernment may  be  uncertain  as  a  Mend  but  it 
is  determined  as  an  enemy,  especially  when  it 
believes  that  it  has  cause. 

THOMAS  B.  FIELDERS. 
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Ca^jem  g>etiefi 


By  THE  OLD  LOBBYIST 

DT  cannot  be  said,  my  children,  that  I 
liked  my  position  in  that  sink  of  evil, 
the  New  York  Customs.  I  was  on 
good  terms  with  my  comrades,  but  I 
founded  no  friendships  among  them. 
It  has  been  and  still  is  a  notion  of  mine, 
and  one  formed  at  an  early  age,  that  every  body 
bears  suggestive  resemblance  to  some  bird  or 
fish  or  beast.  I've  seen  a  human  serpent's 
face  in  my  time,  triangular,  poisonous,  mena- 
cing with  ophidian  eyes;  I've  seen  a  dove's 
face,  soft,  gentle,  harmless,  and  with  lips  that 
cooed  as  they  framed  and  uttered  words. 
And  there  are  faces  to  remind  one  of  dogs, 
of  sheep,  of  apes,  of  swine,  of  eagles,  of  pike — 
ravenous,  wide-mouthed,  swift.  I've  even 
encoimtered  a  bear's  face  on  Broadway — one 
full  of  window-peering  curiosity,  yet  showing 
a  contented,  sluggish  sagacity,  withal.  And 
every  face  about  me  in  the  Customs  would 
carry  out  my  theory.  As  I  glanced  from 
Loms  to  Quin,  and  from  Quin  to  another,  and 
so  to  the  last  upon  the  list,  I  beheld  reflected 
as  in  a  glass,  a  hawk,  or  an  owl,  or  a  wolf,  or  a 
fox,  or  a  ferret,  or  even  a  cat.  But  each  ra- 
pacious; each  stamped  with  the  instinct  of 
predation  as  though  the  word  "Wolf"  was 
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written  across  his  forehead.     Even  Betelnut 

Jack  gave  one  the  impression  that  belongs 

with  some  old,  small,  rusty  black-eagle  wim 

worn  and  ttmibled  plumage.     I  took  no  joy 

of  my  comrades;  saw  no  more  of  them  than  I  w^z^^^^^^fc^ 

might;  despised  my  trade  of  land  pirate— for  2PiamonO0 

what  else  could  it  be  called? — ^and  following 

that    warning    from    ''Josephus"    was    ever 

haunted  of  a  weird  fear  of  what  might  come. 

Still,  I  remained  and  claimed  my  loot  with  the 

rest.     And  you  ask  why?    When  all  is  said, 

I  was  as  voracious  as  the  others;  I  clinked  the 

coins   in  my   pocket,   and   consoled   myself 

against  the  dubious  character  of  such  profits 

with  that  thought  of  Vespasian:  "The  smell 

of  all  money  is  sweet." 

Following  my  downfall  of  tobacco,  I  had  given 

up  my   rich  apartments  in   Twenty-second 

Street;  and  wMe  I  retained  my  membership, 

I  went  no  more  to  the  two  or  three  clubs  into 

which    I'd   been  received.     In   truth,   these 

Custom  House  days  I  seldom  strolled  as  far 

northward  as  Twenty-third  Street;  but  taking 

a  couple  of  moderate  rooms  to  the  south  of 

Washmgton  Square,  I  stuck  to  them  or  to  the 

park  in  n-ont  as  much  as  ever  I  might ;  passing  a 

lonely  life  and  meeting  none  I'd  £iown  before. 

One  bright,  sim-filled  September  afternoon, 
being  free  at  that  hour,  i  was  occupying  a 
bench  in  Washington  Square,  amusing  my 
idleness  with  the  shadows  chequered  across 
the  walk  from  an  overspreading  tree.  A 
sound  caught  my  ear;  I  looked  up  to  be  mild- 
ly amazed   by  the  appearance  of  Betelnut 
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lack.  It  was  seldom  my  chief  was  found  so 
mr  from  bis  ejrie  in  the  Bowery;  evidently 
be  was  sertdng  me.  His  first  words  averred 
as  mncb. 

"I  was  over  to  jour  rooms,"  remarked  Betel- 
■vt  Jack;  **tbey  told  me  you  were  here." 
Tben  be  gave  me  a  pure  Havana — ^for  we  of 
ttM  Custonis  might  smoke  what  cigars  we 
woold — lifted  another  and  betook  himself 
to  a  few  moments  of  fragrant,  wordless  tran- 
quiUity.  I  was  aware,  of  course,  that  Betel- 
mt  Jack  bad  a  distuict  purpose  in  coming; 
but  curiosity  was  never  among  my  vices,  and 
I  did  not  ask  bis  mission.  With  a  feeling  of 
indifference,  I  awaited  its  development  in  his 
own  good  wav  and  time. 
Bete&tut  Ja^  was  more  apt  to  listen  than 
talk;  but  this  Washington  Square  afternoon, 
be  so  fmr  departed  those  habits  of  taciturnity 
commonly  bis  own,  as  to  furnish  the  weight 
of  conversation.  He  did  not  hurry  to  his 
busmess,  but  rambled  among  a  score  of  topics. 
He  even  described  to  me  by  what  accident  he 
arrived  at  bis  nom  de  plume  of  Betelnut  Jack. 
He  said  be  was  a  sailor  in  his  far-away  youth. 
Then  he  rdated  bow  he  went  on  deep  water 
ships  to  India  and  to  the  China  seas;  now  he 
learned  to  chew  betel  from  the  Orientals;  how 
after  he  came  ashore  he  was  still  addicted  to 
bet^;  how  a  physician,  ignorant  of  betel  and 
its  crimson  masticatory  consequences,  fell 
into  vast  excitement  over  what  be  conceived 
to  be  a  perilous  hemorrhage;  and  how  befcve 
Tack  could  explain,  seized  on  him  and  hurried 
him  into  a  near-by  drug  shop.    When  he  un- 
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derstood  his  mistake,  the  physician  took  it  in 
dudgeon,  and  was  inclined  to  blame  Jack  for 
those  sanguinary  yet  fraudulent  sjrmptoms. 
One  result  of  the  adventure  was  to  re-christen 
him  "Betelnut  Jack,"  the  name  still  sticking,  ^-. .  ^^ 

albeit  he  had  &r  long  abandoned  betel  as  a  HPtattlOno? 
taste  outgrown. 

Betelnut  Jack  continued  touching  his  career 
in  ICcw  Vork;  always  with  caution,  however, 
slurring  some  parts  and  jumping  others; 
from  which  I  argued  that  portions  of  my 
chief's  story  were  made  better  by  not  being 
divulged.  It  occurred,  too,  as  a  deduction 
drawn  from  his  confidences  that  Betelnut 
Jack  had  been  valorous  as  a  Know- Nothing; 
and  he  spoke  with  rapture  of  the  great  prize- 
fighter, Tom  Hyer,  who  beat  Yankee  SulUvan; 
and  then  of  the  fistic  virtues  of  the  brave  Bill 
Poole,  coming  near  to  tears  as  he  set  forth  the 
latter's  murder  in  Stanwiz  Hall. 
Also,  I  gathered  that  Betelnut  Jack  had  been 
no  laggard  at  the  work  of  hurlmg  stones  and 
smas^og  windows  in  the  Astor  Place  riot  of 
1849. 

''And  the  soldiers  killed  one  hundred  and 
thirty-four,"  sighed  Betelnut  Jack,  when  de- 
scribing the  battle  with  him  and  his  com- 
rades; ''and  wounded  four  times  as  many 
more.  And  all,  mind  you!  for  a  no-good 
English  actor  with  an  Irish  name!"  This 
last  in  accents  of  profoimd  disgust. 
In  the  end  Betemut  Jack  began  to  wax  un- 
easy; it  was  apparent  that  he  yearned  for  his 
nest  in  the  familiar  Bowery.  With  that  he 
\t  bluntly  to  the  purpose. 
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®bf  '*To-morroWy  early,"  he  said,  ^Hake  one  of  the 
AitlAAhIr  ^^"'"^^^  inspecton  and  go  down  to  quarantine. 
VniMnrr  some  time  m  the  course  of  the  day,  the  steam- 
ship 'Wol^ang,'  from  Bremen,  will  arrive. 
Go  aboard  at  once.  In  the  second  cabin  you 
will  find  a  tall,  eray,  old  German;  lean,  with 
longish  hair,  ne  may  have  on  dark  goggles: 
if  he  hasn't,  you  will  observe  that  he  is  blind 
of  the  right  eye.  His  daughter,  a  g^l  of 
twenty-three,  will  be  with  him.  Her  luur  will 
be  done  up  in  that  heavy  roll  which  hair- 
dressers call  the  'Waterfall,'  and  hang,  in  a 
silk  close-meshed  net,  low  on  her  neck.  Hid- 
den in  the  girl's  hair  are  diamonds  of  a  Berlin 
value  of  over  one  hundred  and  twenty  thou- 
sand dollars.  You  will  search  the  old  man, 
and  have  the  woman  inspector  search  the 
girL  Don't  conduct  yourselves  as  though 
you  knew  what  you  were  looking  for.  Tell 
your  assistant  to  find  the  girl's  diamonds  nat- 
urally; let  her  work  to  them  by  degrees,  not 
swoop  on  them." 

Then  Betehmt  Jack  disposed  himself  for  home- 
ward flight.  I  asked  how  he  became  aware  of 
the  jewds  and  the  place  of  their  concealment. 
"Never  mind  that  now,"  was  his  reply; 
"you'U  know  later.  But  get  the  diamond; 
they're  there  and  you  must  not  fail.  I've 
come  for  you,  as  you're  more  capable  of  doing 
the  gentleman  than  some  of  the  others,  and 
this  is  a  case  where  a  dash  of  refinement  won't 
hurt  the  trick." 

With  that  Betelnut  Jack  lounged  over  to 
Fourth  Street  and  disappeared  towards  Broad- 
way and  the  Bowery  ft^ther  east. 
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Following  my  chiefs  departure,  I  continued 
in  idle  contemplaticm  of  the  shadows.  This 
occupation  did  not  forbid  a  mental  looking  up 
and  down  of  what  would  be  my  next  day's 
work.  The  prospect  was  far  from  pleasing. 
When  one  is  under  thirty,  a  proposal  to  plim- 
der  a  girl — a  beautiful  ^1,  doubtless — of  her 
diamonds,  does  not  appeal  to  one.  There 
would  be  woe,  tears,  lamentations,  misery 
with  much  wringing  of  hands.  I  began  to 
call  myself  a  villain.  Then,  as  against  her, 
and  defensive  of  mjrself,  I  argued  the  outlaw 
character  of  the  girl's  work.  Be  she  beautiful 
or  be  she  favored  iU,  still  she  was  breaking 
the  law.  It  was  our  oath  to  seize  the  gems; 
whatever  of  later  wrong  was  acted,  at  best  or 
worst,  it  was  no  wrong  done  her.  In  truth! 
when  she  was  at  last  left  free  and  at  liberty, 
she  was  favored  bevond  her  deserts;  for 
those  customs  acts  which  she  was  cheating 
spoke  of  grates  and  keys  and  bars  and  bolts. 
Ill  this  wise,  and  as  much  as  might  be,  I  com- 
forted myself  against  the  disgrace  of  an  enter- 
prise from  which  I  naturally  recoiled,  hard- 
ening myself  as  to  the  poor  girl  marked  to  be 
our  prey.  I  confess  I  gained  no  great  success; 
say  what  I  might,  I  contenmed  myself. 
While  thus  ruminating  that  dishonor  into 
which  I  conceived  myself  to  have  fallen,  I 
recalled  a  story  written  by  Edgar  Allen  Poe. 
It  is  a  sketch  wherein  a  wicked  man  is  ever 
followed  and  thwarted  by  one  who  lives  his 
exact  semblance  in  each  line  of  face  and  form. 
This  doppel-ganger,  as  the  Germans  name 
him,  while  the  same  with  himself  in  appear- 
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^ht  Ance  and  dress,  is  his  precise  opposite  in  moral 
AttlMfefciM*  ****^^*'  "^^^  Struggle  between  the  haunted 
vniMHfF  one  and  his  weird,  begins  in  boyhood  and 
continues  till  middle  a^e.  At  the  last,  frantic 
under  a  last  opposition,  the  haunted  one 
draws  sword  and  slays  his  enemy.  Too  late, 
as  he  wipes  the  blood  from  his  blade,  he  finds 
that  he  has  killed  his  better  self;  too  late  he 
sees  that  from  that  time  to  the  end,  the  pres- 
ent will  have  no  hope,  the  future  hold  no 
heaven;  that  he  must  sink  and  sink  and  sink, 
until  he  is  grasped  by  those  hands  outstretched 
of  hell  to  forever  have  him  for  their  horrid 
own.  I  wondered  if  I  were  not  like  that  man 
unhappy;  I  asked  if  I  did  not,  by  these  vari- 
ous defences  and  apologies  which  I  made  ever 
for  my  wickedness,  work  for  the  death  of  my 
better  nature  whose  destruction  when  it  did 
come  would  mean  the  departure  forever  of 
my  soul's  chance.  I  stood  up  and  shook 
myself  in  a  canine  way.  Decidedly,  lone- 
liness was  tufliring  me  morbid!  However 
that  may  be,  I  passed  a  far  from  happy  after- 
noon. 

Fairly  speaking,  these  contentions  shook  me 
somewhat  in  my  resolves.  There  were  mo- 
ments when  I  determined  to  refuse  my  diar 
mond  hunting  commission  and  resign  my 
place.  I  even  settled  the  style  of  my  resigna- 
tion; it  should  be  full  of  sarcasm;  I  would 
base  it  on  "the  necessity  of  giving  my  self- 
respect  a  vacation;  it  having  been  overworked 
to  the  point  of  death  since  my  connection  with 
the  customs." 
But  alas!  these  white  dreams  faded;  at  the 
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end  I  was  ready  to  execute  the  orders  of  Betel-  (Q^hf 
nut  Jack;  and  that  which   decided  me  was  ^^L^-,^ 
surely  the  weakest  thought  of  all.     Somehow,  ©fnUtttl 
I  had  in  my  conscience  put  down  the  coming  ^ttl'fl^ 
German  maiden  as  beautiful;  Betelnut  Jack  -^r^,^,.^,^^ 
had  said  her  age  was  twenty-three,  which  HI>tamonO0 
helped  me  to  this  thought  of  a  girlish  loveli- 
ness.    Thus,  my  imaginings  worked  in  favor 
of  the  girl.     But  next  the  3iought  fell  blackly 
that  she  would  some  day — probably  a  near 
day — love  some  man  unknown  and  marry 
him.     Possibly  this  lover  she  already  knew; 
perhaps  he  was  here  and  she  on  her  way  to 
meet  him!    This  will  sotmd  like  jest;  it  will 
earn  derision  from  healthful,  balanced  spirits; 
and  yet  I  tell  but  the  truth.     I  experienced  a 
vague,  resentful  jealousy,  hated  this  imagined 
lover  of  a  girl  I'd  never  met;  and  waxed  con- 
temptuous of  aught  of  leniency  towards  one 
or  both.     I  would  do  as  Betehiut  Jack  said; 
I  would  go  down  to  quarantine  on  the  mor- 
row; and  I  would  find  the  diamonds. 
It  was  late  in  the  afternoon  when  with  a 
woman  assistant,  I  boarded  the  "Wolfgang" 
in  the  Narrows.    My  lean,  gray,  aged  German 
was  readily  picked  up;  his  daughter  was  with 
him.     And  her  beauty  was  as  I'd  painted  on 
the  canvas  of  my  thoughts.     Yet  as  I  beheld 
the  loveliness  which  might  have  melted  me,  I 
recalled  that  lover  to  whose  arms  she  might 
be  coming  and  was  hardened  beyond  recall. 
I  told  the  inspectress  to  take  her  into  a  private 
room  and  find  the  diamonds.    With  that,  I 
turned  my  back  and  strolled  to  the  forward 
deck.     Even  at  that   distance   I  heard  the 
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^hf  shriek  of  the  |^1  when  her  treasure  was  dis- 

A*^i>«i«>.r  covered;  I  smiled: 

traiOORrr  "There  wUl  be  less  for  the  lovern  thought. 

When  my  woman  assistant — accomplice  might 
be  the  better  term — joined  me,  she  had  the 
jewels.  They  were  in  a  long  eel-skin  recep- 
tacle, sewed  tightly;  and  had  been  secreted 
in  the  girl's  hair  as  described  by  Betelnut 
Tack.  I  took  the  gems,  and  buttoning  them 
m  my  coat,  told  my  aide — ^who  with  a  feminine 
fashion  of  bitterness  seemed  exultant  over 
having  deprived  another  of  her  gew-gaws — ^to 
arrest  the  girl,  hold  her  until  the  boat  docked, 
frighten  her  with  tales  of  fetters  and  dtmgeons 
and  clanging  bars,  and  at  the  last  to  lose  her 
on  the  wharf.  It  would  be  nine  o'clock  of  the 
nieht  by  then,  and  murk  dark;  this  loss  of  her 
prisoner  would  seem  to  come  honestly  about. 
If  I  were  making  a  romance,  rather  than 
bending  to  a  relation  of  cold,  gray,  hard,  un- 
tender  facts,  I  would  at  this  crisis  defy  Betel- 
nut  Jack,  rescue  the  beautiful  girl,  restore  her 
jewels,  love  her,  win  her,  wed  her,  and  with 
her  true,  dear  arms  about  me,  live  happy 
ever  after.  As  it  was,  however,  I  did  notlung 
of  that  good  sort.  My  aide  obeyed  directions 
in  a  mood  at  once  thorough,  blitiie,  and  spite- 
ful; and  never  more  did  I  set  eyes  on  the 
half-blind  father  or  the  tearful,  poor,  pretty 
victim  of  our  diamond  hunting.  Lost  m  the 
crush  and  bustle  of  the  wharf,  tiiey  were  never 
found,  never  looked  for,  and  never  rendered 
themselves. 

I  had  considered  what  profit  from  these  jewels 
might  accrue  to  the  nng  and  the  means  by 
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which  it  would  be  arrived  at.     I  took  it  for  ^hf 
granted  that  some  substitutional  arts — ^when  >x^,.^^„„ 
paste  would  take  the  places  of  old  mine  gems  ®f  nilall 
— ^would  be  resorted  to  as  in  the  excellent  in-  ifiitl'fl? 


stance  of  the  Emperor's  Cigars.  I  still  be- 
lieve that  this  would  have  been  the  better,  as 
it  would  surely  have  been  the  more  profitable 
course. 

But  Betelnut  Jack  shook  his  careful  head; 
there  would  be  no  hokus-pokus  of  substitu- 
tion; there  were  good  reasons.  Also,  there 
was  another  way  secure.  If  our  profits  were 
somewhat  shaved,  our  safety  would  be  aug- 
mented; and  Betelnut  Jack's  watchword  was 
"Safety  first!"  I  was  bound  to  acquiesce;  I 
the  more  readily  did  so  as  I,  like  Loms  and 
Quin,  had  grown  to  feelings  of  perfect  confi- 
dence in  the  plans  of  Betehiut  Jack.  How- 
ever, since  I  had  brushed  aside  etiquette  and 
broken  the  ice  of  the  matter  with  my  chief,  I 
at  the  close  of  discussion  asked  how  he  meant 
to  manceuvre  in  the  affair. 
''Wait!"  retorted  Betelnut  Jack,  and  that  was 
the  utmost  he  would  say. 
In  due  time  came  the  usual  auction,  and  the 
gems  were  sold.  They  were  snapped  up  by  a 
syndicate  of  wise  folk  of  Maiden  Lane  who 
paid  therefor  into  the  hands  of  the  govern- 
ment the  even  sum  of  one  himdred  thousand 
dollars.  Still  I  saw  not  how  the  ring  would 
have  advantage;  no  wav  could  open  for  us  to 
handle  those  one  himdred  thousand  dollars 
in  whole  or  in  part.  I  was  in  error;  a  con- 
dition whereof  i  was  soon  to  be  made  pleas- 
antly aware. 
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^hf  On  the  day  following  the  sale,  and  while  the 
Jfctiljwvitlr  V^^  P**d  still  slept  unbanked  in  the  Customs 
frniOOKfr  fK>xe8  of  proof-steel,  there  came  one  to  see  our 
canny  chief.  It  is  useless  to  waste  description 
on  this  man.  Suffice  it  that  he  was  in  fact 
and  in  appearance  as  skuUdngly  the  coward 
scoimdrel  as  might  anywhere  be  met.  This 
creeping  creature  was  diown  into  the  private 
rooms  of  Betdnut  Jack.  A  moment  latere  I 
was  sent  for. 

Betelnut  Jack  was  occupying  a  chair;  he 
wore  an  air  of  easy  high  confidence;  and  over 
that,  a  sentiment  of  contempt  for  his  visitor. 
This  latter  was  posed  in  the  middle  of  the 
room;  and  while  an  apprehension  of  impend- 
ing evil  showed  on  his  face,  he  made  cringing 
and  deprecatory  gestures  with  shoulders 
hunched  and  palms  turned  outward. 
''Sit  down,"  observed  Betelnut  Jack,  pushing 
a  chair  towards  me.  When  I  was  seated,  he 
spoke  on.  "Since  it  was  you  who  found  the 
diamonds,  I  thought  it  right  to  have  you  pres- 
ent now.  You  asktd  me  once  how  I  knew  in 
advance  of  those  gems  and  their  scheme  of 
concealment.  To-day  you  may  learn.  This 
is  the  gentleman  who  gave  me  the  informar 
tion.  Me  did  it  to  obtain  the  reward;  to  re- 
ceive that  great  per  cent,  of  the  seizure's  pro- 
ceeds which  is  promised  the  informer  by  the 
law.  His  information  was  right;  he  is  en- 
titled to  the  reward.  That  is  what  he  is  here 
for;  he  has  come  to  be  paid."  Then  to  the 
hangdog,  cringing  one:  ''Pretty  good  day's 
work  for  you,  ehr  Over  fifty  thousand  dol- 
lars for  a  little  piece  of  information  is  stiff 
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pay!"  The  hangdog  one  bowed  lower  and  a 
smirk  of  partial  confidence  began  to  broaden 
his  face.  "And  now  you've  come  for  your 
money — ^fifty  odd  thousand!" 
*^li  you  please,  sir!  yes,  sir!"  More  and 
wider  smirks. 

««A11  right!"  retorted  Betelnut  Jack.  "You 
shall  have  it,  friend;  but  not  now — ^not  to- 
day." 

"Then  when?"  and  the  smirk  fied. 
"To-morrow,"    said    Betelnut    Jack.     "To- 
morrow, next  day,  any  day  in  fact  when  you 
bring  before  me  to  be  witness  of  the  transac- 
tion the  father,  the  sister,  and  your  wife." 
Across  the  face  of  the  hangdog  one  spread  a 
pallor  that  was  as  the   paleness   of   death. 
There  shone  the  fires  of  a  hot  agony  in  his 
eyes  as  though  a  dirk  had  slowly  pierced  him. 
His  voice  fell  to  a  husky  whisper. 
"You  would  cheat  me!" 

"No;  I  would  do  you  perfect  justice,"  replied 
Betelnut  Jack.  "Not  a  splinter  do  you  finger 
until  ^ou  brine  your  people.  Your  wife  and 
her  sister  and  their  father  shaU  know  this 
story,  and  stand  here  while  the  money's  paid. 
Not  a  stiver  else !  Now,  go !" 
Betelnut  Jack's  tones  were  as  remorseless  as 
a  storm;  they  offered  nothing  to  hope;  the 
hangdog  one  heard  and  crept  away  with  a 
look  on  his  face  that  was  but  ill  to  see.  Once 
the  door  was  closed  behind  him,  Betelnut 
Jack  turned  with  a  cheerful  gleam  to  me. 
"That  ends  him!  It's  as  vou  guess.  This 
informer  is  the  son-in-law  of  the  old  German, 
married  the  elder  daughter.     They  came 
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over  four  years  ago  and  live  in  Hobokea* 
Then  the  father  and  the  younger  sister  wer« 
to  come.  They  put  their  whole  fortune  into 
the  diamonds  I  aiming  to  cheat  the  Customs 
and  manage  a  profit;  and  the  girl  wrote  their 

Slani  and  how  they  would  hide  the  jewelE  to 
er  sister.  It  was  she  who  told  her  husband 
— this  fellow  who*s  just  sneaked  out*  He 
came  to  me  and  betrayed  them;  he  was  will- 
ing to  ruin  the  old  man  and  the  girl  to  wio 
lidieB  for  himself.  But  he'i  gone;  he^ll  not 
return;  we've  seen  and  heard  the  last  of 
them;  one  fears  the  jail,  the  other  disgrace; 
and  that's  the  end."  Then  Betelaut  Jack,  as 
he  lighted  a  cigar,  spoke  the  word  which  told 
to  folk  initiate  of  a  division  of  spoil  on  tl&e 
morrow.  As  I  arose,  he  said^  *' Ask  Loni« 
to  come  here.*' 


H 


d  by  Google 


All 


nloQke] 


NEW  YORK,  JUKE  l8,  1903 


No 


$art|?  fipirit  ti 


tf;e 


of  tlje 


tttanv  for  tlje  r^mx 

of  tfjc  fttD." 

— popr. 


R.  H.  M ACY  &  CO. 


M^ilf  SiJij  J4ih  Hi 


nh  u  JS^K  6th  Jei. 


If  You   Have  a  Summer  Home 
Furnish — Consult  Us! 


Why? 


\Vhcthi:r   if: 

<jrti<''f,     %    j»ri 

re-'< 

wj-. 

P- 

lit: 

\m 

c  Viiucucx  to  cliQii>c  from. 

B:gtW^ 

rpta.il  for  aakk  tlitii 

uny 


Why? 


0^i^Rer:iuAe   ciof  pricei  arc  m^ich   lesit   tluui 

li   the  sjun  ' 
;....  .,  k    who  hu 
n  tliird  le^^s  Utan  < 
fio^  .^fi   which  to  b^...    T  ^uj 


W^t  (BnUoktv 


d  by  Google 


Subscription:  One  Dollar  a  Year 
Price:    Five    Cents 


CONTENTS 

THE  CASUAL  CLUB 

The  Quakers'  City  from  Two  Points 
— ^Van  Addle  as  a  Phonograph — The 
Difference  between  Mr.  Terome  and  a 
Mugwump — The  Art  of  Reconciling^ 

POETRY 

LADY  BETTY'S  COMMENT  Betty  Stair 
DRIFT  OF  THE  DAY  •  .  Skinring 
THE  PLAY  .  .  .  .  .  Jaques 
AS  YOU  LIKE  IT     .        .        .        Fielders 

Why  a  Horse  Laughs — Titles  and 
Hard  Cash--Give  the  Devil  His  Due 
— New  York's  Moral  Paralysis — Cu- 
rious Bond  of  Sympathy 

ANTI-SPANISH  GOLD 

By  The  Old  Lobbyist 

Copyrisrhted    1909,  by  The  Observer   Publishins:  Co. 

The  Observer   Publishing   Company 

Mercantile  Library  Building 

Astor  Place,  New  York  City 


d  by  Google 


HARVARD 

lUNIVERSITY,    n 
MBRj&RY    \  y, 
DEC  17 1945 


CJjt  (j^ntooler 


Vol.  II  JUNE  z8.  X902  No.  I 

%i9t  CajSual  Club 

HOR  its  recent  meeting  the  Casual  Club 
was  so  fortunate  as  to  pitch  upon 
the  Criterion;  and  so  sumptuous 
withaly  and  complete  was  the  enter- 
tainment the  members  received, 
that  Van  Addle,  who  owns  a  mighty  disbelief 
in  any  table  excellencies  to  dwell  off  Fifth 
Avenue,  turned  at  times  quite  bewildered  and 
was  confused  with  a  perfection  on  Broadway 
wherewith  he  could  find  no  fault  and  against 
which  lodge  no  criticism.  The  conversation 
to  befall  with  the  coffee,  while  of  lighter  sort, 
found  a  wide  range,  and  was  diversified  by 
several  sallies  of  Van  Addle's,  who  displayed 
himself  in  the  most  sprightly  of  humors,  and, 
indeed,  waxed  on  occasion  almost  witty.  For 
instance,  upon  Fatfloat's  being  moved  to  say 
as  new  wine  was  ordered  that  he  viewed 
with  augmented  distrust  the  growth  of  drink- 
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^J^t  ^  ^  society,  and  esp^ctally  among  women, 
tfnlOOkft  ^'^  Addle  was  prompt  with  tht  quip  that  they 
draBk  for  the  «ok>r  il  put  in  their  dieeks. 
"For  mark  you,"  observed  Van  Addle,  "I 
was  told  by  an  imdeniaUe  belle  that  wine 
drinking  was  wholly  a  matter  of  complexion; 
that  she  neither  del^hted  in  its  taste,  nor  yet 
that  ringing  in  her  head  which  a  second  glass 
promoted;  but  color  she  must  have,  as  pale 
faces  were  no  longer  a  fai^on  and  flhe*4 
sooner  bring  it  out  with  burgundy  than  paiitt 
it  on  with  a  rabbit's  foot." 
As  much  as  ever  we  might,  we  encouraged 
Van  Addle  in  these  innocent  fii^ts  and  gave 
him  spirit  by  our  applause,  to  be  as  bright  as 
was  possible  with  him.  And  ^dierefore  no? 
Assuredly  if  om  is  to  throw  away  apprecia- 
tion, it  is  the  more  kindly  and  s^isible  to  be^ 
stow  it  on  tiie  poor  humor  of  a  friend  than  upon 
that  of  a  stranger;  and  besides  there  is  a  deal 
to  be  generously  good  about  Van  Addle,  i^o, 
while  he  is  no  Theodore  Hook,  truly,  and  his 
wit  will  never  dazzle,  has  much  vivacity  of  im* 
pulse,  and  lacks  only  in  nimUeness  of  inven- 
tion; also,  he  himself  enjoys  his  efforts  if 
others  do  not,  and  like  the  bead  in  one's  glass, 
a  succession  of  mirth-bubbles  rise  ever  up 
through  his  clear,  if  shallow,  waters  to  break 
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lA  amU¥le  rings  of  laiigkter  on  the  surface.   (Q;^ 

*  *   *  Cuual 

LEMON  told  us  of  a  recent  trip  which  he  made 


to  Phyadelphia,  and  spcAe  with  admiration  of 
that  city  which,  strange  to  chroi^cle,  he  had 
jMvar  before  visited. 

^Inte/*  observed  Lemon,  ''I  had  often  been 
through  on  my  way  to  and  from  Washington, 
hut  this  was  my  first  experience  of  the  town 
itself.  I  was  never  better  pleased  with  a 
community  or  foimd  in  so  brief  a  space  so 
much  that  was  admirable;  and  what  broke  on 
me  as  a  most  agreeable  surprise  was,  tiiat 
after  being  there  several  hours,  and  visiting 
two  of  the  principal  clubs,  wherein  I  was  pre- 
sented to  at  least  one  hundred  gentlemen,  I 
found  that,  without  exception,  they  were  each 
and  all  Americans,  native  bom,  and  of  truest 
strain.  This  gave  me  unmixed  delight,  for  I 
confess  that  while  I  have  much  friendship  for 
Europeans  who  these  days  come  and  settle 
on  our  shores  and  bring  with  them  honesty 
and  habits  of  industry  and  respect,  I  am  yet 
so  much  more  the  natural  partisan  and  man  of 
his  own  tribe  that  the  pure  American  appeals 
to  me  as  a  sentiment  and  with  a  cogent  nearness 
bom  of  a  blood  common  with  my  own,  and  to 
encounter  such  folk  brings  to  me  a  pleasure  I 
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(Q;^  can  neTcr  feel  in  the  hand-grasp  of  an  alien, 
♦nlOOltfr  '^^  matter  how  famished  he  may  he  of  every 
admiraUe  attrihate." 

*'I  am  afraid,  my  dear  Lemon,"  remarked 
Vaciram,  suavely,  hut  smiling  the  while  at  the 
cynical  Lemon's  imwonted  enthusiasm,  ''I  am 
afraid  I  cannot  follow  you  in  your  encomium 
of  Philadelphia.  I  was  cast  away  in  that  city 
for  four  several  hours  on  one  evening  not  long 
ago,  and  the  iron  dullness  that  dominated  the 
place  all  hut  destroyed  me.  I  felt  choked; 
my  very  capacity  for  joy  was  throttled  in  the 
grasp  of  that  gigantic,  yet  amorphous,  dullness 
whereof  I  speak.  I  felt,  of  those  hours  of  my 
sojourn,  with  Pope  where  he  imitates  Horace: 

'*  Loos  as  to  him  who  works  for  debt,  the  day; 
Lone  as  the  nicht  to  her  whose  love's  away; 
Loos  as  the  year's  dull  circle  seems  to  nm. 
When  the  brisk  minor  pants  for  twenty  one. 

Those  lines,  perhaps,  adequately  set  forth 
what  one  might  call  my  'Philadelphia  feeling,' 
and  with  every  deference  to  that  most  reputa- 
ble of  communities,  I  returned  to  New  Toik 
with  sensations  of  profoundest  satisfaction 
and  reUef." 

"Nor  does  it  tell  well,"  said  Lemon,  "concern- 
ing your  finer  side  for  you  to  say  so.     The 
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'dullness'  of  Philadelphia  whereof  you  descant  (Q^^f 
is  for  a  most  part  the  mere  absence  of  that  ^fTMiml 
flaunting  vice  which  revels  in  a  vicious  glare  >(pif,|. 
of  lights  and  knows  no  music  like  the  bells  of 
midnight.  It  was  the  garish^  painted  iniquity, 
rustling  in  meretricious  sUks  and  exploding 
champagne,  which  is  so  much  and  sorrowfully 
a  feature  of  New  York,  that  you  missed  and 
longed  for.  Your  objections  to  Philadelphia  are 
addressed  to  a  lack  of  those  flesh-pots  which 
your  life  in  New  York  has  educated  you  to 
delight  in;  that  is  the  whole  story;  and  I  re- 
peat, it  is  a  tale  when  properly  told  to  militate 
against  you  as  one  of  inherent  and  highest 
morality.  I  don't  mean.  Vacuum,  that  you 
yourself  go  upon  the  evil  stage  of  the  Tender- 
loin and  perform  as  an  actor  in  the  mire- 
soaked  dramas  that  there  discover  nightly 
presentation;  but  habit  added  to  some  bent 
for  bohemianism  leads  you  to  flnd  your 
pleasure  as  one  of  an  applauding  audience 
looking  on.  Your  love  of  New  York  is  like 
a  love  for  rum,  and  your  distaste  for  Phila- 
delphia, but  the  rum-drinker's  resentment  of 
water  as  an  exclusive  beverage.  No  sir; 
those  who  are  eager  for  respectability  and 
moral  cleanliness  will  prefer  Philadelphia, 
while  others  who  hunger  for  their  ill  opposites 

7 


d  by  Google 


(Q^^  aad  to  iw^om  Tice  appeals,  are  sure  to  cHng  to 

"^FOR  MYSELF/'  said  Enfield,  <'I  feel  so  ez- 
ceedingly  like  Cain,  and  am  withal  so  det«r 
mined  of  tiie  fact  *I  am  net  my  brother's  keep- 
er,' that  while  I  lean  to  full  agreement  with  yon. 
Lemon  in  theory  at  least  as  to  your  descrip- 
tion of  the  true  difference  which  subsists  be- 
tween the  towns,  the  midnight  foulness  of  New 
York  in  its  sinful  silks  and  spangles  is  not 
after  all  the  target  whereat  I  would  arrow 
my  complaints;  and  I've  a  quiver,  I  might 
add,  indifferent  full  of  them.  The  trouUe 
most  to  be  of  moment  with  New  York  is  the 
narrow  ignorance  of  its  provincialism.  The 
importance  of  itself  to  itself,  and  the  dim  and 
dwindling  unimportance  of  everything  else 
American,  distinguish  it  as  the  Western  Paris 
which  knows  of  nothing,  conceives  of  nothing, 
without  its  own  poor  walls.  What  New 
Yorker  wots  of  aught  west  of  the  Hudson?  or 
east  of  the  Sound?  or  south  of  the  Narrows? 
or  north  of  the  Harlem?  Not  one;  his  every 
lesson  is  local,  and  if  ever  a  notion  not  bom 
of  his  own  small  island  does  penetrate  his 
brain  to  miss  its  way  and  lose  itself  and  die  for 
lack  of  nourishment  in  those  mental  deserts  it 
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encounters  there,  it  is  a  notion  of  London  ^hf 
whereof,  so  far  as  New  York  is  anything,  it  /frMttxl 
rests  content  to  be  the  abject  understudy.'* 
"What  you  now  say,  Enfield,"  interjected 
Fatfloat,  "is  so  true,  that  recently  Mr.  Gates — 
that  buffalo  bull  of  stocks — collected  thirty- 
two  millions  of  dollars  outside  of  New  York 
and  captured  therewith  Mr.  August  Belmont's 
pet  railroad.  Had  Mr.  Belmont  been  taught 
to  consider  the  country  at  large,  Mr.  Gates 
neyer  could  have  aggregated  those  millions 
without  attracting  the  Belmont  eye  and 
arousing  the  Belmont  alarm.  But  that  bank- 
ing gentleman  was  aware  of  nothing  beyond 
New  York,  and  his  blinded  condition  in  that 
conceited  behalf  made  it  possible  for  Mr. 
Gates  to  plant  a  battery  without  discovery 
within  point  blank  range  and  blow  him  'to  rail- 
road flinders  with  the  first  discharge." 
"Why,"  resumed  Enfield,  "one  may  have  the 
microscopic  littleness  of  the  local  intelligence 
by  the  character  of  those  news  stories  whereon 
the  press  expands  itself.  One  day  there  is  a 
profound  agitation  of  the  types  because  Mr. 
IHxon  does  not  shake  hands  with  Mr.  Carroll 
at  the  harmony  reception  of  politics,  held  in 
Albany  by  Mr.  Hill.  The  awful  recital  ac- 
tually crowded  the  volcanic  news  from  the 
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XJj^ht  Antilles  into  a  comer  and  scarce  left  it  room 
Attlookft  ^^^  l>'^thl   Were  France  to  take  sword  and 
shield  against  her  enemy  of  the  Rhine,  there 
could  he  offered  no  more  uproar  of  ink.    And 
yet  who  are  the  prime  actors  and  what  is  their 
puhlic  weight?     Three  heaten  politicians  of 
mediocre  sort  they  are,  two  of  whom  no  man 
follows  and  who  are  of  concern  to  none  save 
themselves,  with  the  third,  Mr.  Carroll,  the  sole 
one  of  any  present  party  existence;  and  that 
only  to  an  extent  so  limited  that  he  is  overrun 
in  Tammany  by  Mr.  Sullivan,  a  man  worse,  . 
and  who  should,  therefore,  be  weaker  than 
himself.     Yet  from  that  riot  of  our  papers  a 
stranger  in  the  town's  midst  would  have  be- 
lieved the  most  tremendous  influences  to  be  in 
strenuous   collision,  and  that  some   mighty 
crush  of  matter  and  crash  of  worlds  were  to 
follow  as  a  terrifying  corollary." 
''Speaking  of  Mr.  Carroll  and  Mr.  Sullivan," 
said  Van  Addle,  whose  ears  were  interested 
with  the  earliest  suggestion  of  politics,  "I've 
been  of  late  gathering  what  information  I  might 
of  a  Tammany  character  by  way  of  enlarging 
as  much  as  possible  my  political  knowledge, 
and  last  evening,  while  in  converse  with  one 
eminent  of  Tammany,  and  in  response  to  my 
question,  I  was  told  that  the  quarrel  now  going 
zo 
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forward  between  Mr.  Croker  and  Mr.  Sullivan  ^hf 
on  one  side,  and  Mr.  Carroll  on  the  other,  is  no  jTatfugl 
more  than  a  war  over  those  yearly  four  mil-  ^i^^u 
lions  which  the  police  collect  from  the  gam-  ^***'' 
bling  dens  of  the  town.  I  don't  know  how  true 
the  story  is,  for  my  personal  lessons  of  gam- 
bling are  wholly  confined  to  those  sparsely  sown 
occasions  when,  as  a  gentleman  may,  I  lose  a 
few  hundreds  over  roulette;  but  as  it  was  told 
to  me,  the  Combine,  which  still  flourishes  and 
which  the  late  elections  by  no  means  over- 
threw, when  Mr.  Croker  could  be  of  no  further 
use — ^his  chiefiship  being  gone — ^refused  him 
further  consideration.  Such  was  the  explana- 
tion given  me  of  the  battle  for  supremacy 
presently  being  waged  in  the  executive  cotm- 
dls  of  Tammany.  To  quote  my  informant — 
himself  a  'leader,'  but  lacking  personal  interest 
in  the  'casus  belli,'  in  his  own  peculiar  phrase : 
'It's  a  mere  scrap  between  grafters  over  graft. 
The  gambling  combine  finding  the  Old  Man 
dead,  no  longer  count  him.  He  can  do  them 
no  good,  he  can  do  them  no  hurt;  and  they're 
willing  to  save  as  much  money  as  they  can. 
They're  a  bunch  of  chilly  marks,  that  gambling 
ring,  and  you  can  put  down  a  bet  they  split 
nothing  out  for  a  dead  one.  Ohl  they're  a 
lot  of  frugal  mugs,  and  go,  as  far  as  you  like 
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^Ift  on  that!  And  so  the  Old  Man  and  the  Senator 
<(^l00kft  ^^  ^^'  Johnny  Carroll.  Yes,  they  managed 
to  hold  tiieir  grip  on  a  majority  of  the  district 
leaders.  That  was  by  hooking  up  with  the  con- 
tract high-binders  like  Dunn,  and  Grant,  and 
Plunkitt  and  McMahon  and  McDonald  of  the 
Undergroimd.  Just  now  these  ducks  haye 
the  combine  in  a  comer  so  far  as  Tammany's 
executive  committee  is  concerned;  but  the 
combine  aren't  in  a  comer  when  it  comes  to  the 
town  at  large.  They're  Johnny  on  the  Spot 
outside  the  organization,  and  doing  business 
and  saving  money  right  along.  And  when  it 
comes  to  the  next  primaries,  it's  two  for  one 
the  Carroll  crowd  land  the  Croker-SuUivan 
outfit  in  a  heap.  They're  pretty  handy  peo- 
ple, the  Carroll  crowd,  and  they've  got  the 
dough  and  they  ain't  afraid  to  bum  it.  The 
Carroll  people  will  do  the  others  in  the  wind-up; 
that  is,  they'll  do  the  others  unless  some  out- 
side honest  man  who  isn't  mixed  up  in  the 
mud  witii  either  side — some  such  party  as 
Commissioner  Martin,  for  instance — ^walks  out 
in  front.  Such  a  man  could  put  both  the 
Croker-SuUivan  and  the  Carroll  bunches  to 
sleep;  and  I  figure  that'll  just  about  be  the 
finish  to  it  at  that.'  Of  course,"  went  on 
Van  Addle,  ''I  confess  to  only  a  glimmer  of  the 
za 
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true  meaning  that  lies  hidden  in  such  amazing  (Q^hf 
English;  and  yet  as  I  stated,  I  gathered  that  /|rMt|»l 
present  troubles  arose  because  certain  people, 
powerful  enough,  had  excluded  certain  other 
people  from  any  further  participation  in  those 
funds  which  are  paid  by  the  gambling  element 
as  the  price  of  peace  for  them  and  theirs." 
"And  I  apprehend,"  remarked  Enfield,  "that 
you  are  not  so  far  adrift.  Van  Addle,  in  accept- 
ing that  information.  .  Your  historian,  who- 
ever he  is,  betrays  a  most  intimate  inside 
knowledge  of  what  is  going  on  and  the  causes. 
In  that  connection  I  may  say  I  was  edified  by 
the  recent  interview  with  Mr.  Devery  pub- 
lished in  the  'World'  by  that  excellent  artist 
and  journalist  Mr.  Powers.  'McMahon  and 
Murphy,'  roared  the  big  chief,  'should  be  over 
in  England  skimming  cream  for  Croker.'  It 
was  a  telling  simile,  but  Mr.  Devery  mistakes. 
Mr.  Croker's  milk  pans  are  not  in  England,  but 
in  New  York;  and  if  Mr.  Devery  is  sure  of  the 
cream  skimming  duties  of  those  two  gentle- 
men whom  he  named,  then  he  should  realize 
that  they  now  live  where  their  work  lives  and 
lies  most  and  best  beneath  their  loyal 
hands." 


*    *     * 


"DOES  Tammany  Hall,"  asked  Van  Addle, 
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^^f  "run  the   risk   of   winning    the  town    next 

4^nloobrr  y**^^" 

''The  town,''  replied  Enfield,  'Hs  so  far  pecu- 
liar in  the  matter  of  elections  that  it  is  never 
won.  No  party  wins  New  York — the  other 
party  loses  it.  As  the  days  go,  it  wears  more 
and  more  the  appearance  of  a  re-conquest  of 
the  town  by  the  Democracy  next  year;  and 
that,  simply,  because  it  looks  ever  more  and 
more  as  though  the  Republican  incumbents, 
with  their  wretched  misdoings,  would  lose 
it." 

''I  protest,''  interrupted  Fatfloat,  blazing  a  bit; 
"I  protest  against  your  phrase,  'Republican 
incumbents.'  This  is  not  a  Republican  ad- 
ministration; it's  the  offspring  of  the  Mug- 
wumps. Vacuum  and  his  friends  are  respon- 
sible for  such  gentry  as  Mr.  Low,  Mr.  Rives 
and  Mr.  Jerome." 

''I  and  my  friends  responsible!"  repeated 
Vacuum,  rousing  up.  "Do  you  call  that  fan- 
tastic Mr.  Jerome  a  Mugwump?' 
"I  call  him  a  disaster,"  returned  Fatfloat, 
stubbornly;  "but  he's  a  Mugwump  disaster  in 
the  sense  that  they  brought  him  to  pass.  The 
Mugwumps  are  responsible  for  him  and  ouglit 
to  answer  for  him;  those  who  keep  monkeys 
should  pay  for  the  glasses  they  break." 
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'<And  at  that,"  observed  Enfield,  '^hile  this  ^^f 
young  gentleman,  the  District  Attorney,  is  <irntf||«l 
manifestly  imfit  for  his  high  position,  and  with  >fpif|i| 
his  strident  and  incessant  clamors  grates 
oftener  on  the  general  ear  and  so,  perhaps, 
becomes  the  greater  nuisance,  regarded  solely 
as  a  public  disaster,  I'm  by  no  means  sture 
that  he  is  not  left  far  astern  in  such  ignoble 
competition  by  the  ineffable  Mr.  Rives,  our 
Corporation  Counsel.  While  this  latter  gen- 
tleman is  most  frequently  mentioned  because 
of  what  he  doesn't  know,  and  finds  a  chief 
source  of  celebration, — ^if  'celebration'  be  the 
word, — in  his  ignorance,  it  is  extremely  difficult 
on  such  grounds  alone  to  account  for  those  ills 
the  accomplishment  of  which  he  set  about,  and 
with  the  purblind  consent  of  Mr.  Low,  would 
have  accomplished,  had  it  not  been  for  the 
vigorous  interference  of  the  press.  Still,  I 
may  judge  the  gentleman  too  harshly;  for  I 
admit  I  have  long  beheld  in  him  much  that 
I  mislike.  He  is  one  of  Van  Addle's  'bom 
gentlemen'  for  one  thing,  and  is  so  engaged  in 
contemplation  of  that  fact  of  ptirple  veins  that 
he's  incapable  of  anytl^ng  else.  ^^.He  reminds 
me  much  of  a  greyhound,  does  this  Mr.  Rives, 
which  with  many  personal  niceties  and  ele- 
gancies of  affectation  has  of  the  whole  clan 

15 


d  by  Google 


^hf  canine,  least  of  intelligence,  fidelity  and  heart. 
#tllOOkft  ^^  ^^^  ^^^  svLch.  as  he,  with  their  insufferable 
Vanities  that  the  word  'coxcomb'  found  inven- 
tion; and  to  steal  a  term  from  Sidney  Smith, 
'They  are  as  gross  as  poodles  fed  on  milk  and 
mufBLns,'  and  prompt  to  assume,  withal,  those 
poodle  airs  of  consequence  they  think  becom- 
ing their  high,  if  accidental,  estate  as  pam- 
pered lapdogs  of  Mistress  Fortune." 

*  *  * 
''SPEAKING  of  the  press,"  observed  Vacuum, 
"I  marvel  at  the  power  which  lurks  in  the  car- 
toon and  the  printed  criticism;  and  I've  often 
considered  that  when  the  office  holder  is  to  be 
punished,  the  picture  shows  more  correctively 
potent  than  mere  types.  And  it  is  both  amus- 
ing and  instructive  to  observe  some  bad  office 
holder  while  under  the  galling  shot  of  a  news- 
paper's guns.  Surely,  they  dislove  ink,  these 
ill  servants  of  the  public,  and  once  they  have 
drawn  its  fire,  their  sundry  methods  of  meeting 
it  form  an  interesting  study.  One  assumes 
the  dignified,  and  ignores  the  attack;  another 
seeks  to  win  the  paper's  friendship  and  so 
silence  its  resentments;  another  tries  to  bribe; 
while  still  another  plots  some  punishing  retali- 
ation. Human  nature  is  after  all  a  change- 
less conmiodity  and  in  nothing  is  this  mani- 
z6 


d  by  Google 


fested  to  a  greater  degree  than  in  these  same  tEJfyf 
attitudes  of  folk  towards  printed  assaults  upon  ^^j^n| 
them.  What  I've  descrihed  as  the  methods  of  aj^m^k. 
present  men  were  the  methods  of  the  cen-  ^^^^ 
tories.  Aristophanes  derides  Socrates  in  his 
plays;  the  philosopher  assumes  the  air  digni- 
fied, attends  the  theater  and  sits  with  un- 
ruffled serenity  throughout  the  performance. 
For  all  that,  the  philosopher  is  destroyed  and  the 
final  hemlock  has  its  headwaters  in  the  farce. 
Catullus  lampoons  Csesar,  and  the  conqueror, 
wiser  than  the  philosopher,  brings  the  poet  to 
dinner,  flatters  him,  and  makes  him  CsBsar's 
friend;  and  thereupon  the  lampoons  cease. 
Quillet  scores  Mazarine  in  a  poem  and  the 
cardinal,  more  cunning  than  either  the  con- 
queror or  the  philosopher,  gives  Quillet  a 
monastery  and  makes  an  abbot  of  him.  Thus 
he  holds  over  Quillet  a  power  of  dismissal,  and 
80  checks  his  pen  with  that  stronger  motive  than 
friendship,  the  motive  of  self-interest.  It  was 
a  ruler  of  Rome  who,  avoiding  those  methods 
of  indifference,  cajolery  and  bribes  which  I've 
illustrated,  tried  force  and  the  retort  of  punish- 
ment severe.  When  Seztus  Quintus  found 
elevation,  the  statue  of  Pasquin  one  night  was 
arrayed  of  a  foul  shirt  by  unknown  hands,  with 
a  placard  hung  thereon  reciting  as  a  reason  of 
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^||f  the  soiled  linen  that  the  statue's  washerwoman 
#ntetter  ^^  gi^^n  ^P  her  soap  and  tubs  to  become  a 
princess.  This  could  mean  no  one  save  the 
sister  of  Sextus,  that  lady  having  been 
aforetime  a  laundress.  Sextus  was  deeply 
wroth  and  offered  a  huge  reward  for  the  dis- 
covery of  the  humorist  of  soiled  linen.  The 
bait  proved  tempting  to  the  tmfortunate  indi- 
vidual, himself,  who  disclosed  his  own  identity 
and  demanded  the  money  promised  for  the 
information.  Seztus  being  an  honest  man, 
paid  to  the  last  obol;  but,  being  revengeful 
and  likewise  of  moods  intolerant  of  the  lam- 
poon, caused  the  tongue  of  the  offending  one 
to  be  cut  out  and  his  hands  to  be  hacked  off 
at  the  wrists,  rightly  conceiving,  when  thus 
improved  beyond  all  power  to  talk  and  write, 
no  further  jests  of  the  Pasquin  sort  need  be 
apprehended  from  tliat  quarter.  And,*'  con- 
cluded Vacuum,  all  in  a  fine  glow  with  this 
sudden  and  refreshing  splash  into  his  cour 
genial  classics,  <^hile  the  last  method  shocks 
me  somewhat  with  its  severity  and  is  one 
which,  given  the  power,  I  myself  would  still 
want  the  ferocity  to  enforce,  I  must  concede 
it  the  most  efficacious  of  all.  There  was 
nothing  left  to  either  the  good  nature  or  self- 
interest  of  the  slanderer;  his  ability  to  repeat 
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hid  offense  was  squarely  destroyed  and  taken  ^hf 

*^»y"  »  ^   ,  CMual 

VAN  ADDLE,  ^diose  taste  dwells  more  in 
the  modem  than  does  Vacuum's,  listened  with 
impatience  while  this  small  lecture  on  cartoons 
and  lampoons  found  evolution,  addressing 
himself  to  Lemon,  now  asked  further  concern- 
ing Mr,  Devery's  late  vivacious  interview. 
Van  Addle  desired  to  know  if  Lemon  believed 
the  interview  inspired  by  Mr.  Carroll. 
''It  might  easily  have  been  so  inspired,"  re- 
plied Lemon,  "but  Mr.  Devery  was  quite 
equal  to  that  remarkable  outburst  without 
any  one's  suggestion.  There's  a  deal  to  Mr. 
Devery  besides  his  love  of  money  and  that  care- 
lessness of  how  he  comes  by  it  which  is  one  of 
his  so  distinguishing  characteristics.  Mr. 
Devery  has  force  and  courage  and  brains  be- 
yond most  about  him.  Nor  need  his  attack 
on  Mr.  Croker,  who  built  him  up,  astound  one; 
Mr.  Croker  is  down  and  dead,  the  times  are 
changing,  and  Mr.  Devery  is  a  good  miller 
who  knows  well  how  to  grind  which  way 
soever  the  wind  blows.  Still,  Mr.  Devery  as 
a  spectacle,  and  the  reflection  that  he  can  here 
exist  and  flourish,  come  nigh  to  make  me 
ashamed  of  the  word  'American,'  and  I  begin 
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^\ft  ^  understand  the  meaning  of  Horace  Walpole, 
AnlOOkft  ^^^  explained  his  shriveling  patriotism  by 
saying,  'I  could  love  my  country  well  enough 
were  it  not  for  my  countrymen.'  And  in  its 
last  analysis  the  whole  wretched  condition  of 
past  and  present  misgovemment  in  this  city 
is  the  public's  fault.  The  public  never  seems 
to  know  its  man.  Who  was  he  to  be  exalted 
of  the  last  administration;  who  but  Mr.  Color  I 
And  yet  doubtless,  he  was  the  worst  of  all; 
he  fished  with  a  seine,  never  with  a  hook,  and 
careless  of  every  public  interest,  let  no  per- 
sonal advantage  get  away.  Who  was  he  to 
win  a  highest  shout  in  the  last  campaign;  who 
but  Mr.  Jerome!  And  yet,  what  has  a  six- 
month  record  disclosed  of  him  I  The  exam- 
ples of  such  should  be  as  a  guide  to  the  feet 
of  those  ambitious  youth  of  politics  who  trust 
to  rise  in  this  town.  Mr.  Coler  and  Mr. 
Jerome,  like  Mr.  Cleveland,  took  fortunate 
pains  to  be  heralded  far  and  wide  as  <boss- 
killers';  they  would  fight  Mr.  Croker,  they 
would  fight  the  machine;  and  they  succeeded, 
with  the  disrepute  of  Mr.  Croker  as  their 
capital  rather  than  any  good  repute  of  their 
own.  Each  by  dint  of  talking  loud  and  mak- 
ing furious  gestures  won  an  addle  public  to 
look  upon  him    as  another  St.  George  who 
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would  slay  another  dragon;  and  all  without  tEht 
so  much  as  once  being  in  aught  of  battle  peril,  ^atfttal 
The  town  lacks  in  sincerity,  I  say,  and  is  full 
of  pretense.  One  witnesses  much  of  the 
latter  false  goods  in  politics,  and  I  begin  to  re- 
gard the  pubHc  as  standing  at  the  head  of 
pubUc  deceivers  just  as  for  long  I'ye  believed 
that  at  the  head  of  the  criminal  classes  stood 
the  police.  I  once  was  much  amused  with  the 
quick  willingness  of  the  public  to  make  a  pre- 
tense. It  was  at  a  show  and  a  painted  French 
woman  with  wicked  petticoats  and  an  air  of 
immorality  was  singing  a  French  song;  and  I 
admit  that,  from  the  abandoned  manner  in 
which  she  flung  herself  about  the  stage,  one 
who  did  not  understand  the  words  would  have 
been  much  justified  of  the  assumption  that  the 
ballad  itself  was  among  those  unclean  selec- 
tion common  enough  of  Paris.  So  thought 
the  ignorant  parquet  public  at  least,  and  many, 
cheaply  willing  to  be  understood  as  knowing 
French,  began  leering  astutely  and  winking 
with  much  suggestion  of  being  pruriently  in- 
formed, at  such  of  their  acquaintance  and 
friends  as  sat  within  sweep  of  their  eyes. 
They  conveyed  as  much  as  ever  they  might 
their  exhaustive  intimacy  with  the  French 
language  and  their  deep  though  sly  apprecia- 
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^1^  tion  of  those  awful  innuendoes  to  lie  imbedded 
^nlOOkf  t  ^  ^^^  ballad  of  the  bad.  And  yet  what  a 
pretense  after  all!  The  French  woman  was 
quietly  enjoying  a  jest  at  their  tawdry  expense. 
The  story  told  by  the  song,  so  far  ftom  being 
one  wherewith  to  uplift  the  spirits  of  a  bagnio, 
was  an  exquisite  thing  telling  the  uncon- 
querable love  of  the  mother  for  the  child;  it 
was  a  sweetest  invocation  to  tears  rather  than 
anything  else,  and  the  touch  in  the  telling  was 
tenderness  itself:  A  boy  is  in  love,  and  his 
savage  mistress,  to  prove  his  passion,  demands 
that  he  murder  and  bring  to  her  his  mother's 
heart.  The  boy,  love-bewitched,  obeys;  and 
dripping  with  blood,  the  poor  matricide  is 
hurrying  along  the  black  midnight  streets,  his 
mother's  heart  in  his  hand,  to  rejoin  his  mis- 
tress and  lay  it  in  her  lap  as  his  love's  evidence. 
In  the  dark  he  stumbles  and  falls  headlong 
upon  the  stones;  the  mother's  heart  is  struck 
from  his  hand  by  the  force  of  the  fall  and  rolls 
along  the  pavement.  As  he  lies  there,  he 
groans;  at  that  the  mother's  heart  calls  to 
him  in  tones  of  solicitude  and  love,  'Are 
you  hurt,  my  son?'  " 
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Out  upon  it,  I  have  loved 
Three  whole  days  together; 

And  am  like  to  love  thee  more, 
If  it  proves  good  weather. 

Time  shall  moult  away  his  wings, 

Ere  he  shall  discover 
In  the  whole  wide  world  again 

Sudi  a  constant  lover. 

But  the  spite  on't  is  no  praise 

Is  due  at  all  to  me; 
Love  with  me  had  made  no  stays 

Had  it  any  been  but  she. 

Had  it  any  been  but  she, 

And  that  very  face. 
There  had  been  at  least  ere  this 

A  dozen  dozen  in  her  place. 

—Sir  John  SackUng. 
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^BBIOCIETY  in  the  Philippines  is  to  be 
V^X  congratulated  apropos  of  General 
^^^H  Chraee's  residence.  This  warrior 
^^n  is  the  kindest  of  comrades  and  most 
^^H  jovial  of  wits.  During  his  stay  in 
^^^^  CutMi  General  Chaffee  was  adored 
by  the  natives  of  Havana  who,  had  he  per- 
mitted it,  would  have  besieged  him  with  ap- 
preciation in  the  forms  of  quaint  odds  and 
ends  of  brio-a-brac  and  obsolete  finery.  Mrs. 
Chaffee  confesses  to  a  pang  that  went  to  her 
heart  when  it  came  her  turn  to  speak  denial 
of  these  offerings.  As  her  husband  was  wisely 
inexorable  she  must  perforce  content  herself 
with  a  feminine  sigh  over  the  refusal  of  inlaid 
fans  and  Spanish  scarfs.  Being  a  woman  of 
taste  and  a  traveler  of  widest  range  Mrs. 
Chaffee  has  managed  legitimate  purchases 
with  such  success  that  her  Washington  home 
is  stocked  with  treasures  culled  from  regions 
reaching  from  Alaska  to  the  Ganges;  al- 
though until  such  time  as  her  most  active 
spouse  is  willing  for  retirement  she  finds  but 
httle  opportimity  to  enjoy  its  comforts.  Gen- 
eral Chaffee  excels  as  host  and  with  the  ex- 
ception always  of  the  battle-field  and  council 
chamber,  is  never  seen  to  better  advantage 
than  at  the  head  of  his  own  table  where  he 
tells  stories  and  rewards  jokes  with  a  peal  of 
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such  contagious  laughter  as  one  might  imagine  |tttP 
issuing  from  the  mouth  of  ''Major  O'Shaugen*  wt^JL^^ 
see"  or  any  one  of  Leber's  j<^y  brood.  JDzUyS 

*  *   *  Cotttttimt 

^gr*  N  all  truth  Mr.  Peter  Martin  must  be  be- 
ll loved  of  the  gods;  he  is  so  chastened. 
II  Let  him  find  comfort  in  this  thought  now 
that  the  summer  bride  seems  not  forthcoming. 
Be  has  wooed  Miss  Lily  Oelrichs  since  time 
immemorial  ¥^iile  spiteful  chance  delights  to 
interfere.  Now  that  the  death  of  the  bride's 
uncle  threatens  further  delay  one  is  forced  to 
wonder  if  testimony  must  be  carried  to  a 
higher  court  and  if  it  be  fate  herself  who 
threatens.  The  public  wearies  of  pledges 
without  fulfillment  and  good  taste  directs 
that  when  Miss  Oelrichs  is  finally  wed  she 
will  attend  the  deed  in  silence  and  steal 
upon  society  as  a  relief.  In  justice  to  both 
mr,  Martin  and  his  Fiancee  it  must  be  owned 
that  they  ever  court  retirement  and  their 
station  rather  than  their  effort  drags  them 
into  the  range  of  a  curiosity  which  started 
out  to  be  a  yery  limelight  of  interest  but  has 
so  dwindled  through  disappointment  and  de- 
lay that  it  shows  now  as  a  mere  tallow  dip 
waning  to  the  final  fiicker. 

*  ♦     * 
■^F.OM  Ifissouri,  the  much  maligned,  comes 

pretty  story  of  a  first  loye  affair  and 
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f  eaily  courtship  of  Mark  Twain.  While 
admit  uiat  our  humorist  may  be  beloved 
of  millionaires  and  hold  a  limitless  license  on 
"•chts  and  mttomobileSy  yet  it  is  still  certain 
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^hf  that  he  confesses  to  a  most  tenadous  fondness 
A«%lAAlrIi»  touching  the  sayings  and  doings  of  boyhood 
9UWQwf  friends.  During  a  recent  visit  to  Hannibal  he 
was  brought  to  happy  meeting  with  a  lady  who 
he  says  was  the  inspiration  for  dear  Uttle  fiecky 
Thatcher  of  "Tom  Sawyer"  renown.  The 
meeting  between  the  former  sweethearts 
proved  a  disappointment  to  the  bystanders 
mannudi  as  it  reminisced  of  nothing  of  a 
tenderer  nature  than  the  buckling  on  Of 
roller  skates  or  the  exchange  of  red  cheeked 
apples  or  sugared  doughnuts.  Mr.  Clemens 
must  find  his  present  position  of  oracle  for 
the  city  of  New  York  of  painfuUy^  distended 
dimensions.  A  busy  and  joy  giving  life  de- 
serves a  final  season  of  repose  ,and  it  is  to  be 
regretted  that  the  admirers  of  Mr.  Clemens 
denv  him  this  reward.     He  is  overworked  of 

gublic  and  press.  All  the  world  is  glad  to 
»am  that  financial  luck  has  come  to  him  in 
such  substantial  form  that  the  future  may 
hold  much  of  ease  and  comfort.  Miss  Clemens 
will  now  save  her  voice  for  those  she  loves. 
She  is  her  father's  mainstay;  a  clever  girl  who 
is  unspoiled  and  wholesome. 

♦    ♦     * 

HS  events  fall  it  would  seem  as  though  a 
diplomat  may  not  even  die  in  privacy 
and  peace.  Lord  Pauncefote's  demise 
has  aroused  Washington  to  a  very  simoon  of 
criticism,  where  Mrs*  Leiter,  as  usual,  figures 
to  the  fore.  As  a  mourning  compliment  thi^ 
good  lady  thought  it  wise  to  recall  the  invita- 
tions which  had  been  issued  for  a  garden 
party  in  honor  of  Mme,  Cambon  and  the 
a6 
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French  visitors.  That  was  the  extent  of  her  f[,aQv 
wrong-doing,  and  the  simple  act  of  what  was  xtzpfl^y^ 
at  worst  a  mistaken  courtesy  has  loosed  the  J^tttY  0 
dogs  of  epithet  upon  her.  Mrs.  Leiter  was  <|[^Ottttttfnt 
once  so  unfortunate  as  to  bestow  a  gratuitous 
title,  that  of  A^cereine,  upon  her  daughter 
Lady  Curzon.  England  has  no  recognition 
of  this,  so  that  following  upon  the  slip 
the  lady's  discord  with  English  customs 
called  forth  many  hoots  and  railings.  When 
all  is  said  and  done  the  most  malicious  must 
admit  that  mamma  Leiter's  position  is  not  a 
simple  one  and  that  she  is  aunost  sure  to  err. 
Possibly  sudi  tact  as  distin^shes  Mrs.  Hitt 
might  cope  with  this  situation,  but  the  ordi- 
nary woman  would  find  her  position  far 
fromenviable.  Let  her  remember  this.  The 
French  ambassador  did  not  annul  his  |;arden 
party  and  society  made  up  for  what  it  lost. 
Washington  may  regret  that  the  visitors 
missed  tht  splendors  of  a  Leiter  function,  but 
there  is  scarcely  room  for  the  wrath  which  it 
has  seen  fit  to  (usplay. 

*  ♦  * 
#gVV  £R  Grace  of  Buccleuch  is  the  bravest 
■■^  woman  ot  England.  After  dtiymg  her 
IIa/  king  she  has  retired  with  all  honors. 
As  the  world  knows  his  Majesty  appoints  the 
guests  whom  his  host  invites  but  on  the  occa- 
sion of  a  dining  at  the  home  of  the  Duke 
and  Duchess  of  Buccleuch  her  Grace  was 
pleased  to  object  to  his  selection  and  decUned 
the  presence  of  the  lady  who  led  the  list. 
There  was  rage  on  the  part  of  his  Majesty 
and  determination  on  the  part  of  her  Grace, 
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^pbi  who  expressed  herself  as  not  only  willing  but 
A«%lAAlr#r  <^^o^^  to  resign  her  position  as  Mistress  of 
VniOPKfT  the  Robes.  Mere  commoners  exulted  in  this 
clashing  of  noble  wills.  The  duchess  won 
the  day;  his  Majesty  dined  in  all  humbleness; 
the  friend  did  not  grace  the  board  and  the 
duchess  is  forbidden  to  resign.  Kor  does 
this  disagreement  show  the  full  extent  of 
Edward's  affronts  to  the  fair.  Mme.  Rejane 
boils  with  Latin  wrath  because  his  Majesty 
forbade  the  performance  of  Zaza  and,  at  the 
eleventh  hour,  substituted  Ma  Cousine.  As 
an  exhilHtion  on  Edward's  part  the  exchange 
rings  true  and,  were  Mme.  Rejane  goierous, 
she  would  rather  be  silently  grateful  than 
garrulous  with  her  great  French  wrath. 
*  *  * 
ITE  decrees  that  the  carnation  will  be  the 
coronation  fiower  because  of  its  popu- 
larity with  Alexandria  [and  its  staying 
^  Swers.  Many  of  the  peeresses  may  be  witii- 
ered,  which  is  but  the  more  reason  that  the 
decorations,  florally  speaking,  be  chosen  with 
an  eye  to  the  wear  and  tear  of  a  hot  June  sun. 
These  days  the  Cecil,  the  CarlUm  and  Claridge's 
overflow  with  the  American,  fashionable  and 
otherwise.  Our  envoy  owned  to  such  an  ar- 
ray of  engagements  that  he  was  fenced  to  sail 
for  England  a  week  ahead  of  schedule.  Mrs. 
Reid.  hM'  daughter,  a  govnness  and  Mi. 
R^d's  secretary  accompamed  him.  The 
party  were  in  the  best  of  spirits  and  ignored 
discussion  of  knee  breeches.  Mr.  Reid  may 
drop  in  upon  Mr.  Carnegie  f(Mr  a  visit  before 
the  return  some  two  months  hence.    Bthtl 
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Barr3rmore  is  also  in   Londcm  winning  aU   ]t8t« 
kinds  of  social  laurels.     Almost  every  night   ^|g    rVj 
she  is  a  center  at  one  of  the  above  resorts.    JOtw^^v 
We  have  cause  for  much  pride  in  Ethel.  COttltttntt 

*    ♦ 
/y^HE   President's  sistN*,  Mrs.  Co^es,  is 

£  I        being  made  much  of  by  Paris.    Mme. 

\m  Chartran,  wife  of  the  painter  and  the 
most  exclusive  of  French  women,  has  recently 
entertained  with  a  garden  party  in  her  honor. 
Mrs.  Cowles  holds  an  attracticm  which  is  char- 
acteristic of  the  Roosevelts.  She  is  most  de- 
lightful socially.  To-day  there  is  not  a 
di^omat  in  Washington  who  can  make  him- 
sen  as  charming  to  matrcm  or  maid  as  can 
the  strenuous  Teddy.  He  can  seem  to 
hang  upon  the  least  whisper  of  a  debutante 
with  an  absorption  that  serves  for  every  com- 
pliment. Ifrs.  Roosevelt  accepts  her  hus- 
band's popnlaritv  with  the  frank  pleasure  of 
(me  sure  of  his  auegiance. 

/^fi^HE  John  Jacob  Astors  are  in  town.  On 
£  I  a  warm  day  of  last  week  Ifrs.  Astor 
\m  drove  on  the  avenue  in  a  confection  of 
baby  bhie.  Her  skirt  and  three-quarter  coat 
were  of  this  delicate  shade,  h^  parasc^  was  of 
a  match,  while  her  hat  alone  was  of  white 
with  a  toudi  of  black  to  give  her  costume 
tone.  One  is  always  the  better  for  a  hint  of 
black  on  a  summer  costume.  Mrs.  Astor  is 
exquisite  from  head  to  toe  and  without  being 
a  tremendous  beauty  may  easily  stand  for 
our  type  of  high-bred  loveliness.  As  far  as 
New  York  is  concerned  she  has  not  a  rival. 
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^hf  ^m^JLE  Countess  Warranaer,  fiancee  of  Rutb- 
dft*t  I  AAk#f  C 1  crford  StujTvesant,  shows  herself  to  be  a 
VtiUiOBf  r  Vl/  woman  of  tact  and  wisdom.  Although 
ever  since  the  first  days  of  his  widowerhood 
Mr.  Stuyyesant  has  spent  the  greater  part  of 
his  time  in  Europe  he  is  still  enunently  Ameri- 
can. His  Tranquillity  Farms,  near  Hacken- 
sack,  is  the  ideal  country  seat,  the  kind  of 
place  that  Irving  writes  of  in  his  En^glish 
sketches.  Mr.  Stujrvesant  is  an  inordinate 
collector  of  bric-a-brac  with  which  he  has  em- 
bellished his  town  and  country  houses,  though 
the  beauty  of  the  two  homes  merely  serves  to 
emphasize  their  loneliness  when  their  master 
has  turned  to  the  diversions  of  his  yacht.  As 
Mr.  Stuyvesant  is  without  children  he  is  but 
waiting  to  shower  these  luxuries  upon  the  new 
wife,  who  has  weighed  devotion  and  wealth 
against  the  hereditary  claims  of  title  with  the 
happy  result  that  we  shall  soon  have  a  Mrs. 
Rutherford  Stuyvesant  in  our  midst  and 
Tranquillity  Farms  a  mistress. 

BETTY  STAIR. 
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£  other  day  I  stood  in  a  place 
apart,  by  the  shore  of  a  sun-kissed 
lake.  It  was  the  evening  of  Sun- 
day, and,  a  quarter  of  a  mile  away, 
the  white  painted  spire  of  a  pre- 
revolutionary  church  pointed  the  way  to 
heaven  above  the  June  leafery  of  the  trees. 
Close  nestled  to  it  was  a  red-tiled  cottage;  a 
few  rods  nearer — where  the  water  broke  from 
the  pond — ^the  rounded  wheel  of  an  ancient 
grist  mill  peeped  through  the  willows.  In 
the  limpid  water  underneath  the  whole  was 
mirrored — a  miraculous  composition  limned 
by  God. 

The  sun  cuddled  down  in  the  west;  the  water- 
wheel  withdrew  behind  its  curtain  of  willows; 
the  red-tiled  cottage  sank  to  rest  in  the  shadow 
of  the  church;  and,  for  the  last  living  moment 
of  daylight,  the  spire  stood  alone  pointing  its 
ascetic  finger  to  the  Inevitable.  Then  dark- 
ness fell  upon  the  earth;  and  I  was  afraid. 
The  sullen  plop  of  a  trout  in  the  lake  beside 
me  came  as  the  greeting  of  a  friend.  It  was 
the  still,  small  voice  of  Nature  calling  to  me 
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Q^  from  the  deeps,  **Be  not  afraid,  this  is  God's 
♦nliWfcfT  ^^"^^"^g  hour,  and  m  Ms  sHence  is  great 


Then  I  understood.  My  fear  was  the  fear  of 
the  unfamiliar.  I  had  sat  on  my  warm  house- 
top at  nddnii^t,  and  fancied  there  was  silence. 
The  air  quiTored  with  thousands  of  swift 
rushing  trains,  with  trolleys  and  wagons;  was 
rent  with  the  shrill  hooting  of  engines  and 
ferry  boats.  Soch  silence  was  a  clamor.  I 
had  lain  awake  at  the  hour  of  the  breaking  of 
day  OTer  the  dty,  and  had  dreamily  thought 
of  the  stillness.  But  from  the  street  came  the 
weary  tread  of  the  night  walkers,  the  muffled 
tramp  of  the  eariy  workers;  all  around  was 
the  sound  of  miHions  stertorously  sleeping, 
the  wailings  of  women  in  pain,  the  cries  of 
children  afraid  of  the  dark.  Such  a  silence 
was  an  orchestration,  a  ''symphonie  pathe- 
tique**  of  the  dty.  Here  the  silence  was  an 
actuality,  a  something  that  could  be  felt. 
The  low  booming  of  a  distant  bullfrog  startied 
as  the  contractor's  blasting  in  the  great 
metropolis.  Then  over  me  fdl  a  great  peace, 
the  peace  of  a  perfect  understanding.  I  was 
ahme,  alone  with  Nature  and  with  myself. 
Hany  things  that  before  had  been  so  compli- 
cated became  simple,  intelligible.     For  the 
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first  time  in  months  I  held  eommunion  ^th  fliyffjt  0f 
myself,  and  realized  haw  the  rumble  of  the  *u^  Mm 
city  smothers  the  voice  of  conscience,  muzzles 
morality,  hushes  common  honesty. 
In  the  city  one's  standards  of  morality  are 
the  riective  judge  who  owes  his  place  to 
bribery,  the  pidiceman  who  levies  a  poll-tax 
otk  every  prostitute,   the  minister  who  in- 
trigues his  way  to  heaven  through  the  jeal- 
ousies of  a  fashionable  congregation.     Here 
there  was  but  one  standard — the  standard  of 
perfect  purity. 

As  I  stood  alone  in  the  silence,  the  lesson  of 
jnimitive  man's  experience  came  back  to  me 
from  the  museum  of  ethnology.  Time  was 
when  man  stood  alone — the  world  an  Eden, 
himself  an  image  of  God.  AH  of  our  evolu- 
tion has  been  a  development  from  the  ideal  to 
the  despicable,  from  the  chivalrous  savage  to 
the  mean-hearted  man  of  civilization.  We 
have  lost  ourselves  in  the  crowd  of  htmianity; 
have  fallen  from  our  high  estate  as  men,  to 
become  but  grains  in  the  s«ids  of  society. 
At  one  time  entities,  we  have  become  mere 
vulgar  fractions.  Simplicity  has  gone  out  of 
life;  and  with  it,  love,  f«th,  and  purity.  To 
find  them  one  must  seek  in  the  mountain  tops, 
in  the  heart  of  the  great  prairies,  by  the  side 
of  lone  waters.  35 
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({Pllf  ^'Silence  is  golden,"  said  the  materialist 
^tllOOkft  philosopher,  and  fancied  he  had  perpetrated 
an  epigram.  But  silence  is  something  in- 
finitely grander  than  ever  can  be  indicated 
by  a  mere  metallic  S3rmboL  It  is  the  im- 
mensity in  which  we  live,  the  essence  of  ex- 
istence, the  background  of  our  being.  The 
world  without  silence  were  existence  without 
a  soul.  Death — the  goal  of  life — ^is  but  an 
imposed  silence. 

The  modems  have  forgotten  this,  have  builded 
themselves  Babels,  have  sought  in  noise  the 
wisdom  silence  alone  can  give.  Carlyle,  in 
his  rectorial  address,  recognized  it  when  he 
said,  ^'The  finest  nations  of  the  world — ^the 
English  and  tiie  American — ^are  going  all 
away  into  wind  and  tongue."  And,  so, 
Death  comes  earlier  than  it  was  wont  to  do, 
hurries  the  race  protestingly  into  Ifirvana, 
enforces  the  majesty  of  silence.  Such  as  by 
virtue  of  constitution,  by  reason  of  a  long 
line  of  ancestors  reared  in  silence,  for  a  time 
resist  the  summons  of  Death,  Nature  con- 
demns to  sanitaria  and  madhouses — victims 
of  the  demon  of  noise. 

<'I  have  no  ear,"  sighed  Charles  Lamb;  and 
thought  himself  abnormal.  But  the  world  is 
rapidly  losing  its  sense  of  hearing,  is  being 
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driven  deaf  by  electric  hammers,  by  blasts  of  ^xiU  Of 
dynamite,  by  the  whirring  of  motor  cars,  ^u^  TB>W 
Time  was  when  man  took  pleasure  in  the 
gentle  ripple  of  the  lute,  in  faint  seolian  music, 
in  the  twittering  of  pipes.  As  he  deafened, 
he  forsook  those  pastoral  instruments  for  the 
spinet  and  pianoforte,  demanded  an  orches- 
tra. To-day  he  requires  the  full  blast  of  the 
Wagnerian  opera  before  he  admits  the  pres- 
ence of  music;  is  deaf  to  the  sweeter  as  to  the 
stealthier  soimds  of  nature.  He  desires  a 
strident  gramaphone  or  a  shrieking  steam 
organ  to  minister  to  his  pleasures.  The 
most  successful  band  conductor  of  the  United 
States  was  he  who  introduced  a  battery  of 
guns  as  an  accompaniment  to  the  ''Star 
Spangled  Banner."  Soon  no  orchestral  com- 
position will  be  listened  to  that  does  not  have 
its  forte  passages  emphasized  by  lyddite  ex- 
plosions and  the  bursting  of  boilers.  The 
world  is  cursed  by  its  plague  of  noise. 
It  is  significant  that  we  have  chosen  as  our 
sjrmbol  of  folly  the  long-eared  ass,  have 
jeered  at  him  for  the  possession  of  a  sense 
we  have  maliciously  abused.  When  the  gods 
walked  upon  the  earth  man's  ears  were  his 
greatest  pride,  his  most  cherished  possession; 

35 


d  by  Google 


^J^  to  lose  them  was  the  sign  of  deepest  social 

9tllOOBtr  In  those  early  days  man's  ear  acted  as,  and 
took  the  form  of,  the  modem  ear  trumpet. 
By  the  delicate  mechanism  of  its  structure  it 
could  be  swiv^d  in  any  direction  or  erected 
to  catch  the  faintest  sound  of  an  approaching 
enemy.    It  was  the  telescope  of  the  prehis- 
toric man,  applicable  by  night  as  by  day. 
As  man  became  civilized,  forgot  his  reverence 
for   silence,    grew    drunken   with    noise,   he 
ceased  to  prick  up  his  ears  at  the  sound  of 
movements.     They    lay    back    against    his 
head,  useless,  out  of  date.     For  a  time,  after 
the  invention  of  insects,  he  used  them  as  fkns 
to  ward  off  the  mosquitoes  of  the  paleolithic 
age,  but  he  speedily  discovered  that  his  hands 
and  the  branch  of  a  conifer  were  more  elesant 
means  of  insecticide — ^his  ears  hung  dismaUy. 
When,  with  the  process  of  civilization,  man's 
hair   departed,  he  erew  to  hate   the  long, 
skinny  projections  flanking  his  head.     They 
were  no  longer  useful,  they  were  no  longer 
ornamental.     The  terrible  beasts  of  his  m- 
fancy  were  all  fossils  under  his  feet.    Ws 
ears  destroyed  his  rest,  worried  his  waking 
hours  with  their  protest  against  the  racket  of 
civilization.     He    damned    them,    and    with 
them  lost  the   capacity  to   understand  the 
fllory  of  silence. 

Noises  that  would  have  made  the  primitiye 
man  curl  up  in  the  densest  fastnesses  of  his 
cave  are  no  longer  audible  to  mankind.  To 
converse  with  a  neighbor  across  a  few  yards 
of  water  one  must  use  a  megaphone.  The 
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long-eared  man— once  the  pride  of  the  nation  g[>|;i(it  of 
— ^has  become  an  object  of  ridicule,  a  butt  for  ^     ^_. 
bojrhood's    jokes.     That    unpractical    mod-  tyt  BPE^ 
emity,  the  poet,  sings  of  **rose  petal  ears," 
the  popular  novelist  calls  them  "shell  like." 
Time  was  when  a  stone  hatchet  or  the  eye 
tooth  of  a  machasrodus  would  have  crashed 
through  the  skull  of  the  empty  rhymester  who 
dared  so  far  miscall  man's  claim  to  manlike 
beauty.     To-day  we  admire  the  man  who 
coi^enitally  is  deaf  to  the  most  confidential 
whisperings   of    Nature.     The   loss   is   man- 
kind's. 

To  meet  the  limitations  of  our  hearing  man's 
voice  has  grown  cacophonous  and  clamant. 
M^lifluous  vocalization  has  died  out  in  the 
most  highly  developed  races,  is  confined  to 
the  negroes  and  the  Kaffirs.  The  soft,  minor 
key  hiw  been  dropped  by  educated  mankind, 
its  place  taken  by  the  penetrating  major. 
In  silence,  the  womb  of  thought,  rests  the 
renaissance  of  mankind.  The  knowledge  of 
its  fertility  has  been  lost  to  us.  Would  that 
the  contractors  would  cease  from  hammering, 
the  builders  be  at  rest  I  We  have  need  ol 
silesce,  and  in  the  dties  that  is  denied  us. 
As  a  result,  all  of  art  has  become  but  the 
stucco  fronting  to  a  Tower  of  Babel.  Music 
has  become  a  distention  of  discord,  an  obesity 
of  noise.     In  silence  lies  the  ^4tur  ad  astra." 

ROGER  SKIRVING. 
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■PQHlRITICISM  has  died  out  in  the  land, 
W^mMl  and  the  one  time  honorable  po- 
■  nHI  sition  of  dramatic  critic  has  sunk 
^L  ^M  to  the  level  of  that  of  the  advance 
IHfavll  agent  and  the  advertisement  can- 
vasser. Nowhere  in  the  United 
States  is  there  published  a  critique  that  any 
thifiking  man  would  read  for  its  insight  into 
the  art,  for  its  historical  discrimination,  or 
for  its  literary  quality.  The  criticisms  of  the 
newspapers  are  mere  amplifications  of  adver- 
tisements, manifestoes  ox  managements,  flat- 
teries of  the  favorites  of  writer  or  proprietor. 
The  critic  has  become  a  claqueur. 
In  Europe  also  criticism  has  sadljr  degen- 
erated. France,  the  nursery  of  critics,  has 
lost  Frandsque  Sarcey,  and  has  not  replaced 
him;  Great  Britain  has  none  better  than 
"^niliam  Archer,  the  faddist,  to  offer;  Ger- 
many has  given  its  critics  to  play  writing; 
and  Italy  has  been  unable  to  estimate  the 
true  status  of  the  d'Annunzio  dramas. 
Denied  a  standard,  the  stage  has  ceased  to  be 
an  art,  has  degenerated  to  a  trade.  The  loss 
is  the  world's  and  the  drama's. 
To  bring  the  stage  back  to  its  aforetime  glory 
one  must  have  educated  criticisms,  definite 
standards,  honest  verdicts.  Without  these 
the  theater  is  but  a  shop  purveying  plays,  a 
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booth  tended  by  better  dressed  women,  more  tJJ^hf 
engaging  shop  walkers,  than  the  department  ^^? 
stores  of  Sixm  Avenue.     Its  wares  are  mere  ^Wg 
fancy    goods,    its    patrons    numskulls    with 
money. 

The  very  race  of  critics  is  dead.  In  its  place 
are  dramatic  reporters — poor  parasites  of  the 
Box  Office.  The  true  critic  is  a  man  with  the 
responsibility  of  a  magistrate,  whose  word  is 
law^,  whose  judgment  is  not  to  be  bought, 
cannot  be  purcluLsed.  Such  a  man,  with  the 
probity  of  a  Brutus,  must  be  skilled  in  the  art 
he  criticizes,  must  be  steeped  in  its  literature, 
must  be  cognizant  of  all  its  standards.  He 
must  be  at  once  an  analvst  and  a  judge,  a 
cosmopolitan  and  a  catholic  in  taste. 
Such  men  are  bom  but  rarely  into  this  world 
of  mediocrity.  Those  who  are  bom  are 
clipped  of  their  capacity  for  good  by  the  greed 
of  proprietors,  by  the  rapacity  of  manage- 
ments. Their  place  is  taken  by  weak-kneed 
sycophants,  by  hangers-on  of  stage  doors,  by 
panderers  to  the  prostitutes  of  an  art.  The 
result  is  a  visitation  of  the  Black  Death  to  the 
twentieth  century  theater,  just  as  in  more 
material  sense  it  ravaged  the  Europe  of  the 
Middle  Ages. 

Ifo  man  who  ever  has  been  associated  with 
the  organization  of  a  newspaper  is  ignorant  of 
the  vast  army  of  volunteers  eager  to  masquer- 
ade as  dramatic  critics.  The  <|uaMcation 
of  one  and  all  is  the  capacity  to  write  to  order, 
to  flout  Truth  when  self-evident  before  them, 
to  sell  their  birthright  of  independence  of 
judgment  for  the  right  of  entry  to  the  theater. 
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^[ht  Such  lickspittles  cumber  tbe  earth,  ctadntr 

j0k»mf  iT^^—"  ^^*  drama  they  feed  upon* 

WlWmiX  What  does  it  benefit  a  man  to  be  told  in  any 
of  the  dailies  of  New  York  or  London  that  he 
is  a  Garrick,  a  Kemble  or  a  Macready?  The 
public  licks  its  chops  reflectively,  wonders 
what  the  paragraph  cost,  congratulates  him 
upon  his  enterprise.  If  it  be  a  woman  who  is 
likened  to  the  great  dead  it  assails  her  virtue, 
indulges  in  sauicious  gossip  of  her  relations 
with  the  man  who  wrote  or  the  man  ^vdio 
owned.  For  his  degradation  the  critic  has 
his  own  poltroon^y  to  thank,  for  their's  the 
players  must  blame  their  vanity,  the  vicious 
ffreed  of  their  managers. 
The  critic  must  stand  by  his  right  of  individu- 
alitv  of  thought  and  of  action  as  did  Emer- 
son's scholar — ^^^Let  him  not  quit  his  belief 
that  a  popgun  is  a  popgun,  though  the  ancient 
and  honorable  of  the  earth  affirm  it  to  be  the 
crack  of  doom!" 

The  American  stage  is  but  a  battMy  of  pop- 
guns, though  daily  the  ancient  and  honomble 
of  the  newspaper  critics  affirm  it  an  arsenal  of 
artillery. 

JAQUES. 
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Mr.    Booth    Tarkington 
Wih^  threatens  to  eschew  Society 

a  f)Ot0e  and  devote  himself  to  Agri- 
XaUdba  culture.  ^'Society,"  he  says, 
*Hs  altogether  too  light,  hol- 
low and  insincere.  Its  artificiality  is  sicken- 
ing. In  New  York  it  is  the  worst  in  the  world." 
As  I  have  no  acquaintance  with  Mr.  Tarking- 
ton except  through  his  writings,  and  as  these 
are  of  the  ''any  port  in  a  storm"  quality,  his 
decision  to  grow  turnips  may  be  accepted  as 
proof  that  he  has  lucid  intervals.  When  a 
person  has  written  himdreds  of  thousands  of 
words  without  adding  an  atom  to  an  ordinary 
stock  of  information  he  is  not  equipped  to  tell 
of  what  he  knows.  Therefore,  he  is  wholly 
without  defense  when  he  tries  to  inform  us  of 
matters  to  gain  a  little  knowledge  of  which  re- 
quires time,  method  and  capacity.  That  Mr. 
Tarkington  has  not  been  accepted  at  his  own 
value  shows  that  Society  is  not  quite  so  arti- 
ficial as  he  would  like  to  believe.  Of  the  large 
class  of  which,  it  would  seem,  he  desires  to  be 
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^^f  a  shining  light,  it  may  be  said  that  it  has 
^tllOOkfT  ^PV^^^^'^^^^^^V^^^^^i  it  has  tasted  but  not 
eaten.  To  say  that  '^Society  in  New  Tork  is 
the  worst  in  the  world"  is  to  say  that  Mr.  Tark- 
ington  knows  Society  throughout  the  world  as 
one  knows  the  alphabet,  or  that  he  lacks  dis- 
cretion as  well  as  information.  In  New  York 
are  all  sorts  and  conditions  of  men  and  for 
each  and  all  of  them  there  is  the  Society  which 
each  and  all  crave.  If  in  none  of  the  strata  of 
which  Society  is  formed  could  Mr.  Tarkington 
find  himself  welcome  or  comfortable  his  hank- 
ering for  a  bucolic  existence  is  explained.  The 
growing  of  mammoth  pumpkins  may  give  to 
his  declining  years  content  and  make  life  less 
sterile  for  the  rest  of  us. 

*    *     * 

When  the  British  Govem- 

TTitlea  ment  honors  a  subject  of 

and  the   Crown    by   conferring 

f)ard  Caeb      upon  him  a  title  it  displays 

tact  as  well  as  a  fine  sense 

of  justice  by  coupling  with  the  title — in  the 

case  of  a  man  who  is  not  rich — enough  money 

reward  to  make  it  sit  easily  and  with  dignity 

upon  the  wearer.     General  Lord  Kitchener 

was  a  made  Viscount  for  the  part  played  by 

him  in  the  Boer  War.     As  he  was  not  a  rich 
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man  the  Govemmeiit  Toted  him  jf 50,000.  3|(  j^dU 
Itotly  titles  wora  by  Britons  have  been  boQi^t,  |ijfc^  ^a^ 
nQt  exactly  by  the  exchange  of  so  much  cash 
i$f  so  much  title,  but  in  a  manner  that,  to  put 
it  coldly,  amounts  to  about  the  same  thing. 
'  Sir  Thomas  Lipton  wears  the  most  costly 
knighthood  of  which  Britons  can  boast. 
When  he  gave  so  lavishly  to  Royal  charities — 
90  called  because  Royalty  heads  the  list  of 
patrons — ^he  expected  at  the  least  a  Baronetcy 
and  he  has  since  been  looking  forward  anx- 
iously to  the  moment  when  he  will  be  ad- 
dressed as  *'My  Lord."  Lord  Lipton  will  re- 
mind one  rath^  of  a  low  grade  of  tea  or  of 
bacon  than  of  his  defeats  in  yachting.  The 
baronetcy  of  Sir  George  Newnes  cost  him  a 
pretty  penny,  but  he  spent  his  money  in 
services  to  the  Liberal  Party  and  did  not  get 
the  coveted  prize  until  he  threatened  to  sus- 
pend the  publication  of  the  Westminster 
Gazette,  which  was  then  a  losing  property, 
though  it  is  now  one  of  the  most  prosperous 
as  well  as  the  most  interesting  ol  London 
evening  papers.  No  Englishman  bom  has 
ladled  out  his  money  so  lavishly  as  Mr. 
William  Waldorf  Astor,  yet  recognition  in  the 
shape  of  a  title  is  still  denied  him.  He  was 
made  a  m^nber  of  the  Carlton  Club  on  ac- 
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^hf  count  of  a  "donation"  made  by  him  to  the 
dltlOObft  ^'^'^P^^^  fund  of  the  Conservative  Party. 
In  the  matter  of  accepting  money  with  the 
understanding  that  its  value  shall  be  returned, 
there  is  no  difference  between  the  Conservative 
and  Liberal  parties,  but  the  word  of  either  of 
these  parties,  in  such  case,  carries  more  weight 
than  would  a  promise  given  by  the  Republican 
or  Democratic  Party  in  this  land  of  the  free. 
A  poor  man  cannot  accept  a  title  in  Great 
Britain,  but  in  case  he  deserves  it  he  is  en- 
riched as  well  as  ennobled.  A  title  carries 
with  it  responsibilities  among  which  money  is 
not  the  least.  It  is  hard  to  imagine  a  more 
harassing  life  than  that  of  a  moneyless  peer. 
Some  one,  who  may  or  may  not  have  had  ex- 
perience, wrote  that  it  b  better  to  have  loved 
and  lost  than  never  to  have  loved  at  all.  But 
this  optimist  wrote  of  love,  not  money,  be- 
tween which  there  is  a  gorge  both  wide  and 
deep,  for,  whereas  time  is  a  sovereign  remedy 
for  the  loss  of  the  former  it  but  adds  pangs  to 
the  lack  of  the  latter. 

*    *     * 

Conditions  in  the  Police  De- 

A^t*  XOW        partment  are  so  extraordi- 

Aigbt  (3ue60    nary  that  when  I  meet  a 

Bgatn  policeman  I  am  in  doubt 

whether  I  should  club  him 
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with  his  own  dub  or  take  off  my  hat  and  thank  2Ut  I^Ott 
him  for  permitting  me  to  live.  Ilikf  ^t 

*  ♦     * 

As  there  are  Little  England- 
XittlC  ers  so  there  are  Little  Amer- 

Hmetican0      leans.     The  former  belong, 
Bl0O  almost  wholly,  to  the  Lib- 

eral Party.  Little  Ameri- 
cans belong  to  the  Republican  and  Demo- 
cratic Parties.  Little  American  Democrats 
strive  to  cast  discredit  upon  the  Army  in  the 
Philippines  while  Little  American  Repub- 
licans seek  to  make  a  butt  of  General  Miles, 
the  Commander-in-Chief.  Neither  of  these 
sets  of  pigmies  has  cause  to  feel  proud  of  its 
attitude,  but,  being  pigmies,  they  are  proud  to 
possess  even  an  attitude. 

*  *     * 

When  Mr.  W.  S.  Devery 

Dew  HoxWe     talks    New    York    laughs. 

Aotal  The  laugh  has  several  tones 

|>ataIS0i0       and  as  many  meanings.    It 

is    a    full-mouthed    laugh 

and  smacks  of  earnestness  and  enjoyment. 

This  is  the  laugh  of  the  Tammany  man — not 

the   Nixon  type  of  Tammany  man,  but  the 

Tammany  man  as  New  York  knows  him  and 

as  he  knows  himself.     It  is,  also,  the  laugh — 
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^1^  in  a  strain  of  less  vigor — of  the  Tammany 
01llOOkft  *y™P*^^^i2er.  It  overflows  vrith  the  physical 
and  is  lacking  wholly  in  the  moral  element. 
It  is  brother  to  the  beaming  smile  that  sits 
upon  fot  chops;  also  to  the  large  hand  with 
the  strong  grip;  also  to  the  voice  that  has 
grown  hoarse  with  command  and  whisky, 
though  overfeeding  takes  the  place,  some- 
times, of  strong  waters.  It  is  at  home  in  the 
company  of  diamonds  of  the  paving-stone 
variety;  of  bulging  chests  and  still  more 
bulging  stomachs;  of  smoothly  shaven  mugs 
and  closely  cropped  heads;  of  wallets  that 
contain  a  "roll"  and  pockets  that  jingle  with 
something  more  than  keys.  It  savors  of 
feudal  times  when  might  was  right  and  the 
strong  were  the  law  and  the  weak  fell  down, 
and  worshiped.  In  its  train  are  corruption 
and  its  fruits  for  it  gives  birth  to  what  bore  it 
Before  it  law  blushes  and  justice  cowers.  It 
is  the  herald  as  well  as  the  result  of  practical 
politics.  Then  there  is  the  laugh  of  tem- 
porary success,  that  shrills  one  moment  with 
triumph  and  in  the  next  quavers  with  doubt. 
It  is  a  mean  laugh.  It  is  without  courage 
even  upon  the  surface  and  carries  no  con- 
viction but  its  own.  It  begets  less  respect 
than  the  thin-lipped  laugh,  for  in  the  latter^s 
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sneer  is  no  attempt  to  hide  the  scorn  that  gave  ^g  I^Ott 
it  hirtii.    Judge  Lemon,  of  the  Casual  Club,  |i|]^  ^t 
credits  tht  people  of  New  York  with  moral 
paralysis,  and  by  "the  people''  is  meant  a 
majority  of  the  voters,     nothing  less  than 
moral  paralysis  could  account  for  the  fortunes 
of  a  Croker  or  a  Devery  and  others  of  that 
school,  or  for  the  smile  or  laugh  that  follows 
close  upon  their  shameless  mouthings.     The 
day  of  mere  brute  strength  is,  it  would  seem, 
only  at  the  dawn  in  this  community. 
*    *     * 
Some  words  are  so  ugly  as 

(5iVC  tbC        to  be  an  offense  to  the  eye. 
)S>CVil  "Street-car"  belongs  in  this 

1)10  l>ue  list.  "Tram"  is  a  much 
more  artistic  word  and  as 
all  readers  of  "The  Onlooker"  have  the 
artistic  eye,  or  will  have  if  they  persist,  I  will 
evade  "street-car"  by  using  "tram."  This  is 
apropos  of  a  meeting  of  the  Women's  Health 
Protective  Association  which  was  held  at  the 
Academy  of  Medicine  some  days  ago.  One 
of  the  Health  Protectors  said:  "There  is  no 
city  in  the  country  where  the  conductors  are 
so  rough."  Happy  coimtry.  Another  said 
of  the  tram  conductors:  "They  are  perfect 
boors."     Admitting  that  the  first  speaker  has 
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^^  visited  every  city  in  the  Union  which  ha 
♦ntooter  ^'^''^  '^^  conductors  I  hold  that  her  state- 
ment is  not  so  crashing  as  she  may  imagine, 
for  the  reason  that  New  York's  tram  con- 
ductors are  not  rough.  The  charge  that  they 
are  "perfect  boors"  is  disquieting.  What  is  a 
perfect  boor?  Is  it  possible  for  a  boor  to  be 
perfect?  Manhattan  is  not  big  enough  to  give 
foothold  for  the  long  and  wide  vista  of  doubts 
that  rise  like  mists  from  a  marsh  when  one 
wonders  what  she  meant.  In  this  matter  I 
am  without  prejudice,  as  I  do  not  possess  a 
personal  acquaintance  among  the  tram  con- 
ductors of  New  York.  Like  the  members  of 
the  Women's  Health  Protective  Association^ 
^dio  clothe  their  diaphanous  thoughts  in  vol- 
canic words,  I  make  use  of  the  trams  every 
day.  I  have  not  seen  a  conductor  lose  his 
temper,  even  under  stress,  nor  have  I  seen  one 
do  less  than  his  duty.  Hany  times  I  have 
wondered  how  they  kept  their  feelings  hid,  and 
their  sufferings  have  convinced  me  that  were 
we  to  change  places,  the  Women's  Health 
Protective  Association  would  be  among  the 
first  to  scream  for  help.  The  members  of  that 
admirable  association  who  permitted  their 
emotions  to  cloud  their  judgment  are  mis- 
taken.    It  is   not  the   conductors   who   are 
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rough  or  who  are  boors.     Their  duties  are  of  a  ^g  I^Ott 
nature  to  entail  paral3rsis  of  mind  and  body,  ]|  tir#  '^t 
yet  they  perform  them  and  perform  them  well. 
On  the  other  hand,  the  conduct  of  many  pas- 
sengers is  disgraceful.     It  is  these  who  are 
rough,  and  it  is  among  these  that  every  va- 
riety of  boor  known  to  man  or  woman  may  be 
found.     The  tram  companies  of  New  York 
would  refuse  to  employ  angels  as  conductors 
were  the  market  glutted  with  them.     Besides, 
even  a  tram  company  would  hesitate  to  ask 
an  angel  to  work  for  two  dollars  a  day. 
*    *     * 

There  is  a  subtle  link  be- 
CtttfOU0         ween  intoxication  and  boot 
JSondOt         blacking.     A  man  may  be 
SsmpatbS        engaged  so  busily  in  sub- 
merging his  faculties  as  to 
lose  his  appetite,  or  to  feel  that  it  would  be  a 
criminal  waste  of  time  to  eat  while  there  re- 
mained so  much  in  sight  to  drink,  but  no  mat- 
ter how  hard  he  may  toil  to  arrive  at  the  last 
stage  of  a  drinking  bout  he  will  pause  in  order 
to  have  his  boots  blacked.     He  may  have 
been  drinking  for  hours  and  have  covered 
much  grotmd  in  that  period  without  permit- 
ting his  thoughts  to  dwell  upon  his  boots  or 
"^'ir  condition,  but  the  moment  is  sure  to  ar- 
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fJ!^ift  rive  when  it  will  seem  to  him  that  his  boots 
^nlOOkft  ^^^^™^''  ^^  ^  blacked.     If  there  happen  to  be 
a  bootblack  so  happily  placed  that  the  bout 
need  not  have  a  hiatus  thrust  upon  it,  so  much 
the  better,  but  the  mere  presence  of  a  boot- 
black is  not  needed  to  create  a  hunger  for  a 
"shine."    This  hunger  will  arrive  of  its  own 
accord.     It  may  seize  the  bibulous  one  in  the 
midst  of  "the  funniest  thing  you  ever  heard  in 
your  life."    He  will  make  an  excuse  at  once, 
disappear  for  a  few  minutes,  and  when  he  is 
seen  again  will  be  spick  and  span  as  to  his 
boots,  no  matter  how  much  in  need  of  rest  and 
repair  his  upper  works  may  be.     Or  the  de- 
sire for  a  "shine"  may  seize  him  at  the  stage 
when  the  world  seems  out  of  joint  and  can 
have  the  different  sections  of  its  vertebrae  put 
into  their  proper  places  only  by  an  application 
of  blacking  to  his  boots.    It  may  seem  either 
a  hardship  or  a  pleasure,  but  in  either  case  the 
boots  must  be  blacked.     Sometimes  the  act 
denotes  a  cessation  of  hostilities,  but,  more 
often,  it  is  a  signal  for  a  fresh  attack  upon  the 
nearest  bar.     The  desire  is  infectious  as  well 
as  contagious,  and,  at  times,  goes  hand  in 
hand  with  an  overmastering  longing  for  a 
shave.    It  has  been  known,  also,  to  generate 
a  hankering  for  a  "hair-cut,"  but  the  con- 
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dition  of  face  and  head  does  not  appeal  to  the  ^g  f^Ott 
soaked  system  with  the  vigor  with  which  the  |i  £]^  ^t 
boots  yelp  for  attention.  Psychologists  have 
wondered  long  why  this  sensitive  chord  be- 
tween intoxication  and  bootblacking  exists. 
That  they  have  failed  to  account  for  it  in  a 
reasonable  manner  is  due,  doubtless,  to  the 
fact  that  they  have  been  unable  to  remember 
when  sober  the  sequence  of  their  emotions 
when  drunk. 

♦    *     * 

The  Government  of  Cuba 

QnWe         has  decided  to  set  free  all 

(3aoI  American  citizens  who  are 

S>eliPetS        ill  prison  there  as  well  as 

those  against  whom  crim- 
inal process  is  pending.  This  is  considered 
by  Cubans  a  graceful  act.  However  that  may 
be  it  is  a  wise  and  economical  measure,  as  lib- 
erty will  be  accompanied,  probably,  by  a  hint 
that  it  must  be  enjoyed  outside  of  Cuba. 

THOMAS  B.  FIELDERS. 
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By  THB  OLD  LOBBYIST 

DT  will  come  to  yon  as  strange,  my  chil- 
dren, to  hear  objection — as  tiiough 
against  an  ill  trait — to  that  openr 
handed  generosity  which  is  held  by 
many  to  be  among  tiie  marks  of  su- 
preme virtue.  Generosity^  whether  it 
be  evidenced  by  gifts  of  money,  of  sympathy, 
of  effort  or  of  time,  is  onl3r  another  word  for 
weakness.  If  one  were  to  go  into  careful  consid- 
eration of  the  life-failure  of  any  man,  it  would 
be  found  most  often  that  his  fortunes  were  slain 
by  his  generosity;  and  while,  without  coii- 
sideration,  he  gave  to  others  his  countenance, 
his  friendship,  his  money,  his  toil  or  whatever 
he  conferred,  he  in  truth,  but  parted  with  his 
own  future — ^with  those  raw  materials  where- 
with he  would  otherwise  have  fashioned  a 
victorious  career.  Generosity,  in  a  common- 
est expression,  is  giving  more  than  one  re- 
ceives; it  is  to  give  two  hundred  and  get  one 
hundred;  he  is  blind  therefore  who  does  not 
see  that  any  ardor  of  generosity  would  de- 
stroy a  Rothschild. 

From  birth,  and  as  an  attribute  inborn,  I  have 
been  ever  too  quick  to  give.     For  a  first  part 
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of  my  life  at  least,  and  until  I  had  somewhat  0iiti^ 
shackled  my  impulse  of  liberality,  I  was  the  fe.*,at»trffc 
constant  victim  of  that  natural  readiness.  9PSni09 
And  I  was  cheated  and  swindled  with  every  ^olO 
rising  sun.  I  gave  friendship  and  took  pre- 
tense; I  parted  with  mone^  for  words;  ever 
I  rendered  the  real  and  received  the  false,  and 
sold  the  substance  for  the  shadow  to  any  or 
all  who  came  pleasantly  to  smile  across  my 
counter.  I  was  not  over-old,  however,  when 
these  sour  truths  broke  on  me,  and  I  began  to 
teach  myself  the  solvent  beauty  of  saying 
"Ifo."  ihiring  those  months  of  exile — ^for 
exile  it  was — ^which  I  spent  in  Washington 
Square,  I  cultivated  misanthropy — ^a  hardness 
of  spirit;  almost,  I  might  say,  a  hatred  of  my 
fellow  man.  And  more  or  less  I  had  success. 
I  became  owner  of  much  stiffness  of  sentiment 
and  a  proneness  to  be  practical;  and  kept 
ever  before  me  like  a  star  that,  no  matter  how 
unimportant  I  might  be  to  others,  to  m^rself 
at  least  I  was  most  important  ox  mankind. 
Doubtless,  I  lost  in  grace  by  such  studies: 
but  in  its  stead  I  succeeded  to  safety,  and 
when  we  are  at  a  final  word,  we  live  bv  what 
we  keep  and  die  by  what  we  quit,  and  of  all 
loyalties  there's  no  loyalty  like  the  loyalty  of 
TOld. 

while  I  can  record  a  conquest  of  my  gMi- 
erosity  and  its  subjugation  to  lines  of  careful 
tit-for-tat,  there  were  other  emotions  against 
which  I  was  unable  to  toughen  my  souL  I 
became  never  so  redoubtable  that  I  could 
beat  off  the  assaults  of  shame;  never  so 
puissant  of  sentiment  but  I  was  prey  to  re- 
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"Qj^hf  grett.  For  which  weaknesses,  I  could  not 
^^^1  |T  think  on  the  affairs  of  the  Emperor's  Cigars 
fraiOOnrr  and  the  German  Girl's  Diamonds,  nor  on  the 
sordid  money  I  pouched  as  their  fruits,  with- 
out the  hot  blush  mounting;  nor  was  I  strong 
enough  to  consider  the  latter  adventure  and 
escape  a  stab  of  sore  remorse.  Later  could 
I  have  found  the  girl  I  would  have  made  her 
restitution.  Even  now  I  hear  again  that 
scream  which  reached  me  on  the  forward 
deck  of  the  "Wolfgang"  one  far-away  Sep- 
tember afternoon. 

But  concerning  the  .Cuban  filibusterer,  his 
out-sailing  agamst  Spain;  and  the  gold  I  got 
for  his  going — ^for  these  I  say,  I  have  never 
experienced  either  confusion  or  sorrow.  My 
orders  were  to  keep  him  in;  I  opened  the 
port's  gate  and  let  him  out;  I  pocketed  my 
yellow  profits.  And  under  equal  conditions 
I  would  do  as  much  again.  It  was  an  act  of 
war  against  Spain;  yet  why  should  one 
shrink  from  one's  interest  for  a  reason  like 
that?  Where  was  the  moral  wrong?  Nations 
make  war;  and  what  is  right  for  a  country,  is 
right  for  a  man.  That  is  a  rock-embedded 
verity,  if  one  will  but  look,  and  what  is  dis- 
honest for  an  individual  cannot  be  honest  for 
a  flag.  You  may — ^if  you  so  choose — ^make 
war  on  Spain,  and  with  as  much  of  justice  as 
any  pKroudest  people  that  ever  put  to  sea.  The 
question  of  difference  is  but  a  question  of 
strength;  and  so  you  be  strong  enough,  you'll 
be  right  enough,  I  warrant  I  For  what  says 
the  poet? 

**  Right  follows  might 
54  Like  tail  follows  kite." 
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This  is  a  merest  truism;  we  hear  it  in  the  ^ftti? 
storm;  the  very  waves  are  its  witnesses.  ^  ,  - 
Everywhere  and  under  each  condition,  it  is  5^Pattl09 
true.  The  proof  lies  all  about.  We  read  it  ^olt 
on  every  page  of  history;  behold  it  when 
armies  overthrow  a  throne  or  the  oak  falls  be- 
neath the  axe  of  the  woodman.  Do  I  disfavor 
war?  On  the  contrary,  I  approve  it  as  an  in- 
stitution of  greatest  excellence.  War  slays; 
war  has  its  blood;  but  has  peace  no  victims? 
Peace  kills  thousands  where  war  kills  tens; 
and  if  one  is  to  consider  misery,  why  then 
there  are  more  starvation,  more  cold,  more 
pain,  and  more  suffering  in  one  year  of  New 
York  City  peace  than  pinched  and  writhed 
throughout  the  whole  four  years  of  our  civil 
war.  And  himian  life  is  of  comparative 
small  moment.  We  say  otherwise;  we  be- 
lieve otherwise,  but  we  don't  act  otherwise. 
There  is  life's  text.  Humanity  is  itself  the 
preacher;  and  in  that  silent  sermon  of  ex- 
istence— ^an  existence  of  world's  goods  and 
their  acquirement — ^it  forever  shows  the  thing 
of  least  consequence  to  be  the  life  of  man. 
However,  I  am  not  myself  to  preach;  I  who 
pushed  forth  to  tell  a  story.  It  is  the  defect 
•f  age  to  be  garrulous,  and  as  one's  power  to 
do  departs,  its  place  is  ever  taken  by  a  power 
to  talk.  Where  was  I? 
This  filibusterer  whom  I  liberated  to  sail 
against  Spain,  I  long  ago  told  you  was  called 
Ryan.  That,  however,  is  a  fictitious  name; 
there  was  a  Ryan,  and  the  Spaniards  took  his 
life  at  Santiago.  And  because  he  with  whom 
I  dealt  was  also  put  up  against  a  wall  and 
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^h(  riddled  with  Spanish  lead,  and  further  be- 
^^^1  |T*  cause  it  is  not  well  to  give  his  true  name,  I  call 
VnWOwX  him  Ryan  now.  His  ship  rode  on  her  rope 
in  New  York  bay;  I  was  ^ven  the  "Hamet 
Lane"  to  hold  him  from  sailmg  away;  his  own- 
ers ashore — merchants  these  and  folk  on 
'change— ;gave  me  ten  thousand  dollars;  the 
gold  was  in  bags,  forty  poimds  of  it;  I  turned 
my  back  at  evening,  and  in  the  morning  he 
was  gone. 

You  have  been  told  that  I  never  thought  on 
those  adventures  of  the  Emperor's  Cigars, 
and  the  German  Girl's  Diamonds,  without  sen- 
sations of  shame,  and  pain.  Indeed!  they 
were  engagements  of  ignobilityl  Following 
the  latter  affair  I  felt  a  strongest  impulse  to 
change  somewhat  my  occupation,  i  longed 
for  an  employment  a  bit  safer  and  less  fouL 
I  counted  my  forttmes;  I  was  fairly  rich  with 
over  seventy  thousand  dollars;  that  might 
do,  even  though  I  gained  no  more.  And  so 
it  fell  that  I  was  almost  ready  to  leave  the 
Customs,  and  forswear  and,  if  possible,  forget, 
those  sins  I  had  helped  conounit  in  its  name. 
In  the  former  da3rs,  my  home  tribe  was  not 
without  consequence  in  Old  Dominion  poli- 
tics. And  while  we  could  not  be  said  to  have 
helped  ourselves  by  that  part  we  took  against 
the  Union,  still  now  that  peace  was  come, 
the  family  began  little  by  little  to  regather 
weight.  It  had  enough  at  this  time  to  inter- 
fere for  my  advantage  and  rescue  me  from 
my  present  duty.  I  was  detailed  from  Wash- 
ington to  go  secretly  to  Europe,  make  the 
careless  tour  of  her  capitals,  and  keep  an  eye 
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alive  to  the  interests  of  both  the  Treasury  and  ^ftti^ 
the  State  Departments.  feit»mtfl% 

It  was  a  gentleman's  work;  this  loafing  from  S^Poiw^M 
London  to  Paris,  and  from  Paris  to  Berlin,  ^olt 
with  an  occasional  glance  into  Holland  and 
its  diamond  cutting.  And  aside  from  ex- 
penses— ^which  were  paid  by  the  TOvemment 
— I  drew  two  salaries:  one  from  me  Customs 
and  a  second  from  the  Secret  Service.  My 
business  was  to  detect  intended  smuggling 
and  cable  the  story,  to  the  end  that  Betelnut 
Jack  and  Loms  and  Quin  and  the  others  make 
prompt,  intelligent  seizures  when  the  smug- 
glers came  into  New  York.  The  better  to 
gain  such  news,  I  put  myself  on  closest  terms 
— ^and  still  keep  myself  a  secret — ^with  chief 
folk  among  houses  of  export;  I  went  about 
with  them,  drank  with  them,  dined  with 
them;  and  I  wheedled  and  lay  in  ambush  for 
information  of  big  sales.  I  sent  in  many  a 
good  story;  and  many  a  rich  seizure  came 
off  through  my  interference.  Also  I  lived 
vastly  among  legation  imderlings,  and  de- 
spatched what  I  foimd  to  the  department  of 
state.  There  was  no  complaint  tnat  I  didn't 
earn  my  money  from  either  my  customs  or 
my  secret  service  paymaster.  In  truth!  I 
stood  high  in  their  esteem. 
At  times,  too,  I  was  bafSled.  There  was  a 
lady;  the  handsome  wife  of  a  diamond  dealer 
in  Maiden  Lane.  She  came  twice  a  year  to 
Europe.  Obviously  and  in  plain  view — like 
the  vulgarian  which  she  was  not — this  beauti- 
ful woman,  as  she  went  aboard  ship  in  New 
York,  would  wear  at  throat  and  ears  and  on 
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^^  her  Itmds  foil  two  hundred  tfaonsand  dollars' 
vivtik  of  stones — epparently.  And  there 
thej  amntd  to  he  nhen  she  returned;  and, 
of  course^  ne^cr  n  dime  of  duty,  ^^e  were 
maormRj  sme  this  heanUful  woman  was  a 
hfs iitifiiT  snm^^er;  we  were  morally  sure 
those  stones  were  paste  wbita  she  sailed  from 
Bew  York;  we  were  marally  sure  they  were 
goadsMty  of  purest  water,  when  she  returned; 
we  were  morally  sore  the  shift  was  made  in 
Paxis»  and  tiiat  a  harvest  of  thousands  was 
garnered  with  every  trip.  But  what  might 
we  do?  We  had  no  proof;  we  could  get  none; 
we  coold  only  gness. 

And  d&ere  were  other  instances  when  we 
shpped.  More  than  once  I  tracked  a  would- 
be  smuggler  to  his  ship  and  fairly  saw  him 
oat  of  port.  And  yet,  whtn  acting  on  my 
cables,  the  «— "gg'**'  coming  down  the  New 
York  gang  plank  was  seized  by  my  old  com- 
rades and  searched,  nothing  was  found.  This 
m3rstcry,  lor  mystery  it  was,  occurred  a  score 
of  times.  At  last  we  learned  the  trick.  The 
particular  room  occupied  by  the  smuggler 
was  taken  both  ways  for  a  round  dozen  trips 
ahead.  There  were  seven  members  of  the 
smuggling  combine.  When  one  left  the 
room.  Ids  Toyage  ended,  and  came  ashore  in 
Hew  York,  another  went  duly  aboard  and 
took  possession  for  the  return  trip.  The 
dianmids  had  not  gone  ashore.  They  were 
hidden  in  a  sore  ^oe  somewhere  about  the 
room;  he  who  took  it  to  go  to  Europe  knew 
irticre.  And  in  those  several  times  to  follow 
when  the  outgoer  was  on  and  off  the  boat  be- 
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fore  she  cleared,  he  found  no  difficulty  in  j9f  ntt^ 
carrjing    the    gems    ashore.     The    Customs  ^^-.^'^^ 
folk  aren't  watching  departures,  their  vigilance  JS?Pani09 
is  for  those  who  arrive.     However,  after  a  ^olB 
full  score  of  defeats,  we  solved  this  last  riddle, 
and  managed  a  seizure  which  lost  the  rogues 
what  profits  they  had  gathered  on  all  the  trips 
before. 

Also,  as  I  pryed  about  the  smuggling  in- 
dustry, I  came  across  more  than  one  interest- 
ing bit  of  knowledge.  I  found  a  French  firm 
nUking  rubies;  not  doublets,  but  actual 
rubies.  It  was  a  great  secret  in  my  time, 
though  more  is  known  of  it  now.  The  ruby 
was  real;  stood  every  test  save  the  one  test — 
a  hard  one  to  enforce — of  specific  gravity. 
The  nuuk  ruby  was  a  shadow  lighter,  buUi: 
for  bulk,  than  the  true  ruby  of  the  mines. 
This  made  ruby  was  called  the  ''scientific 
ruby";  and  indeed!  it  was  scientific  to  such 
degree  of  delusion  that  the  best  experts 
were  for  long  deceived  and  rubies  which  cost 
no  more  than  two  hundred  dollars  to  make, 
were  sold  for  ten  thousand  dollars. 
As  a  curious  discovery  of  my  ramblings,  I 
stumbled  on  a  diamond,  the  one  only  of  its 
brood.  It  was  small,  no  more  than  three- 
quarters  of  a  carat.  But  of  a  color  ptire 
orange;  and — by  day  or  by  night — blazing 
like  a  spark  of  fire.  That  stone  if  lost  could 
be  found;  it  is  the  one  lone  member  of  its 
orange  house.  What  was  its  fate?  Set  in 
the  open  mouth  of  a  little  lion's  head,  one 
may  now  find  it  on  the  finger  of  that  prince 
of  the  Bourse,  Lawson  of  Boston;  he  of  the 
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QQ|^  Canuitkmi.    That  rul«r  of  State  Strtet  pmd 
^^  lor  it  &Te  thousand  dollars. 


It  was  while  in  Madrid  I  fear  during  my  Eoro- 
fean  hunting  that  those  seeds  were  sown 
which  a  lew  months  later  grew  into  quick 
willingness  to  let  down  the  bars  for  my  filir 
husterer's  escape.  I  was  by  stress  of  duty 
held  a  month  m  Bladrid.  And,  first  to  last, 
I  heard  nothing  from  the  natives  whmi  ^ey 
spoke  of  America  but  malediction  and  vilest 
e^thet.  It  kept  me  something  warm,  I 
pcomise;  for  all  I  had  once  rode  saber  in 
hand  to  smite  that  same  American  govern- 
ment hip  and  thi^h.  I  left  Madrid  when  my 
work  was  done  with  never  a  moment's  dela^; 
and  carried  away  a  ^ofound  hate  for  Spam 
aad  all  things  Spanish. 

As  I  waa  brought  home  by  commands  from 
mv  superiors,  sharp  on  the  heels  of  my  Ma- 
dnd  work,  these  antirSpanish  sentiments  had 
bv  no  means  cooled  when  I  made  the  New 
York  wharf;  and  to  speak  truth,  they  contin- 
ued to  smoulder  until  nearly  thirty  years  after 
when  in  forty  minutes  our  fleet  at  Santiago 
burned  the  Spanish  from  the  sea.  Decidedly 
if  I'd  been  searched  for  a  sentiment,  I  would 
have  been  discovered  hostile  to  Spani^  in- 
terest when,  within  three  weeks  following  my 
home-coming,  I  was  ^ven  the  "Harriet  Lane," 
shown  the  suspect  Ryan  and  his  ship,  and 
told  to  have  a  sleepless  eye  and  seize  him  if 
he  moved. 

It's  the  Norse  instinct  to  hate  Spain;  and  I 
was    blood   and   lineage,    decisively    Norse. 
That  affair  of  instinct  is  a  mighty  matter.    It 
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is  curiotis  to  note  how  one's  partisanshap  Wffl  jKnti^ 
back-track  one's  racial  trail  and  pi^  up  old  /wj... :  -■ 
race  feuds  and  friendships:  hating;  Msrhex^  PpilUlf 
<me'6  forbears  hated,  lovkig  where  they  loved.  ^olB 
Even  as  a  child,  being  then  a  devoarer  of  his- 
tory, I  well  recall  how — ^while  loathhic  Eng- 
land as  the  foe  of  this  country— I  stifl  went 
with  her  in  s^npa^y  was  she  wuring  with 
France  or  Spain.  I  remember,  too,  that,  in 
England's  civil  wars,  I  was  ever  for  the 
Roundhead  and  against  the  King.  This,  you 
say,  sotuids  strangely  for  my  tlMory,  connag 
as  I  do  from  Virginia,  tiiat  state  of  the  Cavalier. 
One  diould  reflect  that  Cavalierism — to  inwnt 
a  word — is  naught  save  a  Southern  boast; 
that  T^ginia,  like  most  seaboard  Southwra 
states,  was  in  its  time  a  sort  of  Botany  Bay 
whereunto,  with  other  delinquMits,  political 
prisoners  were  condemned;  my  Dwn  an- 
cestors coming,  in  good  truth!  by  edkt  of  the 
Bloody  JeBreys  for  the  hand  they  took  in 
Monmoutii's  rebellion.  It  is  true,  as  I  state, 
even  as  a  child,  too  young  for  emotions  save 
emotions  of  instinct,  I  was  ever  the  friend,  as 
I  read  history,  first  of  my  own  country;  and 
next  of  Ei^land,  Germany,  Holland,  Den- 
mark and  Sweden-Horway — old  race-camps 
of  my  forefathers,  these — and  like  those  same 
forefathers  the  uncompromising  foe  of  France, 
Spain,  Italy,  and  the  entire  Latin  tribe,  as 
80<m  as  ever  my  reading  taught  me  their  ex- 
istence. But  I  must  bridle  these  ramblings; 
my  years  begin  to  reassert  themselves. 
My  filibustM'er  swung  on  his  cable  down  the 
bay  from  Oovemor's  Island.     During  day- 
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fU^hf  light  I  held  the  ^^Harriet  Lane"  at  decent  dis- 
^  I  l^r,  tance;  when  night  came  down  I  lay  as  closely 
fFlllOOKrir  by  him  as  I  might  and  give  the  ships  room  as 
they  swept  bow  for  stem  with  the  tide.  Also, 
we  had  a  small-boat  patrol  in  the  water. 
It  was  the  fourth  day  of  my  watch.  I  was 
ashore  to  stretch  my  legs,  and  at  that  par- 
ticular moment,  grown  weary  of  walking,  on  a 
bench  in  Battery  Park,  from  which  coign  I 
had  both  my  nlibusterer  and  the  "Harriet 
Lane"  beneatib  my  eye,  and  could  signal  the 
latter  whenever  I  cared. 
On  the  bench  with  me  sat  a  well-dressed 
stranger:  I  had  before  observed  him  during 
my  walk.  With  an  ease  that  bespoke  the 
trained  gentleman,  and  in  manner  unob- 
trusive, my  fellow  bencher  stole  into  talk  with 
me.  Sharpened  by  my  trade,  he  had  not 
discoursed  a  moment  before  I  felt  and  knew 
his  ptirpose;  he  was  friend  to  my  filibusterer 
whose  black  freeboard  showed  broadside  on 
as  she  tugged  and  strove  with  her  cable  not  a 
mile  away.  He  carried  the  talk  to  her  at  last. 
"I  don't  believe  she's  a  filibusterer,"  he  said. 
Her  character  was  common  gossip,  and  he 
had  referred  to  that.  ''I  don't  believe  she's 
a  filibusterer.  I'd  be  glad  to  see  her  get  out 
if  I  thought  she  was,"  and  he  tmned  on  me  a 
tentative  eye. 

Doubtless  he  observed  a  smile,  and  therein 
read  encouragement.  I'd  told  him  my  pres- 
ent business;  not  through  vain  jatmtiness  of 
pride;  but  I  was  aware  that  he  well  knew  my 
mission  before  ever  he  sat  down;  and  I 
thought  I'd  fog  him  up  a  bit  with  airs  of  in- 
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nocence,  and  lead  him  to  suppose  that  I  sus-  2itiA 

pected  him  not.     It  was  rather  vanity  than 

anjrthing  beyond;  my  office  was  no  secret; 

his  knowledge  could  become  of  no  concern.  ^olO 

After  much  tacking  and  going  about,  first 

port  and  then  starboard — to  use  the  nautical 

phrase — ^he  came  straight  at  me. 

"Friend,"  he  said;  **the  cause  of  liberty — 

Cuban  liberty,  if  you  will — is  dear  to  me.     If  . 

that  ship  is  a  filibusterer  and  meant  for  Cuba's 

aid,  speaking  as  a  humanitarian,  I  could  give 

you  ten  thousand  reasons,  the  best  in  the 

world,  why  you  should  let  her  sail."     This 

last,  wistfully. 

Thereupon  I  lighted  a  cigar,  haying  trouble 

by  reason  of  the  breeze.     Then  gettmg  up,  I 

took  my  handkerchief  and  wig-wagged  the 

"Harriet  Lane"  to  send  tht  gig  ashore.     As  I 

prepared  to  go  down  to  the  water  front,  I 

turned  to  my  humanitarian  who  so  loved 

liberty. 

"Give  yotir  reasons  to  Betelnut  Tack,"  I  said; 

"he  delights  in  abstract  deductions  touching 

the  rights  of  man  as  against  the  rights  of 

states  as  deeply  as  did  uiat  Thetford  Corset 

maker,  Thomas  Paine." 

"Betelnut    Jack!"    said    my    humanitarian. 

"He  shall  have  every  reason  within  an  hotir." 

"Should  you  convince  him,"  I  retorted,  "tell 

him  as  marking  a  fact  in  which  I  shall  take 

the  utmost  interest  to  come  to  this  spot  at  five 

o'clock  and  show  his  handkerchief.''     Then  I 

joined  the  "Harriet  Lane." 

At  the  hotir  suggested,  Betelnut  Jack  stood 

on  the  water's  edge  and  flew  the  signal.     I  put 
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the  captaiii*5  glass  on  him  to  make  eure.  He 
^^  I  -  had  been  given  the  reasons,  and  was  Don* 
OtIlOOWt  vinced.  There  was  no  doubt  of  it;  the  hu- 
manitarian was  right  and  Ciiba  should  be  free* 
Besides,  I  remembered  Madrid  and  hated 
Spain. 

"Captain,"  I  observed,  as  I  handed  that  dig- 
nitary the  glasses^  "we  will,  if  yoti  please,  fie 
in  the  Narrows  to-night.  If  this  fellow  leaves 
—which  he  won't— he'll  leave  that  way. 
And  we'll  pinch  him*"  The  Captam  bowed* 
We  dropped  down  to  the  Harrows  as  the  night 
fell  black  as  pitch.  The  Captain  and  I  cracked 
a  bottle.  As  we  toasted  each  other^  otir  mm- 
pect  went  out  through  the  Sound,  and  by  snn- 
rise  had  long  cleared  Montauk  and  mi  and 
away  was  southward  bound  and  safe  on  the 
open  ocean. 
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Ws^t  Cajsuai  Club 

Whoe'er  has  traveled  life's  dull  round, 
Where'er  his  stages  may  have  been, 

Mav  sigh  to  think  he  ever  found 
His  warmest  welcome  at  an  inn. 

— Sktnston*. 

WBMAN  ADDLE  besought  me  to  make 
!■  ■  I  ^^  quatrain  the  preface  of  my 
H^  11  Casual  Club  report  and  I  at  last 
l^^^l  yielded;  although  I  protested  that 
it  was  apropos  of  nothing  and  still 
regard  my  objection  as  well  grounded.  Van 
Addle  however  insisted  it  carried  a  compli- 
ment for  the  Criterion — ^which  again  was  the 
scene  of  our  dinner  and  discussion — and  that 
its  very  excellent  entertainment  should  have 
acknowledgment  at  otir  hands. 
''Rot  that  I  would  reproach  my  friends,"  ob- 
served Van  Addle,  as  he  thoughtfully  re- 
peated the  verse,  '^with  any  coldness  of  hospi- 
tality on  those  occasions  when  I  was  received 
•*  their  homes;  they  are  not  to  regard  the 
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tSJIft  quotation  as  a  criticisin  of  them;  and  indeed 
^tllOOfcCt  ^  ^  ezplicit  I  am  only  after  the  last  line  and 
■eek  nothing  more  than  to  mark  my  appredar 
tion  of  the  handsome  fashion  in  which  our 
needs  have  been  met.  Merit,  and  peculiarly 
hotel  merit,  is  in  its  perpetuity  of  importance 
to  folk,  and  when  discovered  should  win  en- 
couragement to  the  end  that  it  flourish  and 
live."  Van  Addle  offered  this  last  thought 
to  Enfield,  for  whose  opinions  he  holds  a 
deepest  respect. 

Enfield  was  in  his  usual  tolerant  humor  and 
quickly  agreed  with  Van  Addle  in  ap^anse 
of  the  dinner.  The  lines  too,  could  do  no 
harm,  albeit  Enfield  like  myself  confessed 
that  the  question  of  approfHriateness  was  a 
hard  one  to  answer  affirmatively  and  he 
thought  it  stood  no  little  in  a  fog  of  doubt. 
''And  further  speaking  for  myself,"  contiii- 
ued  Enfield,  "I  grant  but  scant  approval  to 
the  verse.  The  sentiment  is  wide  of  justice 
and  impossible  of  defense.  The  stanza, 
which  is  alleged  to  have  beoi  scratched  on  a 
tavern  pane  with  a  diamond — a  most  unac- 
countable creature,  that  diamond,  to  select  a 
poet's  poor  finger  as  a  residence — ^was  wiUten 
on  a  rainy  day  by  an  unbalanced  bachelor 
who  was  more  of  a  gardener  than  a  bar^   He 
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Meks  so  far  OS  he  strives  for  anything  to  ez-  ^hf 
claim  on  the  superior  merit  of  money  as  a  mo-  {jHntfttat 
tive  over  friendship  or  gratitude  or  love. 
What  he  might  have  experienced  of  the 
last  as  emotions,  I  am  imable  to  say;  of 
money,  however,  he  surely  knew  little  or 
nothing.  He  was  horn  mad  to  make  land- 
scapes, and  the  rains  flooded  his  house  be- 
cause he  would  spend  a  last  guinea  to  thicken 
a  plantation  or  point  a  prospect  or  dredge  and 
wind  a  brook  or  slope  a  lawn  and  leave  noth- 
ing wherewith  to  patch  his  falling  roof.  I 
should  assuredly  consider  him  to  be  an  ill 
counselor  on  any  subject,  whether  of  welcome 
OS  repulse,  who  went  so  wildly  as  did  Shen- 
stone  about  his  own  personal  concerns.  He 
is  not  apt  to  be  publicly  wise  who  is  privately 
a  fool  any  more  than  he  will  prove  publicly 
honest  who  is  privately  a  rogue." 

*  *  * 
SPEAKING  of  the  meeting  of  the  Club  itself, 
and  give  it  a  best  description,  it  could  not  be 
called  felicitous.  Fatfloat  was  blue  with  fore- 
bodes touching  his  grandson  Darius  Fatfloat, 
junior,  which  young  gentleman,  aged  two 
weeks,  was  already  complaining  of  colic  and 
those  other  dire  maladies  of  infancy;  Vacuum 
on  his   part  was  never  more   indomitably 
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^||f  among  the  ancients^  and  appeal  as  powerfully 
^ItlOOfcft  ^  ^^  might  we  were  imable  to  lure  him  to 
dwell  this  side  of  the  days  of  Cicero  or  Horace; 
while  Lemon  turned  persistently  and  at  times 
malignantiy  sour  from  the  moment  we  sat 
down  until  the  club  dispersed.  For  an  ex- 
ample of  the  Lemon  mood — Van  Addle,  who 
arrived  full  of  spirits,  was  describing  a  smart 
bicker  which  fell  out  between  himself  and  a 
fellow  exquisite  at  the  Knickerbocker,  where- 
in it  would  seem  there  was  a  deal  said  to  no 
vast  purpose.  Van  Addle  concluded  with 
the  admission  that  he  had  in  truth  talked  ex- 
tensively and  with  vehemence;  but  this  volu- 
bility he  defended,  contendii^  that  he  who 
talked  most  had  most  to  say,  and  silence  was 
more  often  the  mark  of  a  dull  emptiness  of 
ideas  than  of  anything  else. 
«<I  beUeve  in  talking,"  said  Van  Addle  with 
flippant  pertness,  *f  or  those  who  talk  much 
teach  much,  while  muteness  comes  merely 
to  be  a  cancellation  of  intelligence." 
''Evidentiy,"  retorted  Lemon,  irritated  with 
the  shallow,  if  kindly,  vivacity  of  Van  Addle, 
''evidentiy  you  would  say  of  talk  what  that 
chancellor  said  of  justice  and  declare  it  a  com- 
modity for  which  all  places  are  palaces,  all 
seasons  summer.  Have  you  read  Bntier 
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'Where  he  suggests  a  similarity  between  the  ^hf 
tongue  and  the  racing  horse  which  runs  ever  ^ttgtral 
the  faster  as  it  carries  less  weight?  And  while 
the  holy  warning  might  be  needless  in  your 
case,  before  you  go  to  the  condemnation  of 
any  silences  on  the  parts  of  other  men,  you  at 
least  should  consider  how  far  they  are  re- 
strained of  those  admonitions  against  casting 
pearls  before  swine." 

'*I  suppose  in  your  deep  personal  instance, 
Lemon,"  replied  Van  Addle  smartly,  '*you 
are  ever  excessively  sure  of  the  pearls." 
<<I  am  at  least  excessively  sure  of  the  swine," 
retorted  Lemon,  with  a  most  meaning  glance 
at  Van  Addle,  "and  I  say  this  last  in  explana- 
tion of  the  many  wordless  moments  I  put  in, 
and  which  you  doubtless  have  observed  and 
commented  upon." 

<<Well,"  repUed  Van  Addle,  a  bit  ruefully, 
for  Lemon's  causticity  ever  burned,  ''I  shall 
for  one  prefer  talking  to  standing  mute.  Si- 
lence neither  entertains  nor  instructs  and 
serves  only  to  embarrass,  and  I've  discovered 
that  when  I  talk  I  make  folk  laugh  even  if  I 
can't  make  them  cry." 

"Laughter,  tears!"  snorted  Lemon;  "I  would 
sooner  make  folk  think!  For  saitii  the  wise 
man:  'I  said  of  laughter,  it  is  mad;  and  of 
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HPIl^  mirthy  what  does  it?'  and  I  know  with  Cicero 
AnlOOfcf  t  ^^  i^othing  to  dry  more  quickly  than  a  tear." 

*  *  * 
''TAMMANT,"  remarked  Enfield,  pushing 
in  to  change  discussion  which,  while  abstract, 
seemed  none  the  less  in  peril  of  becoming 
acrid,  *'at  a  meeting  of  the  General  Committee 
the  other  evening  furnished  the  world  some 
added  evidences  of  its  timid  ignobility.  It 
dismissed  the  Finance  Committee,  the  one  imr 
portant  task  transacted,  and  as  it  did  so  never 
arose  one  with  either  the  spirit  or  the  honesty 
to  ask  before  it  stepped  down  an  account  of 
those  moneys  which  have  run  through  its 
hands.  The  great  auditoritun  was  crowded; 
men  were  there  who  held  themselves  as  folk 
of  intelligence  and  integrity,  and  each  was 
morally  sure  of  two  things:  one,  that  the 
Finance  Committee  had  had  within  the  year 
a  heaped  up  fortune  of  more  than  a  million 
dollars,  and  a  second,  that  fully  eight  htmdred 
thousand  dollars  of  the  whole  giant  sum 
was  embezzled  and  carried  away.  Em- 
bezzled; that  is  the  one  sole  word  that  de- 
scribes the  disappearance  of  the  Tammany 
funds.  And  yet  no  man  made  the  question. 
"There  is  none  so  dull  of  details  who  does  not 
know  that  the  so-called  Finance  Committee 
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was  only  a  mask.  It  never  met,  it  never  con-  ^j^f 
suited,  and  there  were  but  three  members  who  (TMttxl 
owned  clear  information  as  to  what  sums 
were  collected  and  disbursed.  But  the  others 
had  and  still  have  a  guess  and,  on  broad  lines, 
a  round  ntunber  knowledge  of  what  was  the 
Tammany  money  situation.  There  is  now 
no  member  of  the  late  Finance  Committee 
whatever  may  have  been  his  once  ignorance 
who  is  not  aware  of  the  strange,  weird  flitting 
of  those  eight  hundred  Tammany  thousands. 
'^With  this  knowledge  of  a  tremendous  short- 
age, can  gentlemen  of  high  standing  like  Mr. 
Cord  Meyer  and  Mr.  McDonald  of  the  Under- 
ground afford  to  hesitate?  They  should  in- 
sist on  a  search  and  a  discovery,  and  make  a 
report  though  no  one  has  the  wit  or  the  cour- 
age to  call  for  it.  How  can  any  member  of 
Tammany  whether  he  be  high  or  low,  old  or 
new  on  the  lists,  hope  to  regain  the  confidence 
of  the  public.  Nay,  how  can  he  have  the 
effrontery  to  ask  it,  when  the  fact  stands 
plainly  within  the  ken  of  all  that  the  organ- 
ization's o^Hm  treasury  has  been  looted  by  its 
own  rogues  at  the  head,  without  whisper  of 
protest  or  finger  lifted  towards  the  criminals^ 
apprehension?  Are  the  alleged  'leaders'  of 
Tammany  so  fatuous  as  to  imagine  the  public 
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^Plf(  will  trust  than  with  a  dtir*!  money  when  they 
#lllOOtor  '^^  ^  ^  robbed  without  a  murmur  of  their 
own?  It  is  the  more  strange,  too,  this  stagna- 
tion of  moral  courage  in  Tammany,  because 
when  one  goes  to  the  bottom  there  is  not  one 
among  the  'leaders';  more,  there  is  not  one 
among  the  one  thousand  first  men  of  the  or- 
ganization, and  some  of  these  are  judges  on 
the  bench,  who  does  not  know  the  now 
whereabouts  of  that  treasure  and  the  names  of 
those  rascals  who  feathered  their  black  nests 
with  it" 

*  *  * 
''WHAT  an  opportunity,"  observed  Lemon, 
"is  now  presented  by  Tammany  for  a  brave 
man  and  a  big  man  to  go  to  the  forel  It  is 
like  a  great  uncaptained  mob,  and  any  one 
with  brains  and  force  and  a  past  that  is  clean 
could  place  himself  at  its  head  and  found  for 
himself  a  dynasty.  Nor  is  the  enterprise  so 
difficult  should  the  right  one  make  the  effort. 
It  is  ever  easier  to  lead  a  multitude  than  to 
lead  a  man,  just  as  it  is  easier  to  drive  a 
flock  of  sheep  than  to  drive  any  individual 
member  of  it.  It  is  a  glorious  opening  for 
some  Napoleon  of  politics;  the  hour  is  here, 
where  now  is  the  man?" 
"And  is  there  then  none  among  ones  presently 
zo 
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eminent  of  Tammany/'  asked  Van  Addle,   ^Iff 
''who  might  reply  to  your  description  of  what  #^M|tffl 
the  coming  chief  must  be?''  ^Tltifa 

"There  are  hut  two,"  said  Lemon;  ''these  are  ^*^^ 
Mr.  Whalen  and  Mr.  Martin,  and  neither  has 
made  a  sign." 

"Tou  speak  but  the  truth.  Lemon,"  said  Fat- 
float,  breaking  what  was  for  him  a  lengthened 
silence;  "and  yet  I  should  not  envy  your  Na- 
poleon when  he  had  conquered  his  position 
and  was  fairly  in  the  Tammany  saddle  as  the 
admitted  Man  on  Horseback.  He  woud  have 
to  fight  and  keep  fighting — ever  fighting;  war 
would  be  his  only  safeguard,  while  peace 
would  bring  him  down.  It  would  be  with  him 
as  said  the  original  Napoleon:  'Bourrienne, 
my  power  depends  upon  my  glory  and  my 
glory  upon  my  victories.  Conquest  has  made 
me,  conquest  alone  can  sustain  me  as  I  am. 
I  must  go  on;  to  stop  even  for  a  moment  is  to 
perish  for  all  time.'  Tour  Tammany  Na- 
poleon would  be  in  a  position  equally  tumultu- 
ous and  his  leadership  find  no  rest  for  the 
sole  of  its  foot." 

"Gads  buds  I"  cried  Van  Addle,  "he  would 
resemble  a  man  on  a  bicycle  who  is  all  right 
while  he's  going  and  who  falls  down  when  he 
stops." 
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®bf  ''Your  Tammany  Napoleon,"  obiexTed  Ea- 
♦nlOOftfr  ^^^^'  ''would  encounter  limitiess  trouble.  He 
would  be  made  by  sheer  stress  of  his  positioin 
to  answer  for  those  dark  iniquities  of  tiie  de- 
parted regime.  There  is  fearsome  chance 
that  the  Tammany  campaign  funds  were  not 
the  only  moneys  to  fall  a  prey  and  a  spoil  to 
the  rapacity  of  the  ring.  I  saw  in  that  excel- 
lent paper,  the  'Brooklyn  Eagle,'  a  report  of 
the  discoveries  of  Mr.  Grout,  who  by  honest 
and  industrious  digging  has  une«rtfaed  a 
dubious  collection  of  contracts  that  snu^ 
vilely  of  favoritism  if  not  of  fraud,  and  which 
aggregate  a  round  disposal  of  some  two  and 
one-half  millions." 

*'And  that  recalls  me,"  broke  in  Van  Addle. 
**I  also  saw  the  article,  and  among  gentlemen 
moved  to  discuss  it  at  that  time  there  arose  a 
difference  as  to  who  composed  the  Uvalde 
Asphalt  Company  which  secured  the  lion's 
share." 

"Should  such  discussion  again  break  forth," 
observed  Lemon,  *'you  may  dispose  of  it  with 
the  word  that  the  Uvalde  Company  is  only 
another  name  for  Mr.  Croker,and  therefore 
the  lion's  share,  as  you  term  it,  went  faithfully 
to  the  lion  where  it  belonged." 
"I  should  like  much  to  see  a  list  of  those  i 
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pudes/'  said  Van  Addle,  musingly,  "wherein   tlp^t 
Mr.  Croker  has  stock."  CSl^ttflt 

"Should  such  roll  find  compilation,"  re- 
turned Lemon,  "it  would  be  so  long  as  to  have 
a  perspective.  It  was  marvel  to  me,  when 
the  Mazet  investigators  were  putting  their 
truculent  questions  on  that  point  of  employ- 
menty  Mr.  Croker  did  not  stifle  them  with  this 
list,  which  would  have  so  completely  retorted 
to  their  pernicious  curiosity.  His  modesty  in 
concealing  the  facts  is  to  be  deplored.  He 
mi|^t  easily  have  displayed  that,  as  a  Captain 
of  the  Stock  Company  Industry,  he  was  the 
rival  of  Mr.  Morgan  himself." 

*  *  * 
"SUGGESTED  as  a  query,"  said  Fatfloat, 
"by  your  reference  to  Mr.  Morgan,  did  you 
note  the  recent  talks  of  King  Edward  with 
our  Czar  of  Wall  Street,  Mr.  Keene?  What 
would  you  offer  as  the  reason  of  such  royal 
and  one  may  add  remarkable  condescension?" 
"As  to  that,"  replied  Enfield,  "you  must 
know,  my  dear  Fatfloat,  that  a  struggle  is  in 
heated  progress  between  our  crowned  neigh- 
bom  beyond  the  seas,  over  the  position  of 
America's  next  of  friend.  We  are  become 
the  target  of  every  foreign  form  of  dulcet  at- 
tention*    The  Cvermans  visit  us,  the  French 
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^hf  visit  us;  the  French  endow  us  with  a  statue, 
#HlOOkfr  ^^^  ^^  Germans  straightway  threaten  us 
with  a  similar  blow.  King  Edward,  finding 
visits  impossible  and  having  no  statue  at 
hand,  on  his  sociable  part  is  coerced  by  the 
exigencies  of  these  friendly  competitions 
to  unbuckle  in  non-regal  converse  with  such 
citizens  of  the  republic  as  the  gales  of  oppor- 
tunity may  blow  across  his  path.  Hence  his 
recent  encounter  with  Mr.  Keene.  And  when 
all  is  said  it  is  a  cunning  move  of  royalty  and 
as  apt  to  accomplish  the  conciliation  of 
Americans  as  a  visit  or  a  statue.  We  are 
easily  flattered,  and  the  instinct  of  King  wor- 
ship is  not  dead  in  the  republican  breast  Pve 
more  than  once  considered  that  were  mon- 
archy or  republicanism  left  as  an  alternative 
to  be  voted  on  by  New  York  City  itself,  the 
former  might  carry  with  a  majority  which 
would  be  respectable  in  number  if  in  nothing 
besides." 

"Still,  I  could  not  suppress  a  shudder,''  ob- 
served Lemon,  with  just  a  thrill  of  sarcasm, 
"when  I  heard  of  King  Edward  hobnobbing 
with  Mr.  Keene.  I  take  it  that  up  to  this  time 
the  King  has  been  defended  against  the  in- 
sidious assaults  of  the  stock  ticker  and  Wall 
Street  as  an  appetite  has  not  swept  him  fxQVSk 
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his  feet.  And  yet  who  shall  measure  his  peril  fjj^lff 
when  now  he  has  talked  with  Mr.  Keenel  Or  <|[;^||gl 
who  foretell  the  calamitous  results  should  >[|^if||| 
their  acquaintance  proceed  to  warm  inti- 
macy!  Walpole  once  said  in  a  letter  to 
Horace  Mann,  'The  day  is  to  come  when  Eng- 
land will  fall  before  New  England,'  and  with 
these  recent  lights  upon  me  I,  myself,  confess 
the  apprehension  of  a  day  at  hand — ^ayl  it 
may  even  now  be  kicking  its  sly  heels  in  the 
ante-chambers  of  present  time — when  the 
crown  and  sceptre  and  the  rest  of  England's 
kingly  jewels,  abandoning  their  strong  home 
in  the  Tower,  will  take  a  place  in  Wall  Street 
as  collateral  in  some  stock  deal.  While  Mr. 
Morgan  and  others  are  reaching  for  Eng- 
land's shipping  and  England's  trade,  Mr. 
Keene,  with  an  instinct  more  dramatic,  is  lay- 
ing siege  to  the  very  regalia  of  King  Edward's 
purple  self." 

*  *  * 
"ROYALTY,  now  that  you  speak  of  it,"  said 
Van  Addle,  "brings  me  to  remember  Mr. 
Roosevelt.  No,  I  am  not  about  to  discuss 
whether  ladies  should  rise  when  Miss  Roose- 
velt comes  into  a  room,  since  that  is  a  social 
observance  the  adoption  or  repeal  of  which 
as  a  parlor  law  one  may  ^th  safety  abandon 
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W^t  ^^  *  decision  of  the  ladies  themselves.  What 
#1tl00k((  ^  ^^  ^  mind  was  some  recent  information 
which  came  direct  from  the  White  House  that 
Mr.  Roosevelt  was  exceeding  superstitious 
and  as  much  moved  by  signs  and  omens  as 
ever  an  ozier  by  a  wind.  I  cannot  credit  the 
story;  it  is  well  enough  to  climb  the  long 
slopes  of  the  ages  and  tell  of  those  super- 
stitions of  the  ancients  where " 

''The  ancients  1"  exclaimed  Vacuum,  speaking 
for  a  first  time  during  the  hour,  "let  me  assure 
you.  Van  Addle,  the  learned  among  the 
ancients  harbored  no  superstitions.  They 
had  their  omens  and  their  oracles  and  their 
necromantical  whatnot,  but  such  were  wholly 
for  the  vulgar  and  their  delusion.  The 
leaders  laughed  at  them.  It  was  Cato  who 
said,  'A  soothsayer  must  needs  smile  when  he 
meets  another;'  and  when  a  friend  told  him 
he  feared  some  evil  impended  because  on 
waking  that  morning  he  beheld  a  mouse 
nibbling  his  shoe,  Cato  retorted,  'Calm  your- 
self; the  prodigy  would  have  been  indeed 
frightful  if  the  shoe  had  been  nibbling  the 
mouse.'  And  there,  too,  was  the  stark 
Claudius  who  when  his  ships  were  about  to 
engage  the  Carthagenians  was  told  that  the 
sacred  hens  would  not  eat,  and  who  promptly 
z6 


d  by  Google 


threw  the  delicate  poultry  into  the  sea  say-   (Q^ 
ingy  'Let  us  see  if  they  will  drink.'    Hannibal,  dTgrftntl 
when  warned  that  the  sacrifice  seemed  un-  Ar\„u 
favorable,  demanded  angrily,  'Will  you  be-  ^^^ 
lieve  in  the  liver  of  a  calf  rather  than  in  a 
tried  General?'     Let  me  convince  you,  my 
friends,  the  old  days  were  as  little  borne  down 
of  superstition  as  are  these  wherein  we  breathe. " 
There   was  a  imited  laugh   at   this   abrupt 
arousal  of  Vacuum,  and  Enfield  asked  him 
now  that  his  voice  was  returned  on  what  he 
had  been  mentally  feeding  during  his  long 
silence. 

"Why,  as  to  that,"  replied  Vacuum,  "having 
had  to-day  but  a  narrow  escape  from  the  in- 
sane charge  of  an  automobile,  I  was  remem- 
bering how  in  the  fourteenth  century  the  monk 
Thomas  Conecte — a  man  of  fir»-fe4  genius 
and  great  eloquence — preached  down  the 
monstrous  headdresses  of  the  women  which 
had  grown  to  be  a  hideous  ell  in  height,  and 
conquered  the  awful  fashion  in  a  day;  I  was 
thinking  on  this  monk  Conecte,  I  say,  and 
wishing  one  like  him  might  arise  to  head  a 
crusade  against  the  *Red  Devils'  and  'White 
Ghosts'  which  are  as  very  dragons  about  our 
highways. 
"Also,"   continued   Vacuum,   with   a   smile, 
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®||t  ''while  I  listened  as  you  gentlemen  wrmngled 
#ttlOOkfr  ^^^  fought  over  nothing  to  accomplish 
nothing — I  refer  particularly  to  the  hot 
passages  between  Lemon  and  Van  Addle, — I 
recalled  the  discussion  between  Pjrrrhus 
and  the  wise  Cyneas  and  decided  how  foolish 
were  your  verbal  exertions.  'And  what,' 
asked  Cyneas,  'when  you  have  conquered 
Rome  and  Italy,  will  you  do?'  'Conquer 
Sicily  and  the  Sicilians,'  said  Pyrrhus.  'And 
then  what  next?'  persisted  Cyneas.  'Conquer 
Carthage  and  all  Africa;  you  shall  see  the 
whole  world  on  its  knees  to  me,'  said  Pjrrrhus. 
'And  haying  conquered  the  world,'  Cyneas 
went  on,  'what  then  will  you  do?'  'Why 
then,'  observed  Pjrrrhus  after  a  moment  of 
reflection,  'we  will  drink  good  wine  for  the 
remainder  of  our  days.'  Cyneas  laughed  at 
the  last  answer.  'Then,  sir,'  he  retorted, 
'since  here  is  the  best  wine  in  the  world  and 
all  we  may  drink  and  live  as  long  as  we  may, 
would  it  not  be  wiser  to  forego  those  wars 
and  begin  on  the  wine  at  once?'  Tou  get 
my  meaning,"  concluded  Vacuum,  waggishly. 
"While  each  in  his  turn  you  performed 
valorously  as  Pyrrhus  and  worked  hard,  I 
emulated  the  sapient  Cyneas  and  took  my 
quiet  ease  with  the  wine." 
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"Odds    zooksP'    suddenly    exclaimed    Van  ^hf 

Addle,  ''will  you  look  at  the  clock  I    Upon  ^v^nnl 

my  honor,  five  hours  have  fled  with  me  as  >(i>'i^|. 

one."  \LiUv 

''And  that's  because  you  have  been  swallowed 
in  the  abyss  of  your  own  interest,"  said 
Vacuum,  whose  returned  loquacity  seemed 
determined  to  make  up  its  lost  time.  "Locke, 
in  his  'Understanding,'  argues  that  our  hours 
are  lengthened  or  shortened  as  we  lack  or 
multiply  an  interest  in  what  we  are  mentally 
or  physically  engaged  upon.  Mallebranche, 
who  wrote  before  Locke,  was  of  a  same 
opinion,  and  said  also  that  he  could  conceive 
of  animals  and  insects  to  whom  one  of  our 
minutes  would  be  as  a  century  or  an  age  or 
an  eon.  Mahomet,  in  a  celebrated  story  of 
the  Alcoran,  goes  differently  to  this  last. 
The  Aneel  Gabriel  takes  the  prophet  from 
his  couoi,  convejTS  him  through  the  seven 
heavens,  through  hell  and  through  paradise, 
and  the  latter  is  given  time  to  observe  minutely 
and  make  notes;  also,  he  holds  ninety  thou- 
sand conferences  with  Allah  and  some  of  them 
of  moment  and  length.  The  Angel  then  re- 
conveys  him  to  his  bed,  when  to  his  amaze- 
ment he  discovers — so  short  a  space  was  he 
absent — the  draperies  yet  warm,  while  a 
pitcher  which  the  robe  of  the  Angel  overturned 
at  their  departure  he  picks  up  in  time  to  save 
the  water  from  running  out. 
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That  which  her  slender  waist  confined 
Shall  now  my  joyful  temples  bind: 
No  monarch  but  would  give  his  crown 
His  arms  might  do  what  this  has  done. 

It  was  my  Heaven's  extremest  sphere. 
The  pale  which  held  that  lovely  deer; 
My  joy,  my  grief,  my  hope,  my  love 
Did  all  within  this  circle  move. 

A  narrow  compass  1  and  yet  there 
Dwelt  all  that's  good,  and  all  that's  fair; 
Give  me  but  what  this  riband  boimd. 
Take  all  the  rest  the  Sun  goes  round. 

— EdtTutnd  ¥rAu€f* 
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ISHINGTON  IRVING  once  said: 
^*He  that  wins  a  thousand  hearts 
is  entitled  to  some  renown;  but 
he  who  keeps  undisputed  sway 
oyer  the  heart  of  a  coquette  is 
indeed  a  hero."  Had  Irving  instead  of 
love  and  the  conquest  of  a  coquette's 
heart  said  the  same  thing  of  races  and  a  turf 
supremacy  he  would  have  made  a  stronger 
sentence.  Mr.  Keene,  Mr.  Whitney  and  a 
score  of  others  have  reigned  and  been  de- 
posed; no  one  holding  sway  for  successive 
years.  To-day  there  is  small  doubt  but  that 
a  coming  sceptre  of  the  Kingdom  of  Turf 
p<Mnts  towards  Mr.  William  K.  Vanderbilt. 
Those  who  be  horsily  wise  declare  that  this 
gentleman  holds  the  best  of  chances  for  the 
Derby  and  Oaks  of  next  year,  and  one  may 
not  go  far  wrong  in  a  prophecy  of  his  ap- 
proaching exaltation.  For  how  long  Mr.  Van- 
derbilt will  retain  his  honors  should  they 
descend  upon  him,  luck  and  money  and 
skill  alone  may  tell,  but  there  is  about  him 
a  kind  of  clean  decisiveness  that  tends  to 
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HPIlf  faith.  One  might  yenture  to  predict  that 
^tllOOkft  ^^^^  gained  the  throne  he  is  not  the  one  to 
lightly  relinquish  it.  One  may  be  sure  that 
all  that  forethought,  liberality  and  wealth 
may  avail  towards  success  for  his  stables  will 
be  forthcoming;  nor  will  they  be  doled  with 
sparing  hand.  Should  Mr.  V.  prevail  as  a 
hereafter  turf  king  good  race  folk  will  agree 
that  for  once  Madame  Fortune  will  have 
hinted  of  soundness  in  her  choice  and  taste. 

*  *  * 
[  OCIET  Y  explains  that  Lady  Grey  Edger- 
ton  is  still  beautiful.  As  a  girl  amid 
the  grimy  environments  of  Cincinnati 
she  was  lovely  in  an  Atalanta  way.  Direct  from 
her  mother  comes  a  wildflower  face  and  grace- 
ful limbs,  but  those  of  the  Ohio  town  viio 
were  of  near  acquaintance  with  the  girlhood 
of  the  nymph  speak  for  a  diversity  of  dis- 
position between  the  parent  and  herself. 
Mama  was  ever  a  lady  of  astuteness,  alert 
and  a  wit  after  her  fashion  and  a  good  com- 
rade; Mademoiselle  was,  on  the  other  hand, 
indolent  and  dull  albeit  pliant.  Lord  Grey 
Edgerton  is  reported  to  have  first  loved  the 
mother  to  whom  he  is  now  debtor  for  a  wife. 
On  the  occasion  of  a  first  domestic  event 
Lady  Grey  Edgerton  was  so  thoughtful  as  to 
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present  his  lordship  with  twin  hoja^  which  1^80]? 
happy  result  moves  grandmama   to   a   bon  ]|g0((p>^ 
mot.     "See,  my  son,"  she  sasrs,  "how  my 
sweet  daughter  disposes  of  a  duty  to  the  Peer- 
age.    She  has  given  you  the  king,  guarded." 

*     ♦     * 

SOMEHOW  one  cannot  resist  a  S3rmpathy 
with  Mr.  Kemochan  in  his  self-ap- 
pointed crusade  against  the  over  rapid 
Auto.  Mr.  "Jimmie's"  worship  of  the  horse  is 
in  direct  ratio  with  his  distaste  for  the  blatant, 
iUrsmelling  newcomer.  Scarcely  a  Hempstead 
day  goes  by  but  marks  a  skirmish  between 
Mr.  Kemochan  and  the  enemy.  Most  of 
these  are  of  a  more  or  less  amusing  nature, 
but  occasionally  a  tragedy  is  rung  on,  as  in 
the  instance  of  Mr.  Van  Rensselaer  Kennedy, 
who  is  rumored  to  have  received  a  mud-be- 
spattered eye  in  recent  punishment  for  a 
bump  into  our  hero's  wagon.  Mr.  Kemochan 
invests  himself  in  all  manner  of  disguises 
chosen  with  a  view  to  the  entrapment  of  the 
begoggled  foe  who  is  too  wary  to  risk  an  im- 
pertinence where  the  champion  is  recognized. 
Automobilists  of  Long  Island  are  a  breed  of 
peculiar  savagery,  so  that  from  Brooklyn  to 
Montauk  the  unsuspecting  horseman  is  ex- 
posed to  perils  as  much  of  temper  as  of  Umb. 
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t^t  In  the  vidnity  of  Southampton  life  is  h^d  at 
^nlOOkft  ^  cheap  a  rate  that  the  gods  of  the  machine 
are  rare  who  condescend  to  even  the  co^ 
lection  and  the  removal  of  their  victims. 

♦  ♦  * 
>P^N£  is  led  to  wonder  what  the  Sunday 
LAM  papers  would  find  to  print  were  then 
^^  no  Pierpont  Morgan  to  elucidate.  Eu- 
rope herself  would  seem  at  a  standstill  lacking 
the  generosity  of  our  financier.  The  loan  of 
his  famous  Gobelin  tapestries  to  decorate  the 
robing  room  of  their  Majesties  on  coronation 
day,  his  gift  of  precious  stones  to  the  Paris 
museum,  his  purchase  of  the  Consul  Gutmann 
antique  silver  and  bronzes  all  serve  to  swell 
the  shallow  excitement  of  the  press.  Mr.  Mor- 
gan is  still  in  Venice,  whence  comes  the 
report  that  his  health  is  but  little  improved. 
Were  Mr.  Morgan  brought  to  abandon  our 
shores  for  good  and  all  the  question  might 
then  be  put  to  us  as  to  whether  we,  as  a  people, 
could  still  retain  our  equilibrium.  Shaped  to 
the  aforesaid  dailies  we  could  not.  In  tl^ 
idleness  of  such  speculation  one  is  reminded 
of  that  English  king  who  was  moved  to 
threaten  the  abandonment  of  his  unruly  and 
ungodly  city  of  London,  and  of  that  dry  old 
Mayor  who  implored  of  his  Majesty:     **We 
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pray  thee,  sire  if  art  determined   to  remove  )tflt&]? 

thy  sacred  self  and  kingly  archives  from  our  W&ttn*^ 

disobedience,  that  thou  wilt  still  be  pleased  to  /TAnrntpnt 

leave  behind  thee  the  river  Thames."  sLQlOmtm 

♦  ♦  * 
^m^O  those  who  are  acquainted  with  the  real 
\\j  rating,  financially  speaking,  of  Papa 
^^  Zimmerman  the  cabled  accoimts  of 
family  broils  and  quibbles  led  and  abetted  by 
Consuelo  of  Manchester  are  entertaining  in 
the  extreme.  In  truth  Papa  has  strained  to 
the  last  effort  and  already  paid  out  more 
ducats  than  he  can  afford.  All  the  western 
world  knows  quite  well  that  Mr.  Zimmerman's 
so-called  fortune  is  of  meagerest  limits  and 
that  by  him  at  least,  no  pretense  of  wealth  is 
affected.  The  newspapers  and  the  golden 
dream  of  the  ducal  connection  are  alone  re- 
sponsible for  this  overrating.  Still  Papa  must 
hold  the  bag,  as  now  comes  a  report  full  of 
rage  that  disgrace  falls  because  the  worthy 
gentleman  will  not  or  cannot  make  good  a 
tiara  to  be  used  for  royal  presentation.  On 
the  face  of  things  this  indignation  would 
seem  to  smack  somewhat  of  impertinence. 
It  will  be  remembered  that  about  the  time  of 
the  marriage  his  grace  presented  his  bride 
with  a  necklace  of  pearls  in  which  the  new 
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QP[|f  duchess  was  lavishly  photographed.  Later 
^nlOOfcft  ^^  nobleman  and  the  necklace  figured  in  the 
courts  in  a  suit  brought  by  a  jeweler  to  re- 
cover pasrment  for  the  latter  and  in  which  it 
transpired  that  the  much  heralded  pearls  were 
of  paste.  Then,  too,  there  were  ducal  but  un- 
paid-for  bulldogs.  In  consideration  of  these 
episodes  it  would  seem  as  though  the  Man- 
chesters  as  a  family  might  be  a  thought  less 
noisy  in  their  demands  for  a  real  tiara  from  a 
hard-working  parent  who  at  least  has  good 
intentions,  though  he  may  have  no  millions 
to  give. 

♦  *  * 
JH^ISS  HELEN  GOULD'S  wellr-timed 
fmj  gift  of  a  Y.  M.  C.  A.  for  the  bluejack- 
^  "  •^  ets  of  the  Brooklyn  Navy  Yard  is  a 
charity  at  once  practical  and  ideal.  A  gen- 
erous humanity  is  prone  to  look  with  indul- 
gence upon  the  peccadilloes  and  sinful  gai- 
eties of  the  sailorman  ashore.  In  the  new 
building  there  be  especial  provision  made  for 
the  indiscretions  of  these  gentry,  and  in  the  in- 
stance of  strong  waters  marking  its  man  there 
is  a  place  where  the  victim,  together  with  his 
pay  and  valuables,  may  be  taken  in,  locked 
up  and  cared  for.  This  is  a  feature  unique 
and  of  infinite  wisdom.  What  a  good  woman 
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she  is,  this  Helen  Gould,  how  generous,  how  fHi^ 
thoughtful,  how  forbearing  I  The  cream  of  y^ntn^a 
her  kindness  is  never  printed.  The  music 
masters,  the  famous  surgeons,  the  trips  abroad 
which  she  delights  to  lavish  upon  the  talented, 
the  sick,  or  the  ambitious  are  never  known  or 
appreciated  save  when  by  some  roimdabout 
or  accidental  means  their  bestowals  are 
brought  to  quiet  notice. 

*  *  * 
^^HIS  will  be  a  sorry  summer  forthe  beaux. 
£1.  That  winsome  little  beauty  Jeanne 
^"^  Clarisse  Coudert  makes  annoimcement 
of  an  early  wedding  day.  Attraction  is  an 
attribute  of  the  Coudert  women;  the  Marquise 
of  Choiseul  of  Paris  is  French  and  finished  to 
her  finger  tips,  although  Jeanne  Clarisse  may 
hold  the  palm  for  what  is,  if  one  may  so  call  it, 
a  kind  of  international  charm  that  is  most 
alluring.  This  beauty  is  of  the  piquant  sort; 
retrousse  as  to  nose,  narrow  of  eye  and  lithe  of 
movement.  Miss  Coudert  can  never  be  dull 
and  seldom  owns  to  being  bored.  It  is  a  gift, 
is  it  not,  of  a  sparkling  mentality,  this  infiu- 
ence  over  interest?  Mr.  Conde  Nast  comes  of 
a  St.  Louis  family  of  good  lineage  and  stand- 
ing. Much  stress  is  laid  to  the  circumstance 
of  a  connection  with  the  Benoists.     No  day 
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^jft  ^  y^^  appointed  for  th«  marriage.    If  Mr. 

^nloofcft  ^^^  ^  ^"^  ^^  ^"^  ^^^  ^^^  ^^^  ^%>  ^o^  8^^ 

be  fickle  things. 

♦  *  * 
y^^OOD  times  are  at  hand  for  the  boarding 
%j(j  house  gentry  of  Oyster  Bay,  while  their 
^^  prices  go  rocketting.  A  shambling 
farmhouse,  adjacent  to  the  pigsty,  innocent 
of  plumbing  and  scornful  of  modem  improve- 
ment may  bid  against  the  renting  of  a  New- 
port villa  and,  what  is  more,  may  beat  it. 
Gold  has  not  been  discovered  in  Oyster  Bay, 
except  by  grace  of  visitor;  no  erarmarking 
phenomenon  such  as  the  late  behavior  of 
Mount  Pelee  appeals  to  the  sacrificing  scien- 
tist; but  a  President  is  at  hand,  and  so  the 
devotees  and  courtiers  shoulder  the  native 
and  add  to  the  value  of  those  awful  boarding 
dens  of  Oyster  Bay.  Where  the  President  is, 
there  will  the  social  toady  be  also;  and  that 
too,  in  defiance  of  the  feelings  of  that  injured 
statesman.  After  all,  it  may  be  that  Grover's 
slaughter  of  the  guileless  duck  concealed 
a  motive  of  unsociability,  and  even  the 
mighty  may  sometimes  himger  for  escape. 
But  escape  is  not  for  the  present  President, 
and  the  Roosevelt  ^friends"  come  around 
him.     Diplomats  also  have  descended  upon 
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Oyster  Bay,  and  there  is  a  premium  on  ciga-  ]tHll^ 
rettes,  while  Scotch  whisky  is  growing  hard  to  J^^ftf*^ 
find  and  ping-pong  being  imported.  Commmt 

*  *  * 
/^^H£  Michael  Herberts  are  well  remembered 
\\^  by  Washington,  which  will  rewelcome 
^'^  them  with  some  cordiality.  It  is  more 
than  probable  that  next  winter  will  mark  an 
exodus  of  New  York  fashion  for  the  Capital. 
Mrs.  Cornelius  Vanderbilt  will  take  an  interest 
in  her  sister's  installment,  as  will  Mrs.  Ogden 
Goelet  and  a  score  of  lesser  Wilsons.  Mrs. 
Herbert  is  by  no  means  so  attractive  as  either 
of  her  sisters,  although  she  has  the  family 
capacity  for  holding  her  own  amidst  any  en- 
Yironment.  Mrs.  Herbert  is  a  lady  of  spirit 
and  will  give  an  impetus  to  the  winter's  gaiety 
which  will  leave  even  the  Roosevelts  far  in  the 
rear.  The  Pauncefotes  were  good  people  but 
a  bit  old  fashioned;  or  perhaps  they  were 
iDArely  English.  However  that  may  be,  the 
Americanism  of  the  successor  maj  be  de- 
pended on  to  more  than  make  up  for  any  re* 
cent  British  legation  slowness. 

BETTY  STAIR. 
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3Btift  of  t|)e  Ba^ 


gODERN  Love  climbs  but  chaxilj 
to  my  housetop.  There  is  no 
elevator;  and  the  stairway  is  M 
and  ill  lighted,  intimidating  to 
fashionable  gowns  and  draperies. 
Arrived  at  my  eyrie  there  is  little  to  satisfy  the 
twentieth  century  Cupid.  It  is  a  place  of 
vantage  not  an  exhibition  groimd.  From  it 
one  surveys  the  world — a  plateau  of  roofs  deep 
cut  by  intersecting  streets  and  avenues — but 
is  oneself  invisible  to  the  crowd  below.  Love 
in  these  rarified  altitudes  must  be  sufficient  to 
itself,  indifferent  to  the  applause  or  envy  of  a 
vigilant  humanity.  So  it  comes  that  I  am 
left  much  alone  with  myself  and  my  Theory  of 
Love. 

It  has  seemed  to  me  that  in  the  begfiiTiIng 
there  were  a  Man  and  a  Woman.  And  these 
two  were  all  in  all  to  each  other.  Every 
spiritual  atom  in  the  one  found  its  counter- 
point in  the  composition  of  the  other.  So  that 
their  souls  were  satisfied;  and  the  male  and 
the  female  together  made  one  btiing — an  eaiSty 
in  the  imitge  of  God. 
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Wiih  time  and  the  pilfering  of  the  Tree  of  ^tift  Of 
Knowledge  the  perfection  of  this  eqtiation  was  *u*  g)m 
destroyed.  One  soul  overlapped  the  other, 
certain  atoms  in  the  psychical  constitution  of 
the  one  were  left  unsatisfied  by  the  other — a 
crevasse  had  opened  between  Man  and  Wom- 
an, a  rift  had  appeared  in  the  lute.  Then  was 
Love  bom.  And  Love  was  but  the  soul  hun- 
ger of  mankind  for  the  at-oneness  it  once  had 
enjo3red.  To  attain  that  absolute  apposition 
of  two  souls  is  to  reach  Heaven;  to  be  re- 
assimilated  in  the  great  Ego  from  which  we 
have  been  broken  off;  to  r»-enter  Nirvana; 
to  become  immersed  in  the  Universal  Soul. 
Since  Adam  and  Eve  were  driven  out  of  Eden 
no  two  beings  have  thus  gained  Paradise.  Yet 
is  the  salvation  of  every  man  dependent  upon 
a  woman. 

All  men  are  necessary  to  the  composition  of 
Man.  Carlyle  has  recalled  how  there  is  a 
legend  from  the  dAja  of  Osiris,  and  Isis,  and 
Typhoon,  of  how  the  gods,  in  the  beginning, 
divided  Man  into  men  that  he  might  be  more 
helpful  to  himself;  just  as  the  hand  was  split 
up  into  fingers.  Had  he  pursued  his  idea 
farther  he  would  have  realized  that  no  human 
being  is  in  himself  an  entity,  a  complete  unit 
He^rouldhAV^  foiind  thai;  Oatili  of  uB  i«  at  best 
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Hifjft  bttt  a  fraction  of  an  individual  demandiog  a 
0tilOOiUtt  ^^^^^  ^^  ^^  opposing  sex  with  which  to 
combine  in  making  an  integral  being.    There- 
in lies  the  mystery  of  love,  the  meaning  of 
marriage. 

All  of  me  hungers  for  love,  yearns  for  synir 
pathy.  Every  atom  of  my  spiritual  being 
aches  with  longing  for  an  atom  in  another 
soul  that  will  understand  its  need,  will  con- 
summate its  imperfection.  Wherever  such 
atoms  of  s]rmpathy  are  found,  bonds  of  af- 
fection are  established;  where  they  are  many, 
love  takes  the  place  of  affection;  wh«re  the 
satisfied  atoms  are  paramoimt,  love  beonnes 
passion,  two  beings  become  one,  the  laws  of 
nature  are  justified. 

Emerson  has  written  that  ^'the  soul  in  man  is 
not  an  organ,  but  animates  and  ezereiaes  all 
the  organs;  is  not  a  function  like  the  power 
of  memory,  at  calgilatloo,  of  compariaon,  but 
uses  these  as  hands  and  feet;  is  not  a  facuUji 
but  a  light;  is  not  the  intellect  and  the  will, 
but  the  master  of  the  intellect  and  the  will:  is 
the  background  of  our  being,  in  which  they  lie, 
an  immensity  not  possessed  and  that  cannot 
be  possessed.  *  *  *  When  it  breathes  throu^^ 
the  intellect  it  is  genius;  when  it  breathes 
through  the  will  it  is  virtue;  when  it  flcfws 
thMsfl^  tiift  alMtlon  it  is  IcNNs." 
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Had  he  applied  the  atomic  theory  to  the  soul  S[>tift  of 
Emerson  would  have  learned  why  men,  other-  fUp  mm 
wise  honorable,  are  frequently  perfidious  in 
love.  He  would  have  discovered  why  the 
immortals  among  men — Goethe,  Shelley, 
Byron;  George  Sand,  Sappho;  Wagner;  Ru- 
bens, Vandyck;  Cleopatra,  Napoleon — ^were 
rarely  people  of  a  single  devotion.  They  were 
folk  of  too  wide  a  s]rmpathy,  of  too  complex  a 
nature  to  be  easily  satisfied  with  a  mate. 
Their  souls  were  not  completely  overlaid  by 
those  they  had  chosen  out  of  the  Cosmos,  and 
the  atoms  left  unsatisfied  sought  their  own 
afSnities  through  space.  To  find  a  counter- 
part to  a  complex  soul  is  a  matter  of  much 
hard  seeking.  Those  of  the  great  ones,  who 
did  not  succeed  in  their  search,  failed  because 
of  the  delicacy  of  their  perceptions.  These 
betrayed  them  into  the  belief  that  the  other 
was  aJly  when  the  other  was  but  an  insignificant 
part  of  their  apul's  need.  Of  such  are  the 
tragedies  of  love. 

There  hab  been  little  in  a  life's  experience  to 
make  me  dissatisfied  with  the  idea  of  a  trans- 
migration of  souls.  Wholly  without  thought 
of  a  classified  religion  it  has  pleased  me  to 
think  of  the  first  man's  soul— infinitely  di- 
^ded  amoog  the  m^rriad  bodies  of  his  de« 
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^j^f  scendants — seekiiig  ever  its  first  love,  the 
AnlAAk#r  ^^  ^^  Eden.  It  has  seemed  to  me  that  this 
iCFnuWRn:  g^^  caught  at  the  souls  of  Ruth  and  Rebekah 
and  cleaved  to  them;  but,  realizing  the  lack 
of  a  something  the  perfect  soul  had  possessed, 
it  reached  out  for  Mary  Magdalen  and  Helen, 
only  to  depart  unsatisfied.  The  pure  souls  of 
St.  EUzabeth  and  St.  Martha  were  in  turn  re- 
jected, as  were  the  warlike  souls  of  Boadicea 
and  Joan  of  Arc — ^women  excelled  at  most  in 
one  attribute.  His  soul  hungered  for  a  mate 
that  was  transcendent  in  all.  In  his  disap- 
pointment he  joined  himself  to  many  un- 
worthy souls  and  so  completed  his  own  dam- 
nation. 

And  yet  I  and  every  healthily  constituted  man 
know  one  soul  in  which  repose  all  the  virtues 
— a  pure,  white  soul,  and  its  name  is  the  name 
of  the  Woman  I  love.  He  who  has  mastered 
it  in  its  entirety,  has  mastered  all  that  is  or  can 
be  bom  into  this  world.  If  I  do  not  compass 
all  oiits  love,  the  reason  is  a  lack  of  sympathy 
in  myself,  a  weakening  of  my  soul's  perception 
by  convention,  a  strangulation  of  Love  by 
Desire.  All  of  love  is  open  to  every  one  of  us 
and  he  who  seizes  upon  it  earns  his  entrance 
to  Heaven. 

There  is  a  footstep  on  my  creaking  stairway — 
the  step  of  the  Woman  I  love.  Through  her 
God  grant  I  entbr  Heaven ! 

ROGER  ^KIRVIFO. 
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jY  remarks  of  last  week  upon  the 
criminal  failure  of  dramatic 
critics  to  deal  honestly  with  the 
theatre  have  found  curious  confir- 
mation in  an  unexpected  quarter. 
Mr.  Richard  Mansfield,  in  a  letter  to  the  press, 
deplores  that  "the  art  of  acting  is  diminishing 
every  day,  and  bids  fair  to  disappear  entirely." 
The  obscurity  of  the  prophetic  portion  of  Mr. 
Mansfield's  statement  is  relieved  when,  later 
on,  he  naively  announces  his  intention  of  re- 
tiring from  the  stage  in  1905.  Three  years  of 
a  debilitated  old  age  and  then  the  euthanasia 
of  acting — it  is  a  pathetic  prospect  I 
But  Mr.  Mansfield  lays  the  responsibility  of 
the  condition  at  the  doors  of  the  critics. 
"Upon  the  French  and  German  stages  actors 
are  informed  in  very  direct  and  forcible  lan- 
guage of  their  faults  and  they  must  either 
remedy  them  or  depart.  They  are  not  per- 
mitted to  criticize  the  stage  manager,  and  the 
newspapers  do  not  encourage  incompetency, 
iii4alia«6  and  ch^iip  advbrtitfemtet  at  the  ejf- 
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Wbt  P^i^se  of  the  artist.     That  is  why  there  are 
OnlOOtKt  ^^^^^^  ^  France  and  Germany." 

In  his  contention  Mr.  Mansfield  is  justified; 
and  it  will  be  to  me  a  personal  pleasure  to 
gratify  his  desire  for  honest  criticism  on  the 
occasion  of  his  next  engagement  in  New  YotIc. 
As  he  justly  remarks:  "Nothing  Is  so  harmful 
as  flattery  and  ill-considered  praise!"  There 
be  even  those  who,  in  the  interest  of  the  art, 
have  regretted  kindly  notices  of  Mr.  Mans- 
field's acting. 

But  while  one's  approval  of  Mr.  jMansfield't 
destructive  criticism  is  necessarily  cordial,  it 
is  more  difficult  to  accept  his  constructive 
suggestions  fof  the  furnishing  of  good  actors. 
According  to  these,  actors  should  have  good 
eyes,  good  teeth — ^without  gold  filling'^-good 
voice,  an  air  of  distinction  and  a  limited  French 
vocabulary.  Were  these  all  the  requiromeats 
Mr.  Mansfield  himself  would  be  an  actor.  But 
the  modem  generation  has  viewed  Sir  Henry 
Irving  and  Coquelin^^neither  of  whom  fills 
the  bill  of  Mr.  Mansfield's  essentials — and  has 
accounted  them  actors;  has  seen  scores  of 
mummers  with  unimpeachable  eyes,  manners, 
and  teeth  sans  gold  filling,  and  has  deemed 
them  but  cumberers  of  the  boards. 
The  fact  is  we  have  no  standard  of  aetiag^  «a 
36  '•*••.. 


d  by  Google 


competent  judges  of  the  art  among  our  critics.  tS/l^f 
No  sane  man  would  accept  Mr.  Richard  Mans- 
field as  standard,  few  would  acknowledge  Sir 
Henry  or  Coquelin.  It  is  not  in  the  ranks  of 
the  actors  critics  will  find  their  standards,  but 
in  the  living  men  and  women  they  portray. 
It  is  long  since  we  deemed  a  throaty  voice  and 
a  spasmodic  gesticulation  sufficient  for  the 
proper  interpretation  of  tragedy.  We  have 
studied  the  repression  of  men  and  women  in 
moments  of  intense  feeling,  and  we  have 
sought  it  in  our  actors.  It  is  of  the  art  of  the 
actor  to  convey  to  his  audience  the  existence 
of  deep  feeling  with  the  fact  of  its  simultaneous 
repression.  Only  the  artist  can  compass  that 
by  fine  inspiration,  by  subtle  sympathy  with 
his  audience,  by  profound  study  of  the  vary- 
ing effects  of  tone  and  gesture. 
Hit  teeth  may  glow  with  gold  filling  yet  will 
the  art  within  him  find  expression — without 
one  word  of  French.  It  is  the  art  we  seek,  and 
seeking  rarely  find. 

JAQUES. 


<iV 
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Mr.  Qflra  Root,  Secretary  of 
VOfialtV  War,  in  addresnng  the  ca- 
st dets  at  West  Point  last  week, 
fKnne          said:    ''Every  citizen  is  a 

sovereign."  If  any  of  the 
boys  who  heard  him  wants  to  have  *Hhit  time 
of  his  life"  let  him  derogate  to  himself  only  a 
few  of  the  prerogatives  of  a  Sovereign.  Many 
of  the  hnilderB  of  the  Government  had  a  fine 
sense  of  homor  as  well  as  a  keen  knowledge 
of  human  nature.  Though  'the  people," 
under  those  who  were  strong  enough  to  direct 
or  force  their  efforts,  had  thrown  off  the  yoke 
of  a  sovereign  they  had  a  reverential  fondness 
for  the  word  and  it  tidded  their  vanity 
mii^tily  to  have  it  transferred  from  kingly 
shouldm  to  their  own.  As  they  were  a 
century  ago,  so  they  are  to-day:  their  bump 
of  reverence,  in  the  case  of  the  word  "Sover- 
eign," has  not  grown  smaller.  Even  so 
noxious  and  superficial  a  specimen  as  the 
demagogue  is  aware  of  this  and  plays  upon 
'the  sovereign  people"  as  if  it  were  a  harp  of  a 
thousand  strings.  And  "the  sovereign  people" 
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inflate  their  chests  and  assure  themselves  ^g  I^OIt 
that  it  is  true.  Mr.  Lhicohi  said  that  it  was  ilife#  ^t 
possible  to  'fool"  some  of  the  people  aU  the 
time,  aU  of  the  people  some  of  the  time,  but 
not  all  of  the  people  all  of  the  time.  Mr. 
Lincoln  did  not  explain  why,  but  he  could 
have  done  so.  The  explanation  does  not  lie 
in  any  virtue  possessed  by  ''the  sovereign 
people"  but  in  the  lack  of  it  in  their  rulers. 
So  far  as  the  welfare  of  the  country  is  con- 
cerned it  is  of  no  consequence  whether 
the  Republican  or  Democratic  Party  clutches 
the  reins.  The  former  is  in  power  not  because 
it  possesses  aU  the  virtues,  but  because  even 
in  its  vices  it  displays  a  vigor  which  appeals 
to  those  who  are  sovereigns  only  in  a  humorous 
way  and  who  would  be  fearfully  uncomfort- 
able were  they  called  upon  to  play  the  game. 
Though  he  may  not  be  aware  of  it  the  average 
American  sovereign  enjoys  less  personal 
liberty  than  is  possessed  in  at  least  one 
Monarchy  by  the  humblest  of  its  subjects. 

♦     *     * 

The  report  that  none  but 
Aotb€t0  those  who  are  provided 
All0t  be  with  tickets  will  be  allowed 
(Genuine         to  pass  through  the  gates  of 

the  Pennsylvania   railroad 
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{[^  CompuiT's  station  at  Jeney  City  iafnot  qmtt 

♦tttfftfcfr  ^^^'^^    ^  ^^®  ^  ^^^  ^^^  ^^  made  many 
yaan  ago  and  the  same  sort  of  rule  has  been 
in  force,  more  or  less,  at  all  large  railway  star 
tions.     But  the  gatemen  have  been  allowed 
a  certain  amount  of  latitude  an d  it  was  because 
this  amount  had  so  much  uncertainty  about  it 
that  the  rule  has  been  made  more  stringent. 
One  of  the  officials  has  explained  that  if  a  man 
desires  to  pass  through  the  gate  witii  his 
mother,  he  may  do  so,  even  if  he  have  not  a 
ticket.    In  future,  however,  the  gateman  wiU 
be  required  to  place  more  reliance  upon  his 
eyesi^t  than  upon  mere   hearsay   evidence. 
When  a  man  with  a  short  future  and  no 
ticket  wants  to  pass  through  the  gate  witii  a 
girl  witii  a  ticket  and  a  short  past,  he  must 
not  be  permitted  to  do  so  on  the  ground  that 
she  is  his  mother.    The  gateman  may  give 
any  polite  reason  that  may  occur  to  him  for 
his  refusal,  but  if  he  allow  any  more  forty- 
five-year-old   men  and   twenty-five-year-old 
girls  to  pass  as  mother  and  son,  tiie  company 
will  feel  at  liberty  to  discharge  him  upon  the 
hypothesis  that  he  is  color  blind,  and,  there- 
fore, as  a  railroad  employ^,  unfitted  for  his 
job. 
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In  ordei^  to  eliminate  any  ^g  f^Olt 
Stttption  cause  of  contention  be-  i|ife#  '^t 
in  WiCBt        tween  tlie  beet  sugar  pro-  ^ 

Ditginia  ducers  of  this  country  and 
the  sugar  cane  growers  of 
Cuba,  Senator  Elkins,  of  West  Virginia,  has 
introduced  a  bill  which  provides  for  the  an- 
nexation of  the  infant  republic.  Some  of  his 
friends  ascribe  this  outburst  to  a  sense  of 
humor  that  has  been  repressed  too  long,  while 
others  suggest  that  his  mental  poise  has  been 
disturbed  by  the  virility  of  the  coal  strike  or 
by  the  placid  facility  with  which  the  President 
tells  the  Coi^ess,  when  it  wavers,  which  road 
it  shall  take  and  how  it  shall  take  it. 

♦     ♦     * 

Too  much  should  not  be 

9nlV  expected   of  a   policeman. 

a  Were    he    accustomed    to 

policeman      weigh  his  words  and  to  use 

fine  phraseology  he  would 

not  be  a  policeman.     Besides  when  Captain 

O'Reiliy   was    transferred  suddenly  from  a 

small  and  reposeful  station  in  Brooklyn  to 

the   Fifth   Precinct  of  Manhattan  it  is  not 

strange,  that   finding   himself   in   a   strange 

country  he  should  have  bellowed.  To  bellow 

may  indicate  the  possession  of  pluck,  but  it 
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dPI^  alio  signifiM  a  want  of  diplomacy.  The 
^^lOOkft  ^^  wastes  much  energy  in  pawing  the  earth 
instead  of  using  it  in  the  insertion  of  his 
horns  where  they  will  do  the  most  harm. 
Did  Captain  O'Reilly  have  a  full  measure 
of  common  sense  in  addition  to  his  other 
alleged  good  qualities  he  might  have  been  a 
Commissioner.  But  even  as  a  mere  Captain 
of  police  he  should  have  studied  the  game 
before  he  burst  into  full  cry.  In  that  con- 
dition of  innocuous  desuetude  to  which  he  was 
consigned  and  resigned  for  so  long  no  blame 
should  be  attached  to  him,  perhaps,  because 
he  had  not  heard  of  the  Hon.  <<Tom"  Foley, 
who,  after  all,  is  only  of  mushroom  growth. 
One's  good  opinion  of  him  takes  to  wavering, 
however,  upon  his  confession  of  ignorance 
regarding  the  personality  of  the  Hon.  ''Pat" 
Divver  and  he  dwindles  to  a  mere  curiosity 
in  the  face  of  his  question  ''Who  is  this  man 
De  Lacy,  anyhow?" 

♦     *     ♦ 

It  would  appear  from  the 

Hot  question  that  Captain  O'- 

in  tliC  Reilly  had  not  been  long  in 

l^ttCfl  his  new  precinct  before  he 

heard  of  Mr.  Peter  F.  De 

Lacy.     It  is  evidence  of  the  narrowness  of  the 
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man  and  his  enyironment  that  he  was  so  igno-  ^g  |^0U 
rant  of  Mr.  De  Lacy's  character  and  career  as  jiilr*  jtt 
to  say  to  one  of  his  men:  ''Officer,  I  want  you 
to  go  to  De  Lacy  and  tell  him  to  close  up  and 
go  earn  an  honest  living."  When  Mr.  De  Lacy 
saw  this  statement  in  print  he  said:  ''If  Cap- 
tain O'Reilly  were  to  say  to  my  face  that  I  am 
earning  a  dishonest  living  I  would  knock  him 
down."  Mr.  De  Lacy  has  been  called  "The 
Pool  Room  King."  Other  titles  of  the  same 
nature  have  been  showered  upon  him,  but  in 
none  of  them  does  he  take  any  joy.  Those 
who  have  read  about  him  and  have  not  seen 
or  met  him  get  a  wholly  false  impression  of  the 
man.  There  is  nothing  in  his  appearance, 
manner,  language  or  habits  that  smacks  of  the 
poolroom  or  any  other  form  of  gambling.  He 
has  a  most  engaging  personality  and  I  have 
spent  many  hours  in  his  company.  Captain 
O'Reilly  would  have  been  only  a  listener  had 
he  dropped  into  Maillard's  a  few  evenings  ago 
and  there  found  Mr.  De  Lacy  and  myself  eating 
Ice-cream.  Not  a  word  was  said  about  pool- 
rooms, but  O'Reilly  would  have  been  greatly 
edified  or  put  to  sleep  in  hearing  of  the  strik- 
ing similarities  and  points  of  difference  be- 
tween New  York,  London,  Paris,  Berlin  and 
other  Capitals,  for  Mr.  De  Lacy  has  traveled 
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^phf  much  and  is  a  dose  observer.  He  has  littie  of 
AttlOOfcft  P'^J^^^  '^^  much  of  charity  in  his  nature. 
His  voice  is  never  raised  even  when  he  is  most 
in  earnest,  but  when  he  is  certain  of  his  ground 
I  know  of  no  man,  with  equal  repose  of  man- 
ner, who  gives  one  a  more  complete  impression 
of  quiet,  dogged  determination.  It  shines  in 
his  steady  eyes. 

*     *    * 

I  have  never  heard  Mr.  De 
VifiQbt        Lacy  say   that   poolrooms 
to  a  were   conducted   according 

y inf0b  to  law,  but  I  have  heard  him 
declare  that  a  poolroom  has 
as  much  right  to  exist  in  the  eyes  of  the  law  as 
has  the  Power  which  controls  the  race  tracks 
of  the  State.  His  contention  is  that  gambling 
is  illegal  according  to  the  Constitution  of  the 
State  of  New  York,  and  that  there  is  no  law 
which  legalizes  it.  When  the  Racing  Associa- 
tion of  New  Jersey,  with  the  aid  of  the  Ifew 
York  Police  Department,  attempted  to  close 
poolrooms  in  this  city  in  order  that  its  receipts 
might  be  larger  and  that  it  might  be  without  a 
competitor  in  gambling,  Mr.  De  Lacy  decided 
to  fight  them  on  their  own  ground.  The  New 
Jersey  Racing  Association  had  as  allies  not 
only  the  New  York  Police,  but  Pinkerton's  De- 
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tective  Agency  and  such  other  aids  as  money  ^g  ^OU 
would  buy.  As  may  be  imagined  the  Utter  m|^  %i 
were  not  few  nor  powerless.  It  was  a  long 
fight.  It  cost  a  great  deal  of  money.  It 
made  a  great  many  powerful  enemies.  It  was 
studded  with  annoyances  petty  and  large.  It 
was  also  not  free  from  danger  in  a  personal 
sense  and  to  carry  it  from  point  to  point  re- 
quired unwearied  vigilance,  an  exact  knowl- 
edge of  the  law,  a  deep  purse  and  a  degree  of 
determination  that  won  the  admiration  even 
of  the  enemy.  Mr.  De  Lacy  won  and  it  is  al- 
together due  to  his  efforts  that  there  is  no  rac- 
ing in  New  Jersey  to  this  day. 

*     *    * 

The  winning  factor  in  the 
View  SOtfl      fight,  in  Mr.  De  Lacy's  opin- 
l>a6  ion,  was   The  Church,  not 

CburcbC0  any  particular  church,  but 
all  the  churches.  Without 
their  assistance  he  would  not  have  won.  There 
are  churches  in  New  York  as  well  as  in  New 
Jersey,  but  whether  or  not  they  can  be  in- 
duced to  follow  the  lead  of  the  sister  State's  is 
a  question  to  be  tested.  That  racing  is  con- 
ducted solely  for  the  improvement  of  the  breed 
'"  a  fiction  that  never  had  any  foundation. 
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^faf  The  oldest  race  of  importance — the  Derby — 
#ttllH)ftfr  ^^  institated  for  purposes  of  gambling. 
Wagers  in  the  early  part  of  the  last  century 
were,  sometimes,  <rf  very  large  amount,  but 
they  were  made  by  men  of  fortime  or  by  rattle- 
pated  spendthrifts.  But  these  wagers  were  as 
nothing  in  comparison  with  the  sums  that  are 
risked  daily  at  the  present  time.  Not  one  per 
cent,  of  those  who  go  racing  to-day  know  any- 
thmg  or  care  anything  about  the  horse  or  the 
improvement  of  the  breed  and  it  is  safe  to  as- 
sume that  a  majority  of  those  who  gamble 
upon  race  courses  cannot  afford,  in  the  ordi- 
nary sense  of  the  term,  to  do  so.  The  most 
convincing  proof  that  the  large  attendance  at 
race  jneetings  is  due  to  the  facilities  for  gam- 
bling is  that  when  there  is  no  gambling  there 
is  no  public  racing.  Mr.  De  Lacy  holds  that 
the  gambling  at  race  meetings  is  done  with  the 
consent  of  the  police  who  are  paid  to  prevent 
it.  He  maintains,  also,  that  more  harm  is 
done  by  and  through  gambling  at  the  course 
than  in  the  poolroom.  However  this  may  be 
it  is  clear  that  gambling  of  one  sort  is  not  more 
entitled  to  protection  from  the  law  than  gam- 
bling of  another  sort.  The  charge  that  the 
Courts  protect  one  and  punish  the  other  is 
serious  even  if  without  ground,  for  it  does  not 
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speak  well  of  the  judiciary  that  such  words   ^ig  |0Ott 
should  be  spoken  even  in  jest.  ILtkf  '^It 

*     ♦     * 

A  native   bom   American, 

XiCCn0€        whose   parents   were    bom 

X^CxeUB         in  the  United  States  adapts 

Xil>ettC         himself  to  his  surroundings 

generally  with  ease  and 
seldom  makes  an  error  in  matters  of  taste. 
The  foreign  bom  article,  however,  has  an 
insufferable  way,  sometimes,  of  not  distin- 
guishing between  liberty  and  license.  A  Mr. 
K.  W.  Kempf ,  of  Chicago,  a  German,  has 
complained  to  the  State  Department  that 
the  Austro-Hungarian  Consul  in  that  city  has 
made  a  rule  that  all  visitors  shall  rei)iove 
their  hats  while  they  are  in  his  office.  In  the 
latter  hangs  a  portrait  of  the  Emperor  Franz 
Josef.  The  State  Department  is,  naturally, 
in  a  state  of  mind  over  this  international 
complication  and  it  has  been  suggested  that, 
in  order  to  soothe  the  ruffled  feelings  of  Mr. 
Kempf,  he  be  invited  to  Washington  and 
requested  to  wear  his  hat  in  a  room  in  which 
hang  the  portraits  of  Washington,  Lincoln 
and  Grant.  If  Mr.  Kempf  will  come  to 
New  York  and  sit  down  in  the  office  of  THE 
ONLOOKER,    where    no     portraits    hang, 
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QPbf  without  removing  his  hat  aruf    his   gloves, 
#ttlOOkfr  ^^  ^^'^^  ^^  Iai^^  odds  beforehand  that  he 
will  be  thrown  out. 

♦     *    * 

When   a   man  ''takes  a 

l^iOiCUlOUd  cab"   in    New    York    he 

Cab  does  so  because,  he  is  in  a 

fnxCB  manner,  compelled.    If  a 

street  car  ran  in  his  direc- 
tion, or  if  there  were  not  a  bag  to  be  carried, 
he  would  take  a  car.  The  same  man  would 
take  a  cab  in  London,  or  Paris,  or  Berlin  be- 
cause it  would  be  both  inexpensive  and  cour 
venient.  New  York  cab  fares  are  a  soturce  of 
wonder  or  alarm  or  both  to  all  the  worid. 
Con^paratively  few  people  know  that  the  fare 
is  regulated  by  law  and  that  a  cabman  may 
be  compelled  to  carry  a  passenger  a  mile  for 
fifty  cents.  The  ordinary  man  would  not 
dare  to  offer  a  New  York  cabman  less  than  a 
dollar  for  any  distance.  As  he  pays  this  he 
sighs  to  think  tliat  a  London  "Cabby"  would 
carry  him  two  miles  for  a  shilling — twenty- 
four  cents — ^and  would  tip  his  hat  and  say 
"Thank  you  sir"  for  eighteen  pence — thirty- 
six  cents.  In  Paris  the  fare  is  about  the  same 
as  in  London,  but  the  S3rstem  in  Berlin  is  the 
best  of  all.    Berlin  cabs  are  furnished  with  a 
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small  mechanism  like  a  clock  that  tells  you  ^g  30Olt 
how  long  you  have  had  the  cab  and  how  much  ji  £fe*  '3|# 
you  owe;  it  leaves  no  chance  for  a  wrangle 
and  the  price  is  so  moderate  that  the  passenger 
is  always  willing  to  give  the  driver  the  pour- 
boire,  which  is  always  expected  and  demanded 
in  Paris.  Although  there  is  little  difference 
in  cab  fares  in  European  capitals  there  is  a 
great  deal  of  difference  in  the  quality  of  the 
cab  drivers.  A  London  "Cabby"  is  a  joy  for- 
ever. He  is  jovial,  polite  and,  as  a  driver,  is 
an  expert  of  the  first  water.  One  of  his  best 
points  is  that,  under  no  circumstances  will  he 
be  to  blame  if  anybody  is  run  over;  it  will  be 
the  pedestrian's  not  the  ''cabby's"  fault.  In 
Berlin  the  ''cabby"  is,  usually,  of  the  soporific 
order.  He  will  not  drive  over  anybody,  but  he 
may  get  the  worst  of  a  collision.  In  Paris  the 
cab  driver  is,  apparently,  bom  with  a  thirst 
for  blood.  He  is  always  looking  for  a  chance 
to  run  over  some  one  and  a  day  seldom  passes 
that  he  does  not  succeed  in  his  evil  intent. 
Besides,  he  is  a  brute  to  his  horse  and  knows 
nothing  about  horses.  The  New  York  cab- 
man is,  usually,  a  fair  driver  and  keeps  his 
horse  and  cab  in  good  condition.  He  will  not 
run  over  anyone  if  he  can  help  it,  but  he  de- 
<vote8  little  thought  to  foot  passengers.  AU  his 

49 


d  by  Google 


Qphf  thought  is,  doubtless,  devoted  to  plans  for  get- 
tftolookft  ^^  ^  much  money  as  possible  out  of  his 
'*fare."  On  account  of  the  ridiculous  fares 
charged  cabs  have  always  been  less  plentiful 
in  New  York  than  in  other  cities  of  its  size,  and 
the  time  will  soon  arrive  when  New  York  wOl 
know  the  hansom  no  more  and  public  motive 
power  on  four  legs  will  have  joined  the  other 
relics. 

*  *     * 

Portsmouth,    New    Hamp- 
l^eadOn         shire,  is  at  war  with  itself 
IDCt0tt0         over  the  choice  of  a  sculptor 
Sentiment      who  is  to  provide  an  eques- 
trian statue  of   Gen.   Fitz 
John  Porter  for  $30,000.     There  would  be 
more  of  reason  for  the  squabble  were  it  over 
the  subject  rather  than  over  the  sculptor.     If 
Portsmouth  must  have  a  statue  of  a  warrior 
why  not  get  one  of  a  man  who  did  some  fight- 
ing? 

*  *     * 

Financial  editors   of   trust 

50ine0  organs     take     themselves 

tbe  5ttnfl       about  as  seriously  as  the 

Column         public  takes  them.     A  week 

or  so  ago  one  of  them  wrote : 

<'When  it  is  considered  that  United  States 
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steel  Common  is  selling  at  less  than  forty  per  ^g  WW, 

cent,  of  par,  the  much  talked  of  water  must  be  iiiht  '^t 

pretty  well  squeezed  out."     At  the  time  this 

was  written,  United  States  Steel  "Common" 

was  selling  not  at  forty  but  at  sixty  per  cent. 

below  par  and  it  does  not  seem  that  all  the 

water  has  been  squeezed  out  of  it  as  its  price 

is  now  in  the  thirties,  while  its  value  must  be 

fully  equal  to  that  of  any  other  junk. 

*     ♦     * 

Cables  from  London  tell  us 

Sentiment,      that  at  the  dinner  given  by 

Hot  Mr.    Choate   to    King  £d- 

ConOitiOna      ward  and  Queen  Alexandra, 

the  King  talked  with  Mr.  J; 
Pierpont  Morgan  for  nearly  a  half  hour.  It 
may  be  assumed  that  Mr.  Morgan  did  most 
of  the  talking,  as  King  Edward  is  keen  at 
getting  all  kinds  of  information,  and  as  it  is 
customary  to  answer  but  not  ask  questions  of 
royalty.  As  Prince  of  Wales,  His  Majesty 
had  the  same  penchant,  though  he  was  quali- 
fied as  well,  doubtless,  to  give  as  to  ask  for  in- 
formation. Mr.  Chauncey  M.  Depew  told  me 
in  London  ten  years  ago  that  the  Prince  was 
the  best-informed  Englishman  he  had  met, 
and  he  said  at  the  same  time  more  pleasant 
things  about  England  and  Englishmen  than 
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^j^t  ^®  would  have  cared  to  see  in  print.  Ameri- 
^nlOOkft  ^^^'^  ^^^  ^^^  prominent  in  public  life  ten 
yean  ago  were  much  less  free  in  giving  vent 
to  their  favorable  opinions  of  things  English 
than  they  are  to-day;  jret  any  change  that 
has  taken  |dace  has  not  been  in  conditions, 
but  in  sentiment 

*    *    * 

The  "Evening  Post"  a»- 
OiVC  a  1)00      siders  the  Rames  Law  "a 
a  JSaO  fruitful  mother    of  corrup- 

Vlame  tion    and      crime."      The 

<<Post"  would  be  justified 
did  its  arraignment  of  the  law  apply  to  its 
non-enforcement.  Were  those  who  do  busir 
ness  under  the  Raines  Law  compelled  to  ob- 
serve its  provisions,  the  character  of  the  law 
would  need  little  defense. 


A  writer  upon  fashions  who 

TTbC  <3la00      is  employed,  at  Washing- 

Of  to4,  by  a  New  York  paper, 

yaabion        writes  that  Senator  Cock- 

rell,    of    Missouri,    '^ears 

shirts  that  are  not  detachable  from  the  cuffs." 

Why  the  Senator  should  wear  any  other  style 

of  shirts  the  Washington  correspondent  does 

not  explain,  and  he  also  leaves  one  in  blank 

and,  perhaps,  blissful  ignorance  regarding  tiie 

sort  of  shirt  to  which  he  is  addicted. 

THOMAS  B.  FIELDERS. 
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Cl^e  ^fgn  of  Ci^tee 


By  THB   OLD  WALL  STRBBTBR 


S 


jjUCH  confession  may  come  grotesquely 
enough  from  one  of  education  and 
substance,  yet  all  the  day  long  I've 
been  thinldng  on  omens  and  on 
prophecies.  It  was  my  servant  who 
Drought  it  about.  He,  poor  wretch! 
appeared  in  my  chamber  this  morning  with 
brows  of  terror  and  eyes  of  gloom.  He  had 
been  to  a  gypsy  sorceress  near  this  tavern  and 
crossed  the  pidm  of  her  greed  with  a  silver 
dollar  to  be  told  that  he  would  die  within  the 
year.  Information  hardly  worth  the  fee. 
truly!  And  the  worst  is,  the  shrinking  fool 
believes  the  forebode  and  is  alreadv  set  about 
mending  his  lean  estates  for  the  dire  change. 
What  is  still  more  strange,  I  too  regard  uie 
word  of  this  chance-blown  witch — ^whoever 
the  hag  mav  be — and  can  no  more  drive  her 
prophecies  m>m  my  head  than  can  the  scared 
vicnm  of  them. 

This  business  of  superstition — a  weakness  for 
the  supernatural — belon|;8  with  our  bone  and 
blood.  Reason  is  no  shield  from  its  assaults. 
Look  at  Sir  Thomas  More;  chopped  on  Tower 
Hill  because  he  would  believe  that  the  blessed 
wafers  became  of  the  Savior's  actual  flesh  and 
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"QPfi  bloodi  And  ]ret.  Sir  Thomas  wrote  that  moft 
iftnlAAlt^r  ^oughtful  of  works  ''Utopia/'  and  was  cun- 
vniworr  ni^g  enough  of  a  hardrheaded  politics  to  suc- 
ceed Wolsey  as  Chancellor. 
Doubtless  my  bent  to  be  superstitious  came  to 
me  from  my  father.  He  was  a  miner;  worked 
and  lived  on  Tom's  Run;  and  being  from 
Wales,  and  spending  his  days  in  gloomy 
caverns  of  coal,  held  to  those  fantastic  belien 
of  his  craft  in  Mves  and  enomes  and  brownies 
and  other  malignant,  smtQl  folk  of  Demonland. 
However,  it  becomes  not  me  to  find  fault  with 
my  ancestor  nor  speak  lightly  of  his  foibles. 
He  was  a  most  excellent  parent;  and  it  is  one 
of  my  comforts,  and  one  which  neither  my 
money  nor  my  ease  could  bring,  that  I  was 
ever  a  good  son. 

As  I  say,  my  father  was  a  miner  of  coaL  Each 
morning  while  the  mines  were  open,  lamp  in 
hat,  he  repaired  deep  within  the  tunneled 
beUy  of  the  hill  across  from  our  cottage  and 
with  pick  and  blast  delved  the  day  long.  This 
mine  was  what  is  called  a  ''rail  mine,"  and 
closed  down  its  work  each  autumn  to  resume 
again  in  the  spring.  These  beginnings  and 
endings  of  mine  activities  depended  on  the 
opening  and  closing  of  navigation  along  the 
Great  Lakes.  When  the  lakes  were  open,  the 
mines  were  open;  when  November's  ice 
locked  up  the  lakes,  it  locked  up  the  mines  as 
well,  and  my  father  and  his  fellows  of  the 
lamp  were  perforce  idle  until  the  warmth  of 
returning  spring  again  freed  the  keels  and 
south  breezes  refilled  the  sails  of  inland  com- 
merce.    As  this  gave  my  father  but  five  to  six 
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months  work  a  year;  and  as — at  sixty  cents  a  TTbf 
ton  and  pay  for  powder,  oil,  fuse  and  black-  ^Jl^  ^ 
smithing — he  could  make  no  more  than  forty  9»Bn  Ql 
dollars  a  month,  we  were  poor  enough.     Even  TTblTtf 
the  scant  money  he  earned  we  seldom  actually 
fingered.     The  little  that  was  not  cheated  out 
of  my  father's  hands  by  the  sins  of  diamond 
screens  and  untrue  weights  and  other  com- 
pany tricks,  was  pounced  on  in  advance  by 
the   twin  harpies  of  ''company  store*'  and 
<<  company  cottage,"  and  wnat  coins  came  to 
our  touch  never  soared  above  the  mean  dig- 
nity of  copper.     Poor  we  were!  a  family  of 
groats  and  farthings!  poor  as  Lamb's  "obolary 
Tew"! 

It  is  not  worth  while  for  what  I  have  in  mind 
to  dwell  in  sad  extent  on  the  struggles  of  my 
father  or  the  aching  shifts  we  made  in  my 
cMdhood  to  feed  and  clothe  the  life  within 
our  bodies.  And  yet,  in  body  at  least,  I 
thrived  thereby.  I  grew  up  strong  and  mus- 
cular; I  boxed,  wrestled  and  ran;  was  pro- 
ficient as  an  athlete,  and  among  other  feats 
and  for  a  slight  wager — which  was  not  made 
with  my  money,  I  warrant  you! — swam 
eighteen  miles  in  fresh  water  one  Sunday 
afternoon. 

While  my  muscles  did  well  enough,  our  pov- 
erty would  have  starved  my  mind  were  it  not 
for  the  parish  priest.  The  question  of  books 
and  schools  for  me  was  far  beyond  my  father's 
solution;  he  was  eager  that  I  be  educated, 
but  the  emptiness  of  the  family  fisc  forbade. 
It  was  then  the  good  parish  priest  stepped  for- 
ward and  took  me  in  earnest  hand.     Father 
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^hf  Glennon  deemed  himself  no  little  of  an  ath- 
ii^t«lAAk#r  ^**®»  *^^  ^  ^^^  believe  that  it  was  my  su- 
^milmatt  premacy  in  muscle  among  the  boys  of  my  age 
that  first  drew  his  eyes  to  me.  Be  that  as  it 
may,  he  took  my  schooling  on  himself;  and 
night  and  day  while  I  abode  on  Tom's  Run — 
say  until  my  seventeenth  year — I  was  as 
tightly  bound  to  the  priest's  books  as  ever 
Prometheus  to  his  rock.  And  being  a  ready 
lad,  I  did  m^  preceptor  proud. 
The  good  pnest  is  dead  now;  I  sought  to  put 
a  tall  stone  above  him  but  the  bishop  re- 
fused because  it  was  too  rich  a  mark  for  the 
dust  of  an  humble  priest.  I  had  my  way  in 
part,  however;  I  bought  the  plot  just  across 
the  narrow  ^avel  walk  from  the  grave  that 
held  my  earhest,  best  friend,  and  there,  regis- 
tering on  its  smooth  white  surface  my  &bt 
to  Father  Glennon,  stands  the  shaft.  I 
carved  on  it  no  explanation  of  the  fact  that 
it  is  only  near  and  not  over  my  good  priest's 
resting  place.  Those  who  turn  curious  touch- 
ing tluit  matter  may  wend  to  the  bishop  or  to 
the  sexton,  and  I  now  and  then  hear  that  they 
do. 

No;  I  did  not  go  into  the  coal  holes.  My  far 
ther  forbade  it,  and  I  lacked  the  inclination 
as  well.  By  nature  I  was  a  speculator,  a 
gambler  if  vou  will.  I  like  uncertainties;  I 
would  not  lend  money  at  five  hundred  per 
cent,  merely  because  one  knows  in  advance 
the  measure  of  his  risks  and  profits.  I  want 
a  chance  to  win  and  a  chance  to  lose;  for  I 
hold  with  the  eminent  gamester  Charles  Fox 
that  while  to  win  offers  the  finest  sensation 
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of  which   the   human   soul   is   capable,  the  TThf 
next  finest  comes  when  you  lose.     Congeni-   ^[7      ^ 
tally  I  was  a  courtier  of  Fortune  and  a  fol-  SflBn  01 
lower  of  the  gospel  of  chance.     And  this  in-  TTfairff 
bom  mood  has  carried  me  through  a  score  of 
professions  until,  as  I  tell  you  this,  I  grow 
rich  and  richer  as  a  stock  speculator,  and 
hang  over  the  markets  a  pure  gambler  of  the 
tape.     I  make  no  apology;  I  simply  point  to 
the  folk  who  surround  me. 
My  vocation  of  a  gambler — ^for  what  else  shall 
one  call  a  speculator  of  stocks? — ^has  doubtless 
fattened  my  tendencies  towards  the  super- 
stitious.    I've   witnessed   much  surely,   that 
should  go  to  their  strengthening.     Let  me  tell 
you  a  story  somewhat  in  line  with  the  present 
current  of  my  thoughts;  it  may  reach  some 
distance  to  teach  you  with  Horatio  that  there 
be  more  things  in  heaven  and  earth  than  are 
dreamed  of  in  our  philosophy.     After  all,  it  is 
the  cold  record  of  one  of  a  hvmdred  score  of 
incidents  that  encourages  my  natural  belief 
in  the  occult. 

There  is  a  gentleman  of  stocks — I*ve  known 
him  twenty  years — and  he  has  a  weakness 
for  the  numeral  three.  Just  how  far  his  wor- 
ship of  that  charmed  ntmiber  enters  into  his 
business  Ufe  no  one  may  certainly  tell;  he's 
secretive  and  cautious  and  furnishes  no  evi- 
dence on  the  point  that  may  be  covered  up. 
Tet  this  weakness,  if  one  will  call  it  so,  crops 
up  in  sundry  fashions.  His  offices  are  suite 
tmree  in  number  thirty-three  Blank  Street  ^ 
his  telephones  are  333  and  3339  respectively* 
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^hf  hit  great  undertakiiigs  are  invariably  deferred 
>i^^i^  1^^  ^  their  commencements  tintil  the  third  of  the 
CmiOOwt  month. 

His  peculiar  and  particular  fetish,  however, 
is  a  chain  of  three  hundred  and  thirty-three 

fold  beads.  It  is  among  the  wonders  of  Broad 
treet.  This  was  made  for  him  and  under 
his  direction  by  Tiffany  and  cost  one  work- 
man somethine  over  a  year  of  his  life  in  its 
construction.  It  is  all  hand  and  hammer 
work  this  chain;  and  on  each  bead  is  drawn 
with  delicate  and  finished  art,  a  gypsy  girl's 
head.  Under  a  microscope  this  gypsy  face 
is  perfect  and  the  entire  jewel  is  worthy  the 
boast  of  the  Tiffany  house  as  a  finest  piece  of 
gold-beater's  work  turned  out  in  modem 
times. 

It  is  a  listless,  warm  evening  at  the  Fifth 
Avenue  Hotel.  Our  believer  m  the  "Three" 
is  gathered  casually  with  two  of  his  friends. 
There  is  no  business  abroad;  those  missions 
which  caUed  our  gentleman  of  the  ^ypsy 
chain  up-town  are  all  discharged;  he  is  on 
duty — unbuckled,  as  it  were,  in  cheerful, 
light  converse  over  a  bottle  of  wine.  Let  us 
name  our  friend  of  the  Three,  "James  of  the 
Beads  ";  while  his  duo  of  comrades  may  be 
Reed  and  Rand  respectively.  Such  is  man's 
inconsistency  that  James  of  the  Beads  is  rail- 
ing at  Reed  who  has  told — ^with  airs  of  ven- 
eration if  not  of  faith — of  a  "system,"  that 
day  laid  bare  to  him,  warranted  to  discover 
in  excellent  rich  advance,  the  names  of  the 
winning  horses  in  next  day's  races.  Tames 
of  the  Beads  laughs,  while  Reed  feebly  de- 
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fends  his  credulity  in  lending  the  countenance  ^hf 
of  a  half  belief  to  the  "system"  he  describes,   a^^.,  ^* 
Then  a  sudden  impulse  takes  James  of  the  ^^w^  01 
Beads.     His  face  grows  grave  while  his  eye  tEfbttt 
shows  deepest  thought. 

"To-morrow  is  the  third  of  the  month?"  ob- 
serves James  of  the  Beads.  Now  with  em- 
phasis: "Gentlemen,  111  show  you  how  to 
select  a  horse."  Then  to  Reed,  who  holds  in 
his  hands  the  racing  list:  "Look  for  to-mor- 
row's third  race!"     Reed  finds  it. 

"What  is  the  third  horse?" 

"Roysterer." 

"Roysterer!"  repeats  James  of  the  Beads. 
"Good I  There  are  nine  letters  in  the  name; 
three  syllables;  three  r's!" 
Then  James  of  the  Beads  seizes  with  both 
hands,  in  a  sort  of  ecstatic  catch  as  catch  can 
fashion,  on  the  gypsy  chain  of  magic.  He 
holds  a  bead  between  the  thumb  and  fore- 
finger of  each  hand.  Softly  he  counts  the 
litUe  yellow  globes  between. 
"Thirty-three!"  ejaculates  James  of  the  Beads. 
Deeper  lights  begm  to  shine  in  his  eye.  One 
test  of  the  chain,  however,  is  not  enough.  He 
must  make  three.  A  second  time  he  takes  a 
bead  between  each  forefinger  and  thumb; 
this  trial  the  two  beads  are  farther  apart. 
A^ain  he  counts,  feeling  each  golden  bullet 
with  his  finger's  lip  as  the  tallyjproceeds. 

"Sixty-six!" 
There  arrives  a  glow  on  the  brow  of  James  of 
the  Beads  to  keep  company  with  the  gather- 
inflT  snarkle  of  his  eye.    The  questioning  of  the 
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<<Tliree  times  three  times  three  times  three!"   tEltt 
and  James  of  the  Beads  draws  a  deep  breath.       ^JL^  ^f 
Who  might  resist  these  spectral  manifesta-  91911  01 
tions  of  "Three"  I    James  of  the  Beads  turns   XE^hxtt 
from  the  window  like  one  whose  decision  is 
made.    Without  a  word  he  takes  a  slip  of 
paper  from  his  pocket  book  and  going  to  the 
tatde  writes  his  name  on  its  back.     It  is  a 
pleasant-seeming  paper,  this  slip;  and  pleas- 
antly engraved  and  written  upon.     No  less  is 
it  thisn  a  New  York  draft  drawn  on  the  City 
National  Bank  by  a  leading  Chicago  concern 
for  an  eyen  one  hundred  thousand  dollars. 
James  of  the  Beads  places  it  in  the  hands  of 

"To-morrow  should  be  the  luckiest  of  days," 
says  James  of  the  Beads.     "I  must  not  lose  it. 
I  must  consider  to-morrow  and  arrange  to  set 
afoot  certain  projects  which  I've  had  in  train 
for  some  time.     As  to  the  races,  Rand,  take 
the  draft  and  put  it  all  on  Roysterer." 
"Man  alive!"  remonstrates  the  amazed  Rand; 
'Ht's  too  much  on  one  horse!    Moreover,  I 
won't  have  time  to  get  all  that  money  down." 
"Get  down  what  you  can  then,"  commands 
Tames   of   the   Beads.     "Plimge!    Have   no 
fears!     I  tell  you,  so  surely  as  the  sim  comes 
up,  Roysterer  will  win." 
"Tlie  wise  ones  don't  think  so,"  urges  Rand, 
who  is  not  wedded  to  the  mystic  "Three,"  and 
beholds  nothing  wondrous  in  that  ntmieral. 
"This  Roysterer  is  a  seven  for  one  shot." 
"And  the  better  for  us,"  retorts  James  of  the 
Beads.     "Roysterer  is  to  win." 
"But  wouldn't  it  be  wiser  to  split  this  money 
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tl^f  and  play  part  of  it  on  Royiterer  for  a  place?" 
^ftttlAA^Ir  "^«v«rl"  declares  James  oi  the  Beads.  "Do 
fFlllOQnfr  you  suppose  I  don't  know  what  I'm  atxmt? 
I'm  worth  a  million  for  each  year  of  my  life, 
and  I  made  every  stiver  of  it  by  the  very 
method  I  take  to  discover  this  horse.  Cant 
you  see  that  I'm  not  g^uessing? — ^that  I  have 
reasons  for  what  I  do?  Roysterer  for  a  place! 
Never!  mst  down  every  splinter  that  Roysterer 
finishes  first." 

''Let  me  ask  one  question,"  observes  the 
cautious  Rand.  "Do  you  know  the  horse?" 
"Never  heard  of  the  animal  in  my  lifeP'  re- 
marks James  of  the  Beads,  pourins  a  com- 
placent glass  of  Burgundy.  This  he  tastes 
appro  vilely.  "You  must  pardon  me,  my 
fnends,  I've  got  to  write  a  note  or  two.  Pve 
not  too  much  time  for  a  man  with  twenty 
things  to  do,  and  who  must  be  in  Broad  Street 
when  business  opens  to-morrow.  Take  my 
word  for  it;  eet  all  you  can  on  Roysterer.  u 
we  win,  we're  partners;  if  we  lose,  Fm 
alone." 

Rand   shakes   his   sage,   experienced  headL 
while  his  face  gathers  a  dubious  look.    Reed 
and  Rand  take  Tames  of  the  Beads  by  the 
hand  and  then  withdraw. 
"What  do  you  make  of  it?"  asks  Rand. 
"The  man's  infatuated!"  replies  Reed. 
"And  yet,  vou  also  believe  in  systems,"  re- 
marks Rand. 

It  is  the  next  afternoon.  The  Brighton 
course  is  rampant  with  the  usual  jostling, 
pushing,  striving,  guessing,  knowing,  wager- 
mg,  winning,  lodng,  ignorant,  exumng,  de- 
da 
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plaringy    profane    crowd.     The    conservatiye  TTh^ 
Rand  has  so  far  obeyed  the  behest  of  James  a^^^Z^  ^* 
of  the  Beads  that  he  has  placed  fifteen  thou-  9lW^  W 
sand  dollars  on  Roysterer  straight.  tTfart f 

"To  lose  fifteen  thousand  won't  hurt  him," 
says  Rand,  and  so  consoles  himself  for  a  mad 
speculation  whereof  he  has  no  joy. 
Reed  and  Rand,  as  taking  life  easily,  are  in  a 
box;  the  race  oyer  which  their  interest  clings 
and  clambers  is  called. 

The  horses  are  at  the  post.  Roysterer  does 
not  act  encouragingly;  he's  too  sleepy — ^too 
lethargic!  Starlight,  the  favorite,  steps  about, 
alert  and  springy  as  a  cat;  it  ^ould  be  an 
easy  race  for  her  if  looks  go  for  aught. 
They  get  the  word;  they  are  "off I"  The 
field  sweeps  'roimd  the  curve.  A  tall  man  in 
a  nearby  box  follows  the  race  with  a  glass. 
"At  the  quarter,"  sings  the  tall  man.  "Star- 
Ufht  first,  Blenheim  second,  Roysterer  third  1" 
I^ere  is  a  pause.  Then  the  tall  man:  "At 
the  half!  Starlight  first,  Blenheim  second, 
Roysterer  third!"  Rand  turns  to  Reed.  "He 
must  better  that,"  says  Rand,  "or  he'll  ex- 
plode the  superstition  of  our  friend."  There 
IS  a  wait  of  twenty-five  seconds.  Again  the 
tall,  binoculared  man:  "Three-quarter  post! 
Starlight  first,  Blenheim  second,  Ro3rsterer 
third — and  whipping!" 

"It's  as  good  as  over,"  observes  Rand.  "I 
wonder  what  James  of  the  Beads  will  say 
to  his  witch-chain  when  he  hears  the  finish." 
"It's  surprising,"  remarks  Reed  peevishly, 
"that  a  man  of  his  force  and  clear  intelligence 
should  own  to  such  a  weakness!    All  his  life 
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^jpbt  l&^'s  followed  this  marvelotis  **Tliiee*'  about; 

iA«%iA^i*.^  ^^^  having  had  vast  success  he  attribotes  it  to 

VniOOBn:  the  <Three/  when  he  might  as  well  and  as 

wisely  ascribe  it  to  Captain  Kidd  or  Trimty 

Church.     To-day's   results    may    cure  him; 

and  that's  one  comfort." 

There  is  a  sharp  dick  as  the  tall  man  in  th« 
nearby  box  shuts  up  his  glasses. 
''Roysterer  wins!"  says  the  tall  man. 
''Got  down  fifteen  thousand.  Won  one  huor' 
dred  and  five  thousand/'  reads  James  of  the 
Beads  from  Rand's  telegram  sent  from  the 
track.  James  of  the  Beads  is  in  his  offices; 
he  has  just  finished  a  victorious  day,  at  once 
heavy  and  tumultuous  with  the  buying  and 
the  selling  of  full  three  hundred  thousand 
shares  of  stocks.  "They  should  have  wagered 
the  full  one  hundred  thousand  and  let  the  odds 
look  after  themselves,"  he  says.  Then  James 
of  the  Beads  begins  to  caress  the  gypsy  chain. 
''You  knew,"  he  murmurs;  "of  course,  yon 
knewT'  There  is  a  note  of  devotion  in  the 
tones.  The  bead-worship  soes  on  for  a  sOent 
moment.  "Only  one  hun£:ed  and  five  thoor 
sand!"  ruminates  James  of  the  Beads.  "I 
suppose  Rand  was  afraid!" 
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R.  H.  MACY  &  CO. 

Btti  SiJti  J4tb  St.,  from  ijtb  t»  JSth,  6tb  Avt. 

If  You  Have  a  Summer  Home 
To  Furnish— Consult  Us  I 


Why 


>  Because  We*ll  Save  You 
•    From  15  to  50  Per  Cent* 


Whether  it*s  a  room,  a  modest  cottage,  %Xi  Imposing  ren- 
dence,  a  permanent  or  seasonal  hotel,  boarding  house» 
restaurant,  dormitory,  sanitaiium,  buffet  car  or  yacht  yon 
wish  to  equip  throughout,  or  renovate,  you  can*t  afford  to 
pass  the  Macy  stores.  Makes  no  difference  how  much  or 
little  you  desire  to  spend,  "we*!!  save  you  from  ao  to  40 
per  cent.  *  Immense  varieties  to  choose  from. 

jK^We  sell  more  goods  at  retail  for  cash  than 
any  other  store  in  America. 

Why? 

jK^Because  our  prices  are  much   less  than 

anywhere  else.     It  is  Aot  uncommon  for  1 

us  to  sell  the  same  goods  at  half  what 

jK^others  ask  who  have  charge  accounts— 
a  third  less  than  elsewhere  is  a  fair  aver- 
age on  whi^  to  base  your  calculations. 

*  '      _-_^_^ ^'^^!;i^PJ?_S1^ 
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Cl^e  Casiual  Club 


BATFLOAT  began  discussion  at  our 
last  meeting  of  the  Casual  Club  by 
displaying  doubts  as  to  the  moral 
and  physical  value  of  those  athlet- 
ics into  which  the  girls  of  the  day 
have  so  earnestly  and  perspiringly  cast 
themselves.  The  excellent  Fatfloat  went 
about  his  subject  guardedly  and  more  than 
once  exhibited  a  distrust  of  his  opinions, 
confessing  that  his  own  upbringing — which 
had  been  of  a  careful  Cape  Cod  sort  that 
parleys  for  blue  laws  on  the  borders  of  old 
time  Puritanism — ^was  so  exceedingly  in  the 
teeth  of  these  manlisms  of  women  that  his 
judgment  might  have  been  bent  and  drawn 
aside  from  a  possible  fairness  of  the  perpen- 
dicular, and  therefore  was  not  to  be  relied 
on  when  brought  to  consider  the  rights 
or  wrongs  or  goods  or  ills  of   such  a  coik 

3 


d  by  Google 


^hf  Fatfloat  had  been  reading  the  reports  of  con- 
^HlOOkfT  ^^^^  among  the  girl  students  of  certain  of  our 
seminaries,  wherein  prizes  were  offered  and 
indeed  records  made,  in  running,  leaping 
high  and  broad,  basket  ball,  golf,  and  kin- 
dred field  violences,  while  there  were  feats 
also  of  a  gymnasium  character  when  our 
gentle  candidates  performed  on  rings  and  bars 
and  trapezes,  and  amazed  the  bystanders 
with  many  perilous  dislocations. 
"And  whether  it  be  the  fault  of  my  education 
or  no,"  said  Fatfloat,  "I  cannot  coax  myself 
to  look  upon  these  tricks  of  the  physical 
done  by  girls  and  women  as  either  prudent 
or  necessary  when  the  question  of  health 
is  concerned;  or,  if  the  subject  be  dealt 
with  from  standpoints  of  refinement,  as  at 
all  belonging  with  their  sex.  Nature  surely 
contemplated  no  such  brawny  braveries  for 
them,  or  she  would  have  planned  with  broader 
shoulders  and  narrower  hips.  Not  that  I 
argue  our  girls  should  be  made  to  sit  still 
in  the  shade,  avoid  exercise,  shun  the  sun 
and  strive  in  pallor  and  fragility  with 
the  pale  slinmess  of  the  lily.  But  the  sun 
is  easily  arrived  at  by  merely  discarding 
the  shadows,  while  there  be  methods  of  perfect 
and  I  might  say  useful  exercise  that  fully 
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reply  to  every  anxiety  of  suppleness,  grace,   ^faf 
red   cheeks  and  full   chests  and  which   do  (|rvtftt]|1 
not  include  ball  playing,  shot-putting,  tossing   yA-'i^.i. 
the  bar  or  wrestling.      Nor  do  I,"  continued  ^ *'**■' 
Fatfloat,  a  bit  desperately  for   he  felt    how 
out  of  date  were  his  sentiments,  **look  with 
a  tolerant  eye  upon  the  feminine  scheme  of 
sea  bathing  as  set  forth  at  the  various  beaches 
from  Bar  Harbor  to  the  Branch.     I  admit 
I  am  so  far  unsuited  to  the  hour  that  a  woman 
in  a  bathing  costtmie  never  fails  to  endow 
me  with  a  shock;    and  her  own   decorous 
steadiness  as  she  struts  about  the  sands  so 
far  from  reassuring  me  of  the  propriety  of 
her    uniform   leads   rather    to    the    thought 
that    delicacy    has    been    blunted    and    her 
native  modesty  robbed  of  one  of  its   best 
reasons  for  a  blush." 

Van  Addle,  who  thoroughly  agreed  with  Fat- 
float  on  whose  words  he  hung,  resented  with 
animation  an  argtunent  of  a  ruddy  if  not 
a  rude  virility  for  femininity,  into  which 
Vacuum  leaped,  and  which  he  buttressed 
with  his  usual  illustrations  from  the  clas- 
sics. 

"It  is  very  well  of  you,  Vacuum,"  said  Van 
Addle,  "  while  contending  for  the  propriety  of 
these  vigorous   courses   of    our   schools   for 
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®||t   girls,  to  quote  Lycurgus  and  recur  to  Greece. 
^tllOOktlT    ^^^   3^®^>  s^yi^  notbing  of  customs  which 
called    for    Spartan   fortitude    in    a    patient 
acquiescence  therewith,  and  would  infallibly 
lead  up  to  blood-letting  were  they  reproduced 
among  us  in  any  fraction  great  enough  to 
throw    a    shadow,    I    myself    should — and 
have   Plutarch's   description    for    it — vastly 
deplore    Sparta    as    a    residence.      I  should 
want    none    of    it;   still   less,  were  I  about 
my  wife  hunting,  would  I    yearn  for  union 
and  a  domestic  existence  with  one  of  those 
gladiatresses  —  to  coin  a  word  —  who  under 
Lycurgus  made  up  the  Spartan  female  pop- 
ulation.    Moreover,  if   I  may  trust  my  ears, 
our   own   girls   are   grown  to  prosecute  the 
exercises  whereof  Fatfloat  complains,  for  ob- 
jects other  than  those  of  mere  health.    They 
have  gone  beyond;   and  muscle- health    has 
dwindled  to  be  an  incident  while  a  desire 
to  defeat  and  in  some  instances  a  tigerish  ea- 
gerness to  injure  an  antagonist  have  been  pro- 
moted into  its  place.     One  recent  evening  at 
the  Criterion  where  a  dozen  of  us  were  dining 
I   overheard   a   whispered   conversation  be- 
tween two  young  ladies  of  my  acquaintance 
and  whose  fad  of  the  physical  is  the  mask 
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and   fencing    sword.      They    were    chatting  tE^^f 

of  some  late  conflict.  ilDSlSttSl 

"  *Ye8,'  says  one,  while  her  eyes    flashed, 

*Miss  S.  did  very  well  and  pressed  me  hotly. 

But  her  composure  is  bom  of  the  knowledge 

that  she  is  safe;    and  were  the  buttons  off 

the  foils  and  her  skin  in  peril  of  the  point, 

she'd  go  to  pieces  and  I'd  manage  a  highly 

different  red  finale,  I  warrant  youl' 

''Gads  zooksl"  continued  Van  Addle,  while 

his   eye   gathered  a  mild  horror,   "I  fairly 

shuddered!     Never    did    I    listen    to    tones 

more    ferocious  1    It    made    me    remember 

where  Dryden  writes  of  those  fighting  women 

with  whom  Theseus — I  believe  it  was  he — 

had  trouble : 

'*Siich  to  the  field^Penthesilea  led. 
From  the  fierce  virgin,  when  the  Grecians  fied. 
With  such  returned  triumphant  from  the  war, 
Her  maids  with  cries  attend  the  lofty  car; 
They  clash  with  manly  force  their  moony  shields ; 
With^female  shouts  resound  the  Phrygian  fields. 

**For  myself,  I  agree  with  Fatfloat,"  con- 
cluded Van  Addle  wiping  his  brows,  for  his 
efforts  seemed  to  warm  him,  "and  shall  prefer 
that  maidens  be  less  physical  and  more  fine. 
No  gentleman,  truly,  would  contemplate 
aught   of   cruel   violence   towards   his   wife; 
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^||f  and  yet  it  would  sadly  irk  one  as  he  sat  by 
OltlOOktt  his  fireside  to  reflect,  were  his  spouse  so 
moved,  she  might  put  him  out  of  door;  and 
that  when  domestic  disputes  arose — as  I 
understand  they  do  and  will — ^he  was  debtor 
to  her  brawny  mercy  of  fist  and  physical 
forbearance  for  liberty  to  talk  at  all." 

*  *  * 
ENFIELD  at  one  crisis  of  conversation  pro- 
digiously annoyed  Vacuum  by  his  opinions  of 
mugwumps  and  their  '^wumpries"  (as  Lemon 
called  them)  the  Enfield  views  carrying  so 
sufficient  a  freight  of  fact  as  to  make  them 
bite;  and  these  he  shaded  gracefully  into 
divers  strictures  aimed  at  the  city  adminis- 
tration and  those  purblind  elements  which 
were  swayed  by  master  hands  to  its  construc- 
tion. 

"It  was  Mr.  Piatt,"  observed  Enfield,  while 
Vacuum  fumed — Vacuum  does  not  love  Mr. 
Piatt — **who  named  Mr.  Low  and  your  entire 
ticket.  Four  years  before,  Mr.  Piatt  had 
found  himself  hard  bested,  and  his  five  im- 
portant foes — as  representing  a  quintet  of 
leaderships  which  while  celebrated  for  no 
intimacy  among  themselves  were  a  fierce  unit 
in  their  hatreds  of  Mr.  Piatt — ^were  Messrs. 
Root  and  Low  and  Choate  and  Depew  and 
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Roosevelt.     One   after  the   other  Mr.    Piatt   {Q/^f 
wrought  peace  for  himself  and  a  rich  decora-  (rntfttal 
tive  perch  for  the  uneasy  and  truculent  ambi- 
tion of  each  of  these. 

"To  Mr.  Low  went  the  mayoralty,  a  place 
promised  and  secured  to  him  by  Mr.  Piatt  as 
far  away  as  1898.  And  the  position  will  ac- 
complish what  the  astute  Mr.  Piatt  foresaw; 
it  will  bring  down  the  political  destruction  of 
Mr.  Low,  and  Mr.  Piatt  so  far  as  that  gentle- 
man is  involved  will  have  attained  at  once 
both  safety  and  a  great  revenge. 
'*The  city  administration,  save  with  the  one 
exception  of  Mr.  Grout,  and  the  county  con- 
trol to  the  extent  that  it  is  set  forth  in  Mr. 
Jerome  have  failed  of  every  promise  and  pur- 
pose. Peculiarly  Messrs.  Low  and  Rives  and 
Jerome  have  been  weighed  and  found  want- 
ing. Since  there  was  nothing  to  Mr.  Rives 
more  than  an  ineffable  assumption  of  superi- 
ority so  obviously  defeated  of  the  facts  as  to 
win  naught  save  the  common  laughter,  he  can- 
not be  described  as  destroyed  by  his  half  year's 
blunders  as  corporation  counsel.  Mr.  Rives, 
politically  was  nobody  and  is  nobody  still; 
wherefore  his  present  estate — ^though  as  hope- 
lessly flat  as  a  field  of  turnips — should  not  be 
called  worse  than  it  was." 
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tS^lft  "^  would  interrupt  for  the  one  purpose,"  in- 
♦nlOOter  ^^^i^^^^  Fatfloat,  "of  expressing  a  satisfaction, 
at  hearing  you,  Enfield,  speak  highly  of  Mjt. 
Grout.     He  is  one  of  the  present  regime  who 
stands  conspicuously  superior  to  his  predeces- 
sor.    Look  what  city  good  he  has  already 
done  in  those  tunnel  arrangements  with  the 
Pennsylvania  and  the  excellent  round  price  he 
makes  it  pay  for  its  hole-boring!    Mr.  Grout 
does  not  expand  in  as  many  speeches  as  Mr. 
Coler,  he  is  not  so  often  in  the  magazines  or 
floundering  about  the  rostrum  in  efforts  of  self- 
praise;   but  he  is  more  in  his  office  and  hon- 
estly over  his  work  as  one  may  mark  in  the 
railway  instance  I  have  noted,  together  with 
those  devious  contract  facts  he  has  unearthed 
wherein  Mr.  Croker  and  the  latter's  Uvalde 
Company  gain  the  profitable  if  not  reputable 
spot-light  as  star  performers." 
"Continuing  on  my  former  line,"  observed 
Enfield,  when  Fatfloat  had  concluded  his  re- 
marks on  Mr.  Grout — ^remarks  which  met  gen- 
eral endorsement — "as  differing  from  the  fate 
present  and  to  come  of  Mr.  Rives,  with  Mr. 
Jerome    it  is    another    story.     He  had  bal- 
looned himself  to  certain  heights  and  gained 
the  public's  acceptance  of  his  wordy  promises 
at  par.     But  he  has  lacked  of  the  wit  and  the 
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integrity  to  keep  to  his  contracts,  and  the  ^hf 
'World'  seized  on  the  advantage  thus  offered  ((ratft|ffl 
and  tore  him  to  pieces.  Mr.  Low  with  more 
silence — and  th'erefore  more  'respectability' — 
and  less  activity  comes  better  off.  And  yet  he 
too  has  retrograded  in  popular  favor,  while  his 
claims  on  party  management,  never  powerful, 
have  become  weak  in  correspondence.  I  have 
set  forth  so  frequently  that  you  must  tire  of 
hearing  it  resaid,  how  I  care  nothing  as  to 
what  politicians  are  in  or  out  of  place,  and 
should  read  the  official  list  with  a  no  nearer  feel- 
ing of  interest  than  might  attend  the  perusal  of 
the  roll  of  actors  who  will  open  Daly's  theater 
in  the  fall.  I  am  not  therefore  in  any  mood 
of  despair  because  of  Mr.  Low's  failure  to  pro- 
mote himself  in  the  general  heart.  Indeed  he 
has  so  far  flattered  me  as  to  weakly  perform 
as  I  foreshadowed. 

''And  yet  I  would  not  be  understood  as  assail- 
ing Mr.  Low;  there  is  truly  nothing  of  him  to 
assail  imless  one  attack  for  narrowness,  igno- 
rance and  a  fat  lethargy  bom  with  him  and 
for  none  of  which  he  is  to  blame.  Mr.  Low 
mistook  vanity  for  ambition  and  a  personal 
eagerness  to  be  flattered  for  a  desire  to  serve 
mankind.  And  he  accepted  office  with  the 
instinct  wherewith  one  might  asstmie  a  throne, 
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^JP^  believing  himself  free  of  duty  more  desperate 
^ttloAtt  ^^^'^  ^^  iiinelling  tojincense  or  labon  more 
Arduous  thin  a  kingly  disposal  of  courtiers 
who  bowed  the  head  and  bent  the  knee  about 
him.  Of  limited  capacity,  sp<Mled  of  inherited 
money  and  no  work,  and  with  scant  if  any 
knowledge  of  the  people,  what  could  time  spell 
other  than  the  fall  of  Mr.  Low?  He  has  dis- 
appointed the  city;  and  if  he  has  not  disap- 
pointed himself  it  is  for  that  he  wants  the  in- 
sight to  discover  an  ill  repute  into  which  as  an 
officer  he  has  fallen. 

<<For  myself  I  am  not  concerned  with  an  ex- 
citement more  than  might  attach  to  any  cool 
spectator  of  events,  and  I  may  add  that  I  feel 
less  for  the  public  than  for  Mr.  Low.  I  am 
like  a  man  at  a  show  who  while  indifferent 
both  to  the  actors  and  the  audience  would 
sympathize  with  the  folk  on  the  stage  rather 
than  those  in  the  stalls  should  disaster  attack 
the  exhibition.  And  there  also  remains  this," 
continued  Enfield,  "to  observe  in  favor  of  Mr. 
Low.  His  position  is  one  of  hard  difficulties. 
It  is  written  of  fate  that  no  one  may  be  mayor 
of  New  York  and  have  a  wreath.  Mr.  Van 
Wyck  was  to  my  view  a  best  of  magistrates, 
and  3ret  consider  what  venomous  claptrap 
found  print  concerning  him  I    His  good  deed" 
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earn  no  record  and  no  echo.      He  vetoes  a  tE/^f 
twelve-miUion-dollar  extravagance  which  the  (rMtial 
legislature  permits  to  the  Dock  Commission — 
he  saves  twelve  millions,  and  those  hates  in 
his  own  party  which  it  generates  still  bum. 
Tet   who  remembers  it  to  his  favor?" 

*  *  * 
"AlCD  SO,"  observed  Vacuum  testily,  as  En- 
field paused  to  pour  a  glass  of  wine,  "and  so, 
Enfield,  you  would  be  understood  as  dwelling 
beyond  and  above  a  care  for  public  good?" 
"Not  'above  and  beyond,'  my  dear  Vacuum," 
retorted  Enfield  with  a  smile,  "but  without — 
ay!  that's  ever  the  better  word! — dwelling 
without  a  care  for  public  good.  And  my 
reasons  for  that  indifference  which  you  find  so 
infuriating  are  easy  of  exposition.  The  public 
— every  public — will  ever  have  such  govern- 
ment— and  by  that  I  mean  both  intelligence 
and  integrity  in  place — ^as  it  demands.  The 
public  makes  its  own  bed  of  government  and 
must  lie  thereon.  Be  it  hard  or  soft  or  warm 
or  cold  or  ill  or  sumptuous,  it  is  a  bed  of  the 
public  for  the  public  by  the  public  and  the  pub- 
lic need  thank  no  one,  complain  of  no  one, 
save  itself.  There  should  be  no  error  as  to 
what  an  official  will  be;  he  commonly  will  be 
as  bad  as  he  dare.     He  will  think  of  himself 
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^JP^  rather  than  of  the  pablic.     He  will — I  spealc 
♦hIOOIOT  ^'   ^^   '^^ — conduct   himself   towards    tlie 
peo^e  as  a  shepherd  towards  sheep  and  work 
^loUy  for  the  wool  and  the  mutton  to   be 
finally  his  profit.     And  he  will  strive  sedt:^ 
lously   to   have   advantage   of   each  sleepy 
weakness  of  the  public  and  proceed  with  his 
malfeasances  as  far  as  he  can.     These  latter 
will  be  rather  of  omission  than  commissioiiy 
but  be  sure  he  will  wring  from  them  what 
gain  he  may  whether  of  a  pocket  or  a  political 
kind.     By  the  withering  e£fect  of  experience 
I've  grown  at  last  to  small  hope  of  any  sharp 
and  honest  suddenness  of  effort  on  the  pub- 
lic's part.     And  I  believe  as  little  in  parties 
and  those  pretenses  they  call  platforms.    The 
platform  comes  merely  to  be  so  much  bell 
ringing  before  an  auction  and  neither  estab- 
lishes a  price  nor  settles  a  sale.     I  have  aided 
to  elect  a  president  on  a  tariff  issue  and  at  the 
request  of  the  banks  he  called  an  extra  session 
on  finance.     I've  witnessed  a  president  elected 
on  an  issue  of  finance  and  at  the  demand  of 
the  manufiicturers  he  called  an  extra  session 
on  tariff.    And  these  feats  within  four  years 
of  each  other!    Where  were  the  issues  and 
where  the  platforms?    Where  last  year's  snow 
was.    And  the   public   cared  not,   objected 
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not,  and  was  pleasantly  pleased  withal.     It  is   tE/^f 
said  that  our  legislatures  are  corrupt;    that  <r^||]|l 
our  police  levy  blackmail;   that  our  councils 
turn  bribe-takers  and  extortioners;    that  our 
public  contracts    through  connivance  go  by 
favoritism  and  are  worm-eaten  of  fraud;  that 
our  courts  can  be  consulted  after  hours  and 
our  Congresses  wholly  controlled.     And  I  may 
say  I  encounter  daily  proofs  of  the  truth  of 
these  assertions.     I  see  a  senator  disposed  of 
like  a  steer  in  a  stockyard  on  the  question  of 
the  isthmian  canal;  I  observe  the  White  House 
abandon  its  province  as  the  executive  and 
seeking  to  control  legislation    come  down  to 
the  capitol  and  pull  and  haul  on  the  lobby 
ropes  like  any  sailor.     I  am  told  these  things; 
I  meet  them,  know  them  to  be  true.     And  one 
and  all  they  are  wrongs  against  the  public; 
outrages    overt  and  treacherous  betrayals  of 
trust.     Yet  when  one  arrives  at  a  last  examina- 
tion of  causes  and  remedies  the  public  has  the 
situation  in  its  lap  to  mar  it  or  mend  it  as  it 
will.     None  of  these  flagrant  matters  could 
have  had  beginning  without  the  public's  per- 
mission, none  can  continue  without  the  pub- 
lic's consent.    When  one  can  do  a  thing  and 
doesn't  do  it,  one  doesn't  want  to  do  it.     When 
a  public  can  remedy  a  situation  and  doesn't 
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^^  remedy  it,  one  most  infer  that  the  public  finds 
#nlOOkft  ^^^  ntoation  of  evil  most  amiaUj  to  its  satita 
faction.     And  when  the  puUic  gives  its  cozxr- 
sent,  wherefore  should  I  struggle?    Life*s  too 
brief,  and  contentment  and  ease  too  precious , 
to  be  wasted  in  a  vanity  of  effort  to  no  end. 
And  so  I  turn  hermit,  or,  if  you  will  a  high- 
lander  of  politics;  I  dwell  on  the  cliffs  and  in 
the  caves  and  among  the  bitter  uplands  of 
conjecture  and  watch  the  plains  below.    Ever 
and  anon  and  rather  for  amusement  than 
aught  of  serious  feature,  I  descend — conver- 
sationally— and  carry  off  what  I  can  and  bum 
what  I  can't  carry  off." 
"Enfield,"  remonstrated  Vacuum,  half  laugh- 
ing the  while,  "your  philosophy — the  stolid 
philosophy  of  selfishness  and  egotism  and  a 
vanity  you  might  never  charge  on  Mr.  Low — 
is  as  old  as  those  cliffs  and  caves  and  uplands 
of  thought  and  intention  whereof  you  so  boast 
as  your  residence  of  sentiment.     You  are  a 
Stoic,  such  another  indeed  as  Epictetus   who 
said  'If  thou  seest  thy  friend  in  trouble,  thou 
mayst  put  on  a  look  of  sorrow  and  condole 
with  him;   but  take  heed  that  thy  sorrow  be 
not  real.'     You  are  but  a  Stoic  and  repose 
yourself  on  that  defensive  stock  query  of  your 
sect,  'What  is  that  to^me?' 
z6 
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"And  yet,"  observed  Lemon,  speaking  for  a  ^faf 
first  time,  "I  believe  with  Enfield.  He  argues  ^rMttgl 
justly  that  a  public  will  be  governed  as  its 
merits  or  demerits  deserve.  That  is  exact 
justice;  nay  it  is  exact  safety  while  an3rthing 
different  or  beyond  would  be  a  threat.  Why 
waste  a  man's  government  on  a  public  of  dogs? 
A  dog  public  should  have  dog  government; — 
a  kennel,  a  collar,  a  bone  to  gnaw  and  a  chain 
to  clank.  I  have  been  for  years  a  dweller  of 
this  city  and  a  curious  watcher  on  its  towers. 
There  has  been  never  a  moment  throughout 
those  years  of  my  observation  when  it — ^this 
city  of  New  York — has  not  been  plucked  and 
pillaged  as  a  Dutch  woman  plucks  and  pil- 
lages a  goose.  The  rings  have  taken  the  town 
between  their  knees  and  torn  away  the  feathers 
by  handsful.  And  when  has  the  town's  re- 
sentment proceeded  beyond  a  querulous 
'quack!'  save  when  thieves  fell  out  in  the  far 
away  instance  of  Boss  Tweed?" 
"Officials,"  observed  Enfield,  "are  seldom 
worse  or  other  than  the  people  who  elevated 
them.  Folk  in  and  folk  out  of  office  usually 
regard  only  themselves  and  each  individual 
stands  ready  on  the  instant  to  abandon  a  dollar 
of  communal  interest  to  conserve  a  dime  of  his 
own.     Each  has  read  Bacon  where  he  talks  on 
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^^  riches  and  their  acquirement:  'Themouldofa 
^HlOOfcfr  '^'^^^'^  fortunes  is  in  his  own  hands.    *    *    * 
And  no  man  prospers  so  suddenly  as  by  the 
errors  of  others.     *     *     *     Wherefore  if  a 
man  look  sharply  he  shall  see  fortune,  for 
though   she   be   blind  she   be  not  invisible. 
*     *     *     And  certainly  there  be  not  two  more 
fortunate  properties  than  to  have  a  little  of  the 
fool  and  not  too  much  of  the  honest.     There- 
fore extreme  lovers  of    their  country  were 
never  fortunate,  for  when  a  man  placeth  his 
thoughts  outside  of  himself  he  goeth  not  his 
own  way.'     Thus  said  the  great  chancellor; 
and  the  lesson  is  not  lost  on  folk  present  of  these 
times." 

*  *  * 
"WHAT  you  remark,"  said  Lemon,  **is  doubt- 
less true  in  a  swollen  majority  of  instances. 
Humanity  is  indeed  a  mighty  hypocrite;  and 
none  will  appreciate  to  what  extent  until  he 
goes  like  Menippus  and  craves  Jupiter's  per- 
mission to  listen  to  its  prayers.  And  each  day 
we  are  borne  down  with  evidence.  Take  the 
late  harmony  antics  of  the  so-called  chiefs  of 
democracy:  how  many  of  those  who  were 
gathered  sought  honestly  the  good  of  their 
tribe?  And  how  many  had  each  his  private 
personal  plot  to  carry  out?  Each  declared 
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himself  a  patriot  of  party;  each  would  have  ([I^hf 
denounced  as  a  vilifier  that  one  who  should  ^Tgtfwitt 
accuse  him  of  any  sly  ambition.  And  yet  yf^\^^^ 
who  were  they?  Mr.  Cleveland  who  split  the  ^  •'***' 
party  in  1896  and  now  hankers  for  another 
nomination.  Mr.  Hill  who  has  turned  the 
knife  of  his  treachery  against  every  candidate 
save  himself  since  1884.  And  so  the  list  would 
run.  I  met  no  name  which  did  not  represent 
an  appetite  either  for  an  office  or  a  dollar. 
There  was  Mr.  Cockran  who  was  a  republican 
stipendary  and  made  Hanna  speeches  for  hire 
in  1896  and  became  a  reformer  only  after  Mr. 
Croker  drove  him  forth  of  Tammany  Hall. 
And  yety"  ruminated  Lemon,  "he  has  a  wordy 
genius  of  a  vibrant  tin-pan  sort — this  Mr.  C.  1 
It  gleams  and  glances  in  a  phosphorescent 
way  and  smells  of  ripeness  if  not  of  excellence; 
it  has  reminded  me  ere  now,  when  I've  been 
made  to  hear  the  gentleman,  of  Mr.  Randolph's 
remark  on  the  oratory  of  Mr.  Clay — ^wherefore 
they  fought  bloodlessly  a  duel  at  Little  Falls — 
'The  gentleman  from  Kentucky  shines  and 
stinks  and  stinks  and  shines  like  a  rotten  mack- 
erel by  moonlight  1'  And  these  be  the  demo- 
cratic folk  to  talk  harmony! — these,  who  made 
the  discord!  It  was  nobly  conceived  of  a  jus- 
tice nobly  poetical.     It  is  as  well  they  were  not 
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^^f  instead  of  harmony  to  talk  honesty  1     That 
♦nlOOkfT  ^^^  niight  have  burned  their  brows  with  a 
blush." 

"Lemon,"  remonstrated  Vacuum,  "you  are 
over-hateful.  If  these  folk  be  the  elder  ele- 
ments of  their  party,  and  whether  they  be 
black  or  white,  it  is  an  excellent  deed  to  get 
them  together.  Moreover,  if  they  be  the  dom- 
inant and  stronger  party  wing  that  fact  of 
domination  makes  their  every  action  right. 
For  what  says  Thrasymachus?  'Justice  is  the 
interest  of  the  stronger.'  " 
"Yes,  and  Socrates  defeated  him  like  a  boy  in 
the  coUoqui,"  retorted  Lemon.  "Out  on  your 
pagan  Thrasymachus  and  his  'Justice  the  in^ 
terest  of  the  stronger'  1  Tou  would  defend  the 
Manhattan  doubtless  in  its  late  immoral 
smoke  belchings  and  sooty  obscenities  and  de- 
clare them  to  have  been  just  because  the  com- 
pany was  powerful  enough  to  break  the  law 
and  escape." 

"The  company  will  ever  easily  escape,"  ob- 
served Fatfloat.  "I  read  but  the  other  day 
where  one  of  Mr.  Jerome's  bantling  deputy 
attorneys  was  doughtily  talking  of  an  appre- 
hension of  'the  fireman  and  the  engineer'  when 
he  should  have  been  naming  Mr.  Gould  and 
Mr.  Sage.     That  is  one  of  the  crying  ills  of  a 
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money  gorged  age.  Our  billionaires  hire  folk  ^hf 
to  break  laws  for  them  and  suffer  punishment  ^rntfMxl 
in  their  places,  just  as  a  noble  of  old  Rom^ 
took  care  to  own  a  philosopher,  a  poet  and  an 
orator  among  his  slaves.  It  was  the  fashion; 
and  part  of  that  foundation  whereon  he  built 
the  superstructure  of  his  existence." 
"Really  now,  Lemon,"  said  Van  Addle  coax- 
ingly,  as  we  were  about  to  break  up;  "really 
you  spoke  with  a  too-much  severity  of  Mr. 
Cleveland  and  Mr.  Hill  and  Mr.  Cockran. 
The  facts  do  not  support  you." 
"And  if  that  be  true,"  returned  Lemon  ban- 
teringly,  getting  his  hat  and  stick,  "I  accom- 
plish the  gentlemen  no  injury.  I  disagree 
with  you  mightily  however,  for  I  know  of  no 
words  to  properly  characterize  the  party  con- 
duct of  those  three.  Still,  should  I  be  wrong 
in  either  mv  facts  or  my  deductions  they  come 
by  no  peril,  for  (here  Lemon  smiled)  there  is 
nothing  terrible  save  truth.  Be  afraid  of  no 
slander.  Van  Addle.  Read  Gibber,  he  who 
was  at  once  so  honest  and  so  wise  that  he  de- 
clared he  would  sooner  part  with  his  fortune 
than  his  vices;  read  Gibber  I  say:  'A  slander,' 
says  that  laughing  philosopher,  'that  has  no 
truth  to  support  it  is  only  a  great  fish  upon  dry 
land;  it  may  flounce  and  fling  and  make  a 
fretful  pother,  but  it  won't  bite  vou;  you  need 
not  knock  it  on  the  head;  it  will  soon  lie  still 
and  die  quietly  of  itself.'  " 
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'Tis  not  your  beauty  can  engage 

My  wary  heart: 
The  sun,  in  all  his  pride  and  rage. 

Has  not  that  art! 
And  yet  he  shines  as  bright  as  you — 
If  brightness  could  our  souls  subdue. 

'Tis  not  the  pretty  things  you  say, 

Nor  those  you  write, 
Which  can  make  Thrysis'  heart  your  prey; 

For  that  delight. 
The  graces  of  a  well-taught  mind 
In  some  of  our  own  sex  we  find. 

No,  Flavial  'tis  your  love  I  fear — 

Love's  surest  darts, 
Those  which  so  seldom  fail  him,  are 

Headed  with  hearts: 
Their  very  shadows  make  us  yield, 
Dissemble  well,  and  win  the  field  1 

—Edmund  Waller^ 
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iLati^  Bettj'fii  Comment 


IHACKERAY  in  his  satire  of 
the  second  George  makes  caus- 
tic mention  of  the  Walpole 
letters.  His  scorn  is  intended 
not  so  much  for  the  author 
as  for  the  times.  His  sneers 
are  for  the  glittering  emptiness  of  that  old 
society;  for  its  gauds  and  gossips,  its  shams 
and  selfishness,  its  flatmting  indecency,  its 
coldness  and  its  calculation.  The  heart- 
lessness  of  this  past  so  wrought  upon  our 
good  philosopher  that  he  was  moved  to  the 
ungaliant  stigmatizing  of  the  wits  and  beaux 
and  belles  of  the  second  re^^me  under  the 
comprehensive  phrase  of  " Vamty  of  Vanities." 
Yet  in  despite  of  the  weakness  and  the  im- 
morality of  that  past  period  one  is  still  bound 
to  grant  to  its  puppets  a  leaven  of  talent,  wit 
and  a  little  genius.  Will  the  generation  to 
follow  two  hundred  vears  from  now  be  likely 
to  allow  as  much  for  us?  Can  we  claim 
it  for  ourselves?  The  old  society  was  not 
one  whit  worse  than  is  ours.  It  did 
but  add  to  its  shortcomings  the  mistake 
of  frankness.  We  are  no  better  than  an 
imitation — anxious  to  be  all  things  worldly 
yet  lacking  the  ways  of  wisdom  which  only 
leisure  brings.  Our  society  has  no  time  for 
culture  nor  to  set  a  value  upon  a  book.  We 
must  own  to  the  scandals,  the  intrigues,  and 
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^^  the  backUtiiig  jealous  tittle-tattle  of  those 
^  I  >  1^  lost  days.  Can  we  drink  to  a  present  poet 
WtnwWtt  ci  Twickenham;  can  we  boast  of  a  Dean  of 
St.  Patrick?  Can  one  point  out  the  successor 
of  Prior  and  Gay?  Immoral  as  this  so-called 
**old  society"  may  have  been,  it  was  still 
grand,  inspiring,  overwhelming.  Ours  is  but 
the  feebleness  of  vulgarity.  A  drawing  room 
of  to-day  compared  with  the  saloons  of  such 
as  Mary  WorUey  Montague,  would  be  as  a 
''coon"  song  to  the  Cavsderia  Rusticana. 


*     *     * 


WIE  advent  of  ^gnor  Gonzales  de  Quesa- 
da  will  react  uoon  Washington  as  a  ben- 
efit, ^gnor  Quesada  is  a  scholar  and  a 
courtier.  He  is  famous  for  historic  research, 
for  a  knowledge  of  tongues  and  for  a  peculiar 
kind  of  mental  finish  which  seems  to  com- 
bine cultivation  with  repose.  The  Quesada 
homestead  on  the  Cerro  in  Havana  is  the 
center  of  such  social  and  intellectual  culture 
as  survived  the  strain  and  hardships  of  the 
long  fight. 

*    *     * 

^has  been  the  habit  of  some  English- 
men to  poke  jibes  and  sneers  at  our 
snobbishness  as  individuals  as  opposed 
to  our  collected  independence.  We  retali- 
ate in  kind  and  are  seldom  so  unwary  as  to 
neglect  an  opening  where  we  may  make 
use  of  humor  for  a  rapier.  Now  it  seems 
as  though  we  may  meet  and  whip  our  cousins 
on  their  own  ground  and,  at  the  same  time, 
enjoy  our  laugh  at  their  literal  expense. 
Every  one   has   heard   by  this  time  of   the 
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famous  Brook  street  beauty  parlor  conducted  JL^^v 
by  a  foxy  personage  called  Mrs.  George  Fitz-  4|tt^rt^>-^ 

Siorge,  advertised  as  daughter-in-law  of  the  J^tH^  ^ 
uke  of  Cambridge  and  a  cousinly  connec-  C^Ottttltntt 
tion  of  the  late  Queen.  This  commercial  clap- 
trap is  the  most  flagrant  and  self-evident  sham 
ever  foisted  upon  the  feminine.  Mrs.  Fitz- 
george  is  second  to  none  but  Diogenes  when 
it  comes  to  a  gauging  of  breadth  and  depth 
of  human  weakness.  The  reputation  of 
the  parlor  is  alone  exclusive,  the  truth  of  the 
matter  being  that  any  one  may  gain  an  en- 
trance there  who  is  foolish  enough  to  agree 
with  the  farce  and  to  pay  a  couple  of  guineas 
for  a  pot  of  grease  that  would  elsewhere  be 
dear  at  a  shilling.  An  unfledged  mob  of 
social  aspirants  crowd  the  bijou  house  from 
scullery  to  storm-door  and  fairly  claw  and 
scratch  for  the  joy  of  being  fleeced.  There 
is  no  class  so  devoid  of  humor  as  the  new- 
hatched  rich.  The  attitude  of  this  beauty 
craze  is  the  acme  of  absurdity,  peppered 
with  snobbery  and  served  under  cover  of 
credulence.  In  justice  to  Mrs.  Fitzgeorge 
she  seems  to  be  the  owner  of  something  akin 
to  a  conscience.  Her  treatment  is  a  simple 
one  of  soap  and  water  so  that  she  does  but 
little  damage  to  the  complexions  so  eager 
for  the  endorsement  of  the  elect. 

*     *     * 

EgONTRARY  to  the  annual  claim  put 
■  forth  by  the  dailies  for  the  coming 
9  Newport  season  the  probabilities  are 
t  this  resort  will  suffer  from  a  more  than 
common    dullness    which    is    saying    much. 

25 


Digitised  by  LriOOQlC 


X[^ht  ^^^^  °^®^  ^  ^^'  Vanderbilt  and  Mr.  Whitney 
^11^  have  ever  avowed  a  distaste  of  its  restrictions, 
VniOOKri  its  debutantes  and  its  wearing  fads.  Bridge 
will  hardly  be  the  bore  that  it  was  last  year 
but  there  will  doubtless  be  found  other  games 
that  may  prove  as  absorbing  to  the  women 
and  as  tedious  for  their  lords.  People  will 
scarcely  be  home  and  settled  from  the  coro- 
nation before  the  first  of  August  by  which 
time  the  younger  matrons  and  the  eligible 
men  will  be  ready  to  desert  the  sea  for  the 
turf.  The  revival  of  Saratoga  will  spell 
loss  for  Newport.  This  was  felt  quite  a  bit 
last  year  and  will  be  more  marked  this  sum- 
mer. Mrs.  Clarence  Mackey  will  scarcely 
be  seen  there.  Those  who  are  in  the  secret 
have  contrived  to  turn  an  accident  of  similar 
tastes  into  a  joke  on  Mrs.  Mackey.  On  the 
day  of  the  Suburban  Mrs.  Mackey  graced 
her  husband's  box  adorned  in  white  with 
a  touch  of  blue  which  showed  her  dark  love- 
liness to  wise  advantage.  Across  the  field 
sat  the  irrepressible  Lillian,  blonde  as  a  baby 
also  in  white  and  also  relieved  by  turquoise 
blue.  Miss  Russell  may  have  been  flattered. 
There  is  small  doubt  but  that  Mrs.  Mackey 
has  humor  enough  to  enjoy  the  situation 
had  her  attention  been  called  to  her  twin. 
As  it  was,  neither  lady  seemed  aware  that 
her  taste  had  won  the  endorsement  of  her 


opposite  in  loveliness. 


*     *     * 


jENOX  will  have  a  good  year — ^for  Lenox. 
A  lot  of  people  are  already  established 
and  the  pace  set  will  be  brisk.      Robert 
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Hargous  with  his  sister,  Mrs.  Duncan  Elliot,  JLSiOV 
are    among   the    conspicuous    settlers.     Mrs.  ^a^^y^ 
Elliot  while  not  a  young  woman  still  creates  ^^t"  * 
about  herself  a  certain  claim  for   presence  COttttttHtt 
which  by  some  is  miscalled  as  beauty.     There 
are  so  few  beautiful  women  of  society  in  New 
York  that  one  may  well  understand  why  it  is 
that  any  pretense  to  good  looks  can  be  magni- 
fied to  a  reputation.  Some  enterprising  bachelor 
should  devote  himself  to  the  siege  and  capture 
of  some  such  radiant  celebrity  as  Miss  Alice 
Castleman  or  Miss  Marie  Thompson  of  blue 
grass  fame,  after  which  he  coula  import  her 
to  the  embellishment  of  his  set.     Miss  Evelyn 
Burden  is  pretty;  Miss  Kathleen  Neilson,  on 
whom  curiosity  centers  as  a  possible  fiancee 
of  Reggy  Vanderbilt,  is  attractive  in  a  color- 
less, almond-eyed  way.     Young  Reggy  waxes 
fat  while   yotmg    Alfred   fades   away.      The 
brothers  are  as  opposed  to  one  another  in  their 
aims  and  pastimes  as  they  are  in  appearance. 
Few  will  dispute  that  Cornelius  is  the  man 
of  the  Vanderbilt  connection. 
*     *     * 

ffiD  one  been  a  spectator  upon  the  occa-  . 
sion  of  a  recent  sailing  of  an  Atlantic 
liner  one  mieht  have  been  on  hand  to 
^  irt  in  a  treat  which  proved  of  some  inter- 
est to'  those  weary  of  the  pier.  A  family  group 
made  up  of  Senator  Chauncey,  his  bnde  and 
the  devoted  Buster  were  among  the  lucky  ones 
bound  coronation  ward.  The  lady  in  the 
case  looked  animated  and  very  happy.  She 
will  make  no  attempt  to  entertain  Washington 
il  the  middle  of  next  winter.     After  Christ- 
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^hf  mas  the  old  Corcoran  house  will  take  new 
^^^1  |/^,  heart  to  contend  against  its  own  record  for 
WIlOOKfv  splendid  functions.  It  was  in  its  zenith  in  the 
days  of  the  Calvin  Brices.  The  lion  headed 
senator  set  a  hard  pace  for  his  successors  in  the 
old  place  to  live  up  to.  Among  other  things 
he  was  the  first  host  to  persuade  such  sin|^ers 
as  Eames  and  Melba  to  desert  the  Metropohtan 
for  a  night  in  his  drawing  room  at  the  modest 
instigation  of  a  thousand  dollar  check.  The 
Misses  Brice  will  devote  their  summer  to 
Newport  where  they  have  rented  a  cottage. 
They  will  rewin  a  welcome  for  a  twofold 
reason.  Helen,  the  elder,  good  to  look  upon, 
is  the  climax  of  amiability.  Kate  is  more 
like  the  father;  shrewd  and  brilliant,  with  a 
taste  for  finance  and  a  talent  for  literature. 
*     *     * 

0  STORY  that  is  now  going  the  rotinds  is 
laid  to  the  door  of  a  piquante  and  dainty 
little  French  lady  who  was  more  or  less 
m  evidence  at  such  places  as  were  visited  by 
the  Rochambeau  embassy.  The  humor  of 
the  situation  lies  in  the  extreme  diffidence  of 
the   Frenchwoman.     She  is  sensitive   to  the 

Soint  of  a  double  nervousness,  and  realizing  the 
ability  to  err  in  a  foreign  tong^ue  she  was 
generally  careful  to  make  selection  of  each 
individual  word.  Wherefore  she  was  but  the 
more  amusing  when  one  evening  feeling 
moved  to  remonstrate  with  a  gentleman  upon 
the  chilliness  of  our  northern  May  she  said: 
'*Reely  eet  ees  so  cold  here  all  ze  time  zat  I 
have  sat  all  ze  day  weeth  my  feet  over  ze 
transome."  BETTY  STAIR. 
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jBrtft  of  ttjt  gag 

HE  Woman  I  love  is  tall,  and 
straight,  and  strong  limbed, 
walking  with  an  assured  step, 
meeting  my  level  gaze  with 
calm,  wide-opened  eyes.  Above 
all  things  is  she  healthy  and,  being  healthy, 
she  is  honest.  To  me  that  health  is  a  virtue 
transcendent  above  all  virtues,  a  panacea 
against  all  immoralities. 
Ul  health  is  the  gate  to  the  divorce  court, 
to  the  sanitarium,  to  the  madhouse  and  the 
prison.  Through  it  pass  more  tortured 
women  of  to-day  than  it  boots  to  enumerate. 
Health  is  the  wicket  giving  upon  Love,  Hap- 
piness, and  Heaven.  It  is  narrow  and  jeal- 
ously guarded,  and  but  few  of  the  present 
generation  have  kept  strict  hold  upon  the  key 
to  it. 

If  it  be  true  that  the  wages  of  sin  is  death, 
equally  certain  is  it  that  sin  is  the  offspring  of 
hysteria.  By  sin  I  would  not  be  interpreted 
as  meaning  merely  those  breaches  of  an  arbi- 
trary decalogue  whose  dicta  sufSlce  as  the 
foundation  of  a  police  code.  To  me  the  un- 
forgivable  crimes  are  other  things — gossip- 
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^h0  ingSy  scandals,  flirtations^  ,  falsehoods  and 
(OnlOOkft  ^^^^^^  troths — the  whole  treacherous  brood 
of  domestic  infidelities.  These  to  me  are 
worse  than  the  murderings  of  men.  They 
are  slayings  of  the  soul,  not  mere  breakings 
of  the  body.  I  had  rather  my  enemy  stabbed 
a  barbed  assegai  into  my  heart  than  that  he 
destroyed  my  faith  in  the  Woman  I  love. 
Yet  is  the  whole  of  modem  society  poisoned 
with  this  same  insincerity.  The  wife  of  one's 
bosom  flirts  with  the  physician,  the  lawyer, 
the  very  curate  if  he  be  available.  She  seeks 
their  sympathy,  makes  complaint  of  her  hus- 
band's incompatibility,  rails  at  his  incompre- 
hension. The  doctor,  trained  to  an  under- 
standing of  neurasthenia,  shuts  his  eyes  to  his 
diagnosis,  neglects  the  simple  hygienic  pre- 
cautions necessary  to  a  cure,  pampers  his 
patient's  hallucination,  conflrms  her  in  her 
hysteria.  To  the  lawyer  her  symptoms  are 
so  many  forerunners  to  a  fee.  To  the  priest 
her  plaints  are  the  text  for  a  sermon  against 
the  non-churchgoing  habits  of  the  husband, 
an  excuse  for  cloaking  with  reUgion  the  first 
feeble  fiickerings  of  her  infidelity. 
Women  hunger  for  sympathy — American 
women  more  eagerly  than  their  European 
sisters.  The  explanation  is  evident.)  Women 
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are  high  strung,  emotional.  They  depend  SDcift  Of 
upon  others  for  their  strength,  their  spiritual  ^ju^  mm 
maintenance.  Such  support  they  rarely  get 
from  the  American  husband.  He  is  a  man 
of  business,  living  his  days  in  Wall  Street, 
spending  his  nights  at  the  club  or  in  the  hotel. 
It  matters  not  that  the  proceeds  of  his  labor 
go  to  the  dressing  and  decorating  of  his  wife. 
These  are  material  evidences  of  affection  that 
influence  but  little  the  womanly  woman.  She 
longs  for  sympathy  in  her  intellectual  groping, 
yearns  for  guidance  in  her  spiritual  expansion. 
From  the  ordinary  man  of  figures  and  calcu- 
lation these  are  not  forthcoming.  She  sinks 
back  abashed  by  her  failure,  seeks  elsewhere 
the  support  she  has  been  denied  where  most 
naturally  she  sought  it. 
Then  intervene  the  matinee  idol,  the  musician, 
the  religious  eccentric.  For  the  most  part 
the  relationship  between  the  woman  hunger- 
ing for  an  affinity  and  the  man  of  professional 
emotions  is  distant  as  the  stall  from  the  stage, 
innocuous,  insipid.  Occasionally  the  pro- 
scenium is  crossed  and  there  eventuate  the 
mental  infidelities  that  culminate  in  society's 
choicest  scandals.  The  woman  has  sought 
in  the  exaggerations  of  a  spurious  sentimental- 
ity the  antidote  to  the  excessive  materialism 
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QTbf  ^^  ^^^  home  life.  She  has  sold  for  a  mess  of 
#lllflOkfr  ^^c^^o^  ^^^  birthright  of  love  and  respect 
and  mutual  understanding. 
Much  of  this  is  the  outcome  of  neurasthenia, 
of  a  supersensitive  intellectuality.  The 
women  <^  the  cities  have  too  little  sleep,  too 
little  exercise,  too  little  repose.  They  live  at 
the  limit  of  their  nervous  energy,  with  their 
phjTsique  racked  by  the  whirr  of  the  street,  by 
the  shock  of  the  contractors'  explosions. 
PhjTsicians  prescribe  drugs  to  women  starving 
for  lack  of  air,  make  invalids  out  of  the 
healthy,  automaniacs  out  of  the  mentally 
sane.  The  absence  of  honesty  at  the  first 
setting  forth  is  responsible  for  our  crowded 
hospitals,  our  congested  asylums.  Our 
women  live  in  a  whirl  of  gaiety  that  is  un- 
known to  the  people  of  Paris  and  London. 
European  society  is  content  with  a  single  sea- 
son, American  society  demands  at  least  four 
seasons  in  its  year — one  in  New  York,  one  in 
Tuxedo,  one  in  Europe,  one  in  Newport. 
From  the  wear  and  tear  our  women  have  no 
respite,  are  old  at  thirty-five,  superannuated 
in  mid-life.  On  this  rich  soil  is  it  marvel 
that  the  dank  vegetation  of  scandal  is  luxu- 
riant? Purity  and  simple  faith  need  no  such 
savory  feeding. 
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And  so  it  eventuates  that  blunt  honesty  is  no  SDtfft  Of 
longer  effective  to  preserve  our  wives  and  fUp  mm 
daughters  from  themselves.  When  they  suf- 
fer from  prostration  it  is  useless  to  advise  rest 
and  change  and  retirement.  They  demand 
drugs  or,  denying  themselves  stimulants, 
must  have  the  simple  remedies  of  recuperation 
prescribed  as  religions  by  teachers  of  Christian 
Science  or  by  apostles  of  Zionism.  The  oc- 
cult must  enter  into  a  recommendation  to 
take  a  walk  if  it  be  to  prove  effective  in  our 
twentieth  century  complexity. 
And  so  to  me  the  matter  of  supreme  impor- 
tance is  the  preservation  of  health  in  the 
Woman  I  love.  Her  health  is  my  happiness, 
my  self-respect,  my  hope  of  heaven.  Let  her 
maintain  that,  and  she  will  continue  to  up- 
hold the  honor  of  my  household,  the  reputa- 
tion of  my  name,  the  sanctity  of  my  family. 
Let  her  lose  it,  and  she  will  be  a  prey  to  every 
cunning  trickster  who  can  force  his  way  into 
her  circle. 

Romeo,  listening  to  the  voice  of  Juliet,  cried: 
"It  is  my  soul  that  calls  upon  my  name!"  So 
to  me  is  the  Woman  I  love.  In  the  radiance 
of  her  presence  I  hope  to  attain  heaven.  She 
is  my  soul,  the  supreme  essence,  the  real  Ego. 
As  Plutarch  said,  her  words  are  "enamelled 
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^h(  in  fire,"  burned  into  my  being.  If  they  pro- 
d^nldofef  r  ceed  from  her  healthy  instincts  then  shall  I 
deserve  a  place  with  the  gods;  if  they  come 
from  a  diseased  imagination  then  shall  I  be 
condemned  to  an  eternity  with  the  fiends.  It 
rests  with  me  so  to  nurture  the  best  within 
her  that  in  our  oneness  we  may  see  God. 
It  was  Emerson  who  wrote:  "In  the  particu- 
lar society  of  his  mate  the  lover  attains  a 
clearer  sight  of  any  spot,  any  taint  which  her 
beauty  has  contracted  from  this  world,  and 
is  able  to  point  it  out,  and  this  with  mutual 
joy  that  they  are  now  able,  without  offense, 
to  indicate  blemishes  and  hindrances  in  each 
other,  and  give  to  each  all  help  and  comfort 
in  curing  the  same.  And  beholding  in  many 
souls  the  traits  of  the  divine  beauty,  and 
separating  in  each  soul  that  which  is  divine 
from  the  taint  which  it  has  contracted  in  the 
world,  the  lover  ascends  to  the  highest  beauty, 
to  the  love  and  knowledge  of  the  Divinity,  by 
steps  on  this  ladder  of  created  souls." 
To  my  comprehension  there  are  no  blemishes 
on  the  fair  skin  of  the  Woman  I  love,  and,  as 
my  hand  steals  into  hers,  I  register  a  vow 
that,  if  love,  and  faith,  and  intercommunion, 
avail  an3rthing,  there  never  will  be  aught  this 
side  of  the  Knowable. 

ROGER  SKIRVING. 
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Cj^e  ^lap 


OT  is  difficult  for  me  to  maintain  a  con- 
sistent pessimism.  Hope  bubbles  up 
in  the  most  unexpected  quarters; 
light  shines  in  the  densest  depths  of 
dramatic  darkness.  And  so,  in  the 
moments  of  my  deepest  despair,  I  am 
aroused  to  a  faith  in  art  that  I  had  thought 
dead. 

For  much  of  the  deterioration  of  dramatic 
art  I  have  ever  blamed  Clement  Scott,  best 
judge  of  acting  in  England,  worst  critic  of 
the  drama  in  Europe.  For  years  Scott  held 
in  London  a  pulpit  from  which  he  preached 
with  an  authority  greater  than  that  of  all 
other  apostles  of  the  stage.  Unhappily  he 
used  his  position  to  oppose  the  develop- 
mental school  in  art.  He  could  not  rise 
above  a  melodrama  at  the  Adelphi  or  a  panto- 
mime at  Drury  Lane.  Maeterlinck,  Ibsen, 
H.  V.  Esmond,  were  to  him  a  horrible  modem 
menace.  They  were  unclean,  and  their 
plays  were  the  works  of  the  devil.  He  had 
not  the  imagination  to  distinguish  between 
the  good  and  the  bad  in  their  compositions, 
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^hf  to  realize  that  they  were  but  the  forerunners 
#nlOOfeft  ^^  ^  development,  that  in  their  honesty  and 
simplicity  lay  the  drama  of  the  future.  And 
so  Clement  Scott  set  back  the  hand  on  the 
dramatic  clock  a  generation  in  Great  Britain. 
But  light  has  come  to  the  sturdy  reporter 
of  plays.  He  has  discovered  that  a  play  is 
not  essentially  inmioral  because  one  or  other 
of  its  characters  is  inmioral,  because  it  is 
set  in  the  half  world.  He  has  almost  realized 
that  there  is  more  of  tragedy  on  Piccadilly, 
in  Montmartre,  and  in  the  Tenderloin,  than 
in  acres  of  the  beau  monde.  Recently,  Scott 
has  seen  '*Zaza"  with  Mrs.  Lewis  Waller  in 
the  title  r61e,  and  he  has  concluded  that  the 
play  ''if  properly  analyzed  is  a  moral  treatise 
of  considerable  importance."  Had  he  been 
a  younger  critic,  a  man  of  wider  sjrmpathy, 
he  would  have  understood  that  it  is  a  treatise 
of  commanding  importance,  a  treatise  in- 
telligible to  the  time,  in  step  with  the  develop- 
ment of  the  age. 

"The  play  follows  the  lines  of  that  oldest 
and  perhaps  the  best  of  the  disputed  plays, 
*La  Dame  auz  Camellias.'  In  some  respects 
they  are  twin  dramatic  sisters.  I  consider 
that  Marguerite  and  Zaza  are  unfortunate 
women  transformed  and  etherealized  by 
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love.  But  I  may  talk  like  that  until  I  am  ^hf 
black  in  the  face,  and  I  still  see  the  sour-faced  lalvM 
scorn  of  Mrs.  Grundy.  ^ 

"Let  it  never  be  forgotten  that  there  are 
thousands  of  critical  Mrs.  Grundys  who  con- 
sider that  a  play  is  immoral  because  there 
is  an  immoral  person  or  an  immoral  scene 
in  it.  Thus  they  condemned  Marguerite 
Gautier  at  the  outset,  thus  they  condemned 
Zaza,  thus  they  condemned  Frou  Frou,  thus 
they  condemned  the  noblest  play  that  Henry 
Arthur  Jones  ever  wrote,  the  masterpiece, 
'Judah,'  because  a  clergyman  told  a  lie 
to  save  a  woman's  honor. 
"They  don't  criticise,  these  BIrs.  Grundys; 
they  go  about  saying:  *What  a  horrid  play! 
Judah  told  a  lie!'  or  'Marguerite  was  once  a 
fast  woman!'  or  'Zaza  wore  short  skirts  in 
a  music  hall  dressing  room!'  They  never 
remember  that  Judah,  the  Lady  of  the 
Camellias,  Zaza,  and  dozens  more  of  them, 
were  transformed  and  transfigured  by  Love." 
Yesterday,  Clement  Scott  was  the  sourest 
aced  Mrs.  Grundy  in  Europe. 

JAQUES. 
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^a  Hott  note  3ft 


Perityphlitis  is  an  inoppor- 

(3od  tune  as  well  as  a  disloyal 

Snvc  ailment.     Instead  of  select- 

XLbC  ftfttd  !       ing  any  of  forty  millions  of 

his  subjects  in  the  British 
Isles  it  must  pounce  upon  King  Edward  VII. 
It  must  choose,  also,  a  most  inconvenient 
period.  Though  it  is  early  to  draw  conclusions 
it  will  be  said  that  the  King  is  less  fortunate 
at  important  junctures,  than  his  august  mother 
was.  Perhaps  the  divinity  which  doth  hedge 
a  King  is  less  exact  in  its  ministrations  than 
that  which  hath  hedged  a  Queen.  It  behooves 
it  to  have  a  care,  as  a  fatal  termination  to  the 
King's  malady  would  be  recognized  as  a 
calamity  of  greater  moment  than  the  death 
of  Queen  Victoria. 


Bishop  Nicholson,  head  of 

ViXtnCB         the    Episcopal    Church   in 

Ot  a  0OOd       Wisconsin,    has    issued    a 

Cfgat  pronouncement     which    is 

intended,  especially,  for  the 
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clergy  of  his  diocese,  though  the  laity  is  not  ^0  ^Ott 
barred  from  taking  the  hint.  In  it  he  says:  l\jhp  ^t 
**We  never  yet  heard  any  argument  in  favor 
of  this  persistent  use  of  tobacco,  except  that 
of  a  purely  selfish  indulgence.  We  have 
never  met  with  one  single  trace  of  moral  good 
or  spiritual  help  or  physical  gain,  resulting 
from  this  use  of  tobacco,  but  we  have  seen  un- 
told evils  and  grave  decadence  following  in  its 
train."  If  Bishop  Nicholson  were  to  give  to 
me  fifteen  minutes'  attention  I  would  prove  to 
him  that  tobacco  is  meat,  drink  and  solace. 
The  task,  would  be  simpler,  of  course,  if  he 
were  qualified  to  give  advice  upon  the  subject, 
as  it  is  evident  that  he  is  not  a  smoker.  It  is 
not  necessary  to  be  a  drunkard,  or  even  a 
moderate  drinker  to  know  that  "strong  drink'* 
is,  in  the  ordinary  sense,  so  great  an  evil  that 
its  proportions  cannot  be  exaggerated.  To  be 
convinced  of  this  only  the  evidence  of  one's 
eyes  and  ears  is  needed.  In  the  case  of  to- 
bacco the  sense  of  smell  must  be  called  in.  It 
is  quite  possible  that  the  Bishop's  sense  of 
smell  accounts  for  his  fell  conclusions.  It  is 
with  a  shudder  that  I  pennit  my  thoughts  to 
dwell  upon  the  quality  of  cigars  for  which  the 
clergy  of  Wisconsin  may  have  a  weakness.  It 
is  not  to  be  imagined,  of  course,  that  they 
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^h$  smoke  cigarettes,  except,   perhaps,   between 
#lllflOkfr  ^^  courses  at  a  heavy  dinner,  and  this  should 
not    be    dubbed   smoking.     It   all    depends, 
Bishop,   upon  constitution  and    quality.    If 
the  constitution  of  the  man  and  the  quality  of 
the  cigar  be  of  a  high  order  there  is  virtue  in  a 
cigar.     I  might  not  hesitate  to  accept  a  cigar 
from  a  Wisconsin  Clergyman,  but,  unless  he 
were  properly  hall-marked,  I  would  hesitate 
to   smoke  it.     If  the   clergymen   of   Bishop 
Nicholson's     diocese    smoke    the     domestic 
article  or  a  low-priced  importation  they  are 
worthy  not  of  admonition  but  of  ezconununi- 
cation.     If  their  salaries  will  not  permit  them 
to  pay  at  least  $20  a  box  for  their  cigars  they 
should  be  restricted  to  pipes,  and  as  these — 
old  briars  for  choice — can  be  smoked  only  in 
the  privacy  of  their  "dens"  manners  will  not 
be  corrupted  thereby.     But  the  Bishop  goes 
too  far  when  he  says  that  "no  moral  good  or 
spiritual  help  or  physical  gain"  results  from 
the  use  of  tobacco.     It   depends  upon  the 
quality  of  the  tobacco.     The  best  cigars  are 
made  in  Cuba.     The  best  tobacco  is  grown 
in  a  smaU  part  of  the  province  of  Havana, 
though  it  may  be  called  a  State  now.     A  cigar 
made  of  this  tobacco  will  add  greatly  to  a 
man's  comfort.     This  is  a  physical  gain.     It 
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will  soothe  nerves  harrowed  hy  the  cares  of  <^g  f^Ott 
business  as  well  as  other  cares;  will  remove  ii  £^  'Slf 
wrinkles  from  the  mind  as  well  as  from  the  "^ 

face;  will  uproot  savagery  and  plant  suavity; 
will  dispose  the  niggard  to  give  instead  of 
take.  This  is  a  moral  gain.  But,  as  I  have 
said,  it  depends  upon  the  tobacco.  A  man 
who  will  get  pleasure  out  of  a  bad  cigar  is  to  be 
avoided  and  perhaps  Bishop  Nicholson  knows 
his  men. 


Despatches    from    various 
tyc  ptO^        parts  of  the  country  tell  us 
tC0t0  ^00       that  Senator  Hanna  is  most 
Aucb  anxious    that    his    friends 

would  do  him  the  favor  to 
believe  him  when  he  says  with  all  the  emphasis 
that  should  be  expected,  that  he  is  not  a  candi- 
date for  a  Presidential  nomination  in  1904. 
It  seems  a  bit  early  for  protests,  but,  in  Ohio» 
protests  of  this  sort  were  invented  some  years 
ago.  The  late  Senator  Sherman  experienced 
their  effect  more  than  once.  Besides,  odd  as  it 
may  seem  to  the  occupant  of  the  White  House, 
his  nomination  in  1904  does  not  appear  so 
near  as  it  did  three  months  ago. 
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Lord  Charles  Beresford  has 
XfftC  called  attention  once  more 

BU^tbet       to    defects   in   the    British 
3BulId  Navy.        Whenever    Lord 

Charles  is  without  a  com- 
mand he  manages,  quite  often  at  least,  to  get 
a  seat  in  the  House  of  Commons.  The  Beres- 
fords  are  a  bit  on  the  blustering  order.  Lord 
Charles  looks  not  unlike  good-natured  car- 
toons of  John  Bull.  While  in  Parliament  his 
stock  in  trade  consists  of  diatribes  against  the 
Admiralty.  As  a  rule  they  receive  little  at- 
tention and  were  they  not  fired  in  an  off  season 
— in  the  matter  of  news — would  receive  less. 
Lord  Charles  is  ''carrying  coals  to  Newcastle" 
when  he  tells  Parliament  that  the  British  Navy 
has  defects.  We  know  as  much  in  this  coun- 
try. We  know,  also,  that  all  Navies  have  de- 
fects. Even  Lord  Charles  has  defects  and  he 
would  consider  one  who  referred  to  them  in 
and  out  of  season  as  something  of  a  bore. 
Somebody  may  drive  this  suggestion  home 
some  day  with  a  hammer  and  spike. 

*     *     * 
The  gyrations  of    Reading 

Somewbat      "Common,"  recently,  have 

AOtb  been  almost  amusing.     It 

£atcn  has  been  quoted  at  over  I67 

a  share.     In  the  Anthracite 
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coal    region,    where    they   know    something  00  I^Ott 
about  Reading  "common/'  its  value,  intrinsic-  |i  *|r#  ^t 
ally,  is  considered  fully  equal  to  that  of  sec- 
ond-hand wall  paper  of  an  inexpensive  quality, 
but  not  so  desirable  for  relics  as  Confederate 
bonds. 


The  young  man  who  han- 

SmoftC  dies  the  coal  strike  and  kin^ 

and  dred  subjects  in  the  edito- 

Smftfl  rial  columns  of  the  **New 

York  Sun"  is  funny  when 
he  is  in  deadly  earnest.  He  is  almost  as  funny 
as  the  other  young  man  who  offers  advice  to 
Democrats  in  the  belief  that  they  read  "The 
Sun"  for  political  guidance.  Some  of  them 
do,  but  merely  to  find  out  the  course  taken  by 
**The  Sun"  that  they  may  go  another  way.  I 
assume  that  both  are  young  not  only  from  the 
quality|of  the  advice  they  give  but  from  the 
ingenuous  manner  in  which  they  give  it.  The 
prevalence  of  smoke  in  the  atmosphere  of 
New  York  sent  the  strike  young  man  upon  a 
new  tack  a  few  days  ago.  He  said:  "While 
complaints  of  the  use  of  soft  coal  in  this  city 
have  been  laid  before  the  local  authorities, 
V  would  be  more  justly  and  perhaps  more 

43 


d  by  Google 


to  the  authorities  and 
flf  Fumijlvairia,     There 
rthesDMikem  Hew  Torh.'' 
if  dis  aeriiHB  proclainiition    is 
il  mmj  he  that  neither  the  an- 
e  «f  the  Bodctaa  State  have 
ia  Fenns^vania  ''The 
an  iqgenknis   critic    of 
hot  its  prejudice 
I  understood  there 
B  of  importance 
to  that  of  the 
I  fdls  imr  helow  that  of 
•     That  the 
Tflric    are    incommoded 
[  Inr  hy  soaM  id  the  rich- 
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Americans  are  long  suffer-  ^ff  ^OU 
VIO  Smofie      ing.     Many  of  them  think  mi^^  ^^ 
tmitbOUt        and  speak  lightly  of  conn-  ^' 

ffiXC  tries   which   are   ruled   by 

hereditary  monarchs.  Such 
countries  have,  at  the  worst,  but  one  monarch 
at  a  time  and  he  may  be' little  more  than  a 
graceful  figure.  Here  there  are  many  mour 
archs.  Unlike  those  of  Europe  they  make 
the  laws  when  they  feel  so  inclined  and  they 
uphold  or  break  them  as  the  occasion,  in  their 
opinion,  warrants.  In  no  other  country  of 
equal  civilization  is  there  so  much  law  for  the 
rich  and  so  little  justice  for  those  who  are  not 
rich.  As  the  influence  of  the  few  increases  so, 
in  proportion,  decreases,  the  power  of  the 
many.  More  and  more  common  is  becoming 
the  darkling  prophecy:  ''There  will  be  an 
outburst  some  day."  In  the  Biblical  story 
the  cry  of  "Wolf"  degenerated  into  ridicule, 
yet  the  wolf  arrived  finally  and  the  subsequent 
proceedings  were  not  considered  blithesome. 
In  addressing  the  graduates  of  the  Normal 
College  at  Carnegie  Hall,  a  few  nights  ago, 
Professor  William  H.  Trent,  of  Columbia 
College,  said:  "The  reasoning  of  the  Tol- 
stoians  needs  only  a  little  emendation  to  make 
it  practicable.     No  one  should  live  a  life  of 
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^hf  luxury  for  the  sake  of  luxury  alone.  No 
AnlOOfeft  '^^^^  ^^  entitled  to  such  a  superfluity  of  wealth 
that  he  must  spend  it  in  racing  automobiles 
and  playing  golf  and  ping-pong.  We  have 
no  moral  right  to  more  wealth  than  we  need 
in  performing  our  work  in  the  world,  no  mat- 
ter what  the  legal  right  may  be."  I  quote 
Professor  Trent,  not  because  my  views  are 
quite  as  drastic  as  his,  but  to  show  the  trend 
of  opinion  among  those  who  hold  responsible 
positions  in  the  community. 


There  is  no  justification  for 
five  complaint  against  the  rich 

TUCWCB  simply    because    they   are 

*^1>atd''  rich.  Such  complaint,  if 
made,  has  little  effect  ex- 
cept, perhaps,  upon  the  fortunes  of  the  maker. 
The  distrust  and  dislike  of  great  wealth  that 
prevails  is  due  to  the  overbearing  attitude  of 
those  who  possess  it.  They  act  as  if  it  em- 
powered them  to  do  as  they  please  regardless 
of  the  rights  of  others.  If  the  Manhattan 
Elevated  railway  were  without  noise,  smell 
or  smoke  it  would  be  an  eye-sore.  As  it  is 
conducted  it  is  a  nuisance  not  only  in  the  eyes 
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of  the  people  but  of  the  law.  The  men  who  0^  |^0U 
control  it  are  so  rich  that  they  believe  them-  41 1^  'ai^ 
selves  to  be  above  the  law.  Why  not  proffer 
to  them  the  medicine  that  would  be  forced 
down  the  gullet  of  a  little  law-breaker  ?  Why 
not  politely  but  firmly  request  Mr.  George 
Gould  or  Mr.  Russell  Sage,  as  punishment  for 
law-breaking,  to  spend  a  few  weeks  or  months 
or  years  in  gaol  ?  The  bare  suggestion  may  be 
horrifying  even  to  those  who,  with  reason, 
damn  them  every  day.  The  criminal  of  every 
degree  is  never  so  helpless  as  when  he  is  in 
gaol.  There  is  a  horrible  impersonality  about 
a  gaol  that  chills.  And  the  chill  would  be 
much  more  penetrating  and  enduring  in  the 
case  of  a  rich  than  of  a  poor  man.  It  means 
nothing  to  Mr.  Gould  that  some  of  his  em- 
ployes be  immured.  He  would  bear  up 
manfully  under  the  infliction  of  "five  years, 
hard"  when  some  one  who  had  obeyed  his 
orders  suffered.  His  attitude  is  that  of  Arte- 
mus  Ward,  who,  when  the  Civil  War  raged, 
was  willing  to  demonstrate  his  patriotism  by 
sending  all  of  his  wife's  relatives  to  the  front. 
Let  the  authorities  prove  to  Mr.  Gould  that  he 
must  go  to  the  front,  or  keep  the  law,  and 
there  will  be  no  more  burning  of  bittuninous 
coal  by  the  Manhattan  Railway  Company. 
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ez-Govcmor  Fnmcis 
i  wheedled  a  snnt 
d  fiife  milfiaos  d  dollars 
out  €f  CoosrcsB  for  tiie  St. 
( Erpositioo  his  firiends 
tbMt  even  giester 
nothing  to  him.  He 
win  have  an  oppotUuiity  of  making  good  tins 
daim.  As  eYcrjhod j  knows  SL  Loois  is  an 
*^>pen  town"  on  Sondays.  Basehell  and 
other  frivolities  are  among  ttut  featnres  of  a 
Sondaj  diere.  The  idea  diat  the  coming  ex- 
poBtioB  would  be  dosed  on  the  Sabbath  was 
so  ridicnloot  that  it  had  not  occorred  to  any- 
body in  St.  Loois  until  the  Secietaiy  of  the 
Tieasmy,  who  comes  from  the  God-fearing 
State  of  Iowa,  inlmmed  Mr.  Francis  that  tbt 
$5/MMVMM>  would  not  be  forthcoming  unless 
the  Exposition  Company  signed  an  iron-dad 
contract  to  that  dfect.  St.  Louis  is  in  a  stew. 
It  hungen  for  the  money  whfle  it  feels  sure  of 
starving  if  tiie  Exposition  is  closed  on  Sun- 
days. How  it  win  be  managed  I  would  not 
care  to  say,  but  I  fed  confident  diat  the  Ex- 
position win  be  open  on  seven  days  of  the 
week,  that  Uncie  Sam  win  be  five  million  dol- 
lars  poorer  and  diat  Mr.  Shaw  win  have  done 
his  whole  duty  in  the  matter. 
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Some   time    ago   the    Coal  g^  )^Ott 
IRCVV^  Trust  gave  to  the  public  a  ji  {j^  '^ 

Ot  the         copy  of  the  correspondence  '^ 

Sttifietd  that  had  passed  between 
the  Trust  and  the  leaders 
of  the  striking  miners.  The  Trust  made 
much  of  the  suggestion  made  by  Mr.  Mitchell, 
of  the  strikers,  that  wages  could  be  increased 
ten  per  cent,  by  adding  ten  cents  per  ton  to 
the  price  of  coal.  As  Mr.  Mitchell  shows  in 
his  analysis  of  the  controversy  the  Trust  re- 
fused the  ten  per  cent,  increase  in  wages  and 
added  a  dollar  per  ton  to  the  price  of  coal.  He 
also  shows  that  the  average  yearly  wages  of  a 
miner  amount  to  the  enormous  stun  of  $300, 
while  the  annual  profits  of  many  coal  operators 
seldom  rise  above  meager  millions.  The  oc- 
topus of  the  sea  has  a  tender  and  soothing 
clasp  in  comparison  with  the  relentless  grip  of 
this  blood-sucker  of  the  land. 
*     *     * 

Amongst  a  certain  grade  of 

XCCt  Preachers   there   is   rife   a 

and  peculiarly  offensive  quality 

Bn^el  Cafie     of  cant,     it  is  to  be  found 

in  all  professions,  but  there 

is  less  excuse  for  it  in  the  Ministerial  branch 

of  the  labor  world  than  in  any  other.     Of  the 
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^^  type  wfaidi  pows  as  honest  because  it  is  rude 
an4  wldch  pfates  of  simplicity  because  it  is 
t|;iionmt  tiie  Rey.  John  L.  Scudder  is  an  ex- 
ample. In  one  of  his  ''sermons" — God  save 
the  mark — he  said  ''Give  me  the  girl  who  has 
an  honest  longing  for  roast  beef  and  prefers 
corned  beef  to  angel  cake."  Scudder's  Eng- 
lish is  so  weird  that  it  is  unsafe  to  measure  it 
by  ordinary  standards.  Though  he  says 
plainly  tbtd  he  has  in  his  mind's  eye  a  par- 
ticiilar  girl  he  may  refer  to  a  type  which,  in 
his  opinion,  exists.  That  he  should  think  so 
is  proof  tbMt  his  knoiidedge  of  girls  is  not 
equal  to  his  ignorance  of  English.  Scudder's 
soul  must  abide  in  his  stomach.  If  he  lack 
similes  he  should  apply  himself  to  his  books. 
Hot  even  tiie  least  successful  among  ''revival- 
ists" would  try  to  lift  his  hearers'  thoughts 
above  things  worldly  by  conjuring  visions  of 
roast  or  cc»ned  beef.  Roast  beef,  when 
co<Aed  and  served  properly,  is  an  admirable 
dish.  Corned  beef,  especially  with  cabbage, 
is  also  grateful  to  the  famished,  but  Scudder 
shows  an  almost  sinful  density  upon  the  girl 
question  idien  he  names  beef  and  angel  cake  as 
rivals.  They  are  allies.  In  time  of  stress  a 
girl  would  make  a  brave  front  without  angel 
cake,  but  in  prosperous  periods  it  would  re- 
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quire  far  more  knowledge  of  the  world  than  0^  I^OU 
the  Scudders  wot  of  to  maintain  peace  in  a   lyihr  'aflt 
household,  in  which  there  were  girls,  though 
it  were  furnished  with  tons  of  beef  yet  wanted 
angel  cake.     As,  from  the  nature  of  his  an- 
nouncement, he  pines  for  married  life,  Scudder 
— who  to  me  is  not  reverend — should  apply 
for  a  teachership  of  the  infant  class  in  a  Sun- 
day school  and  work  up.     By  the  time  he  has 
gained  sufficient   information   regarding  the 
girls'  attitude  upon  the  question  of  food  to 
warrant  him  in  quitting  celibacy  he  will  be, 
also,  in  a  condition  to  quit  the  world. 
*     *     * 

During    his    residence    in 
WcCti^C^        this    country    Mr.    Palma, 
Uimbet  President  of  the   Republic 

in  Con0ted0  of  Cuba,  must  have  learned 
something  of  our  political 
methods.  In  his  first  message  he  said:  "We 
must  also  take  especial  care  that  the  relations 
between  Cuba  and  the  United  States  be  most 
friendly,  in  order  that  there  may  be  no  diffi- 
culty in  arranging  the  political  and  com- 
mercial questions  which  affect  both  countries." 
It  is  well  for  Cuba  that  her  first  President  is 
a  man  of  forbearance  as  well  as  discernment. 
Cuba  has  done  all  that  was  asked  or  demanded 
of  her  since  the  close  of  the  Ameritan-Spanish 
War.  Uncertain  promises  were  made  to 
her  and  with  the  lapse  of  times  the  promises 
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yw  are  bfcoming  more  diaphanous  and  the  un- 
^'^  **'*«'"*y  more  tangible.  Chained  as  she 
is,  so  nr  as  intercourse  with  other  nations 
is  OQoccmed,  ber  position  is  hopeless  unless 
tlMre  is  redpiocity  between  her  and  this 
contry.  The  conduct  of  her  government 
towards  tlie  United  States  has  been  that  of 
a  weO-traiiied  difld  towards  a  parent.  Yet  she 
is  treirted  by  Congress  with  a  mixture  of 
antmosity  and  contempt  tiiat  is  more  galling 
to  tlie  young  and  inexperienced  than  to  the 
wise.  Towards  the  end  fk  a  session  of  Congress 
the  fittle  and  the  persistent  seem  able  to 
ovcfride  the  better  dement.  Perhaps  the 
hater  contains  too  much  decayed  timber. 

*    ,     * 

Mr.  John  £.  Eustis,  VbA 
Sncc  Commissioner  of  the  Bronx, 

for  tbC         rode    his    horse    over    the 
OOOBC  P*^   ^    Bronx    Bark   on 

Sunday.  When  Police  Cap- 
tain Gosman  ordered  him  to  ''get  off  the  grass" 
Mr.  Bostis,  with  much  surprise,  said:  "I  guess 
you  doot  know  who  I  am."  There  spoke  the 
**Jmtik  in  office."  Had  tiie  Commissioner  seen 
any  one  else  petfoim  his  feat  he  would  have 
nown  apoplectic  with  indienation.  Captain 
G<HBMH  has  been  removed  from  the  Park. 
He  may  have  deserved  this  punishment  for  his 
boosi^  bt^avkir  and  language.  But  for  a 
gnMB  infringement  of  rules  whidi  he  is  paid  to 
wifatre,  tiie  same  measure  of  justice  should  be 
nwft^  out  to  tiie  Commissioiier. 

THOMAS  B.  FIELDERS. 
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^   Stolen  ^ce  of  ^tam 

By  THE  OLD  WALL  STREETER 


HEN  I,  at  the  unripe  age  of  seven- 
teen, left  my  father's  poor  cottage- 
house  on  Tom's  Run  and  threw 
myself  into  life's  struggle,  I  souf;ht 
Pittsburg  as  a  nearest  promismg 
theater  of  effort.  I  had  a  small 
place  at  a  smaller  wage  as  a  sort  of  office  boy 
and  porter  for  a  down-town  establishment 
devoted  to  a  commerce  of  iron;  but  as  I  came 
early  to  cut  my  connection  with  that  hard 
emporium  we  as  we  collect,  about  the  Tavern 
door  to-night,  will  not  dwell  thereon. 
I  have  already  told  you  how  by  nature  I  was 
a  gambler.  I  had  the  inborn  hankerings  after 
games  of  chance,  and  it  was  scant  time,  in- 
deed, before  I  found  myself  on  terms  of  more 
or  less  near  acquaintance  with  every  card 
sharper  of  the  city.  And  I  became  under 
their  improper  tutelage  an  expert  cheat  my- 
self. At  short  cards  and  such  devices  as  faro 
and  roulette,  I  soon  knew  each  devious  ttum 
and  was  in  excellent  qualification  to  pillage 
my  way  to  eminence  if  not  to  riches  among 
the  nimble-fingered  nobility  of  the  green  tables 
into  which  I  had  coaxed  or  crowded  my  pres- 
ence.    Vast  was  my  ambition  to  soar  as  a 
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^hf  blacklei^,  and  no  student  at  his  honest  books 
,^_,  .  burned  with  more  fire  to  succeed.  I  became 
Wnwmtt  initiate  into  such  mysteries  as  the  "bug,"  tlie 
"punch,"  the  "hold-out";  I  could  deal 
"double"  or  **from  the  bottom";  was  a  past 
master  of  those  dubious  inventions,  the 
"snake,"  the  "end  squeeze,"  and  the  "balance 
top";  could  "put  back"  with  a  clean  deftness 
that  might  deceive  even  my  masters  in  evil 
doing,  and  with  an  eye  like  a  hawk  read  a 
deck  of  marked  cards  with  the  same  easy  cer- 
tainty that  I  read  the  alphabet.  It  was  a 
common  compliment  to  my  guilty  merit  that 
no  better  craftsman  at  crooked  play  ever 
walked  in  Diamond  Alley. 
No,  as  I've  heretofore  explained,  there  dawned 
a  day  when  I  gave  up  card  gambling  and 
played  no  more.  It's  now  twenty  years  since 
1  wagered  so  much  as  a  two-bit  piece  in  any 
game  other  than  the  Wall  Street  game  of 
stocks.  And  yet  it  was  no  moral  arousal  that 
drew  me  from  roulette,  from  farobank  and 
from  draw  poker.  I  merely  awoke  to  the 
truth  that  the  matest  simpleton  of  cards  is 
the  professional  gambler  lumself ;  and  with 
that  I  turned  my  back  on  the  whole  scurvy 
business  and  quit  the  dens  for  the  ex- 
change. And  with  no  purpose  to  preach,  I 
say  openly  and  with  a  fullest  freedom  that  the 
game  of  stock  speculation  is  as  replete  of 
snares,  gins,  traps  and  pitfalls,  and  of  as  false 
and  blackleg  a  cnaracter  as  any  worst  game  of 
iniquitous  faro  that  is  dealt  with  trimmed  and 
sanded  deck  from  a  dishonest  box.  As  an 
arena  of  morals,  the  stock  exchange  presents 
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no  conscious  improvement  beyond  what  is  ^ 
offered  by  the  veriest  dead-fall  ever  made  ^^    ■ 
elate  with  those  two  rings  at  the  bell  which  ^tvltn 
tell  the  waitinc;  inmates  that  some  "steerer"  ^^ 
is  on  the  threshold  with  rustic  victim  to  be     p  lu**-*^ 
fleeced.     I  once  read  that  the  homestead  of  ^I  f^taUB 
Captain  Kidd,  the  pirate,  stood  two  centuries 
ago  on  that  plot  of  ground  now  covered  by  the 
New  York  Stock  Exchange;  and  I  confess  to 
a  smile  when  I  reflected  how  the  spirit  of  im- 
mortal repine  would  seem  to  hover  over  the 
glace.     The  exchange  is  a  flt  successor  to  the 
abitat  of  that  wild  freebooter  who  died  and 
dried  in  execution  dock  when  long  ago  the 
Stuart  Anne  was  queen. 
During  those  earher  months  in  Pittsburg,  I 
was  not  permitted  by  my  father — who  had 
much  control  of  me,  even  unto  the  day  of  his 
death — to  altogether  abandon  Tom's  Run,  and 
the  good,  grimy  coal  miner  folk,  its  inhabi- 
tants.    My  week's  holiday  began  with  each 
Saturday's  noon;   from  that  hour  until  Mon- 
day morning  I  was  free;   and  thus,  ohejinz 
my  father's  behests,  Saturday  evenine  and 
Sunday  I  was  bound  to  pass  beneath  my 
parents'  roof.     It  was  dunng  one  of  these 
visits  home  when  I  first  cheated  at   cards — 
memorable  event! — and  it  was  on  another 
that  my  roguery  was  discovered  and  won  a 
proper  ptmishment. 

As  already  stated,  my  father  was  of  Welsh  ex- 
traction. It  was  no  less  the  fact,  however, 
that  his  original  stock  was  Irish;  his  grand- 
father— I  believe  it  to  have  been  that  vener- 
able and  I  trust  respected  gentleman — coming 
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of  Hie  rocky  land  of 

Fm  Inb  and  dont  mate 

******^-"aTd'^ii'ffd  fist 
L  to  tinSy  canied 
siir±  wra^ti  of  caifhasis  tliat  no  man  was  ever 
2zj\Tti  9  ftiL.  a  aecond  lime  lotD  tbe  cum. 
Jar  sTsei^  t^  qaeoka  vbether  mj  anceston 
vere  Wcii^  or  Insh  beid  little  interest.  I  was 
jTc'jcae  hanaid  not  backward,  and  an  ^mger 
axsrace  m  hawt  doDais  drove  firam  m  j  boeom 

1  wdc  sooner  bnve  one  yen's  mn  of  miin- 
"jBLii.yjti.  lock  at  a  gambling  table  tiian  to 
IzKW  sysBif  as  n  direct  dfsrmdant  of  tbe 
P^ii'a^infH  Sot  so  mj  dear  old  father;  to 
t^  *>o«r  wken  iraib  dosed  his  eyes— already 
SEcr.TMs  ior  ten  ycms — ^bomed  oot  with  a 
buKs^  diey  wcxc — he  ceased  not  to  regale  me 
wizii  tales  of  ikat  noble  fine  of  danntiess  Iiish 
iitcm  wbick  we  drew  onr  blood.  For  the  ten 
years  iuikiwing  tke  dfnliMCtinn  of  his  eyes  by 
JKiwder^  I  saw  mnck  of  my  lather,  for  I  estab- 
£s2ied  Idm  at  n  fittle  nuuntiy  taTexn  near 
cnco^  to  the  ocean  to  hear  the  soxf  and 
smcii  tbe  salt  btcatk  of  it,  and  two  or  three 
times  n  we^  I  made  shift  to  get  down  wbere 
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he  was.     And  whether  my  stay  was  for  an  ^ 
hour  or  for  a  night — as  on  Sunday  this  last   -^    , 
came  often  to  be  the  chance — he  made  his  yS>tO\ttt 
pedigree,  or  what  he  dreamed  was  such,  the   g^^^ 
proud  burden  of  his  conversation.  ^  ^, 

Brian  Boru,  I  remember,  was  an  original  well-  ^*  ^tattf> 
head  of  our  family.  My  father  was  tireless  in 
his  settings  forth  of  this  hero  king  of  Munster; 
nor  did  he  fail  at  the  close  of  his  story  to  curse 
the  assassin  who  struck  down  Boru  at  Cion- 
tarf.  Sometimes  to  tease  him,  I'd  argue 
what  must  have  been  the  weak  and  primitive 
inconsequence  of  the  royal  Boru.  I'd  suggest 
that  by  the  sheer  narrowness  and  savagery  of 
the  hour  wherein  that  monarch  lived,  he  could 
have  been  nothing  more  royal  than  the  mere 
king  of  a  kale  patch,  and  probably  wore  less 
of  authority  with  still  less  of  revenue  and  fewer 
subjects  than  belong  commonly  with  any  dis- 
trict leader  of  Tammany  Hall.  At  these  base 
doubtings  my  parent's  wrath  would  moimt. 
He  woi3d  wax  vivid  with  a  picture  of  the 
majesty  and  grandeur  of  the  great  Boru;  and 
of  the  halls  wherein  he  fed  and  housed  a 
thousand  knights  compared  with  whom  in 
riches,  magnificence,  and  chivalrous  feats 
those  warriors  who  came  about  King  Arthur's 
round  table  showed  paltry,  mean  and  low. 
To  crown  narration  he  would  ascribe  to  Boru 
credit  as  a  world's  first  law  giver  and  hail  him 
author  of  the  "Code  Brian." 
"Shurel"  he  would  say;  "he  called  his  schol- 
ars and  his  penmen  about  him  and  he  made 
them  write  down  as  the  wor-rds  fell  from  th' 
mouth  av  him  th'  whole  of  th'  Code  Brian; 
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n>  this  in  tsr-m  was  a  model  of  th*  Code 
Vapoleon  tbMt  makes  th'  law  ay  Fr-rance  to- 
day.'' 

It  was  in  Tain  I  pointed  oat  that  the  French 
Code  foand  its  roots  and  as  well,  its  models, 
in  tiie  *H^orpiis  Jnris  Qvilis"  of  Justinian— I 
had  kamed  so  mnch  Latin  from  Father  Glen- 
non — and  that  nowhere  in  the  English  law 
was  the  ^'Code  &ian,"  as  he  called  it,  so  much 
as  adverted  to. 

''An'  that's  th'  Sasaenach  jealousy  av  tfaimP' 
he  would  say.  ''An'  who  was  this  Justinian? 
Who,  indade,  hut  a  tideyin'  Roman  imp'iot 
who  shtole  his  laws  from  King  Boru  just  as 
th'  Dagoes  ay  now  are  shtealin'  th'  jobs  at  th' 
mines  from  th'  Irish  an'  Welsh  to  whom  they 
bekmg  ay  r^i^ts." 

After  this  I  said  no  more;  I  did  not  explain 
that  Justinian  and  his  Pandects  and  the  others 
of  his  grand  body  of  civil  law  were  in  existence 
five  centuries  boore  the  martyred  Boru  was 
bom.  That  discovery  would  have  served  no 
purpose  beyond  my  parent's  exasperation  and 
earned  for  myself  as  well  as  the  world's  his- 
torians nau^t  save  a  cataract  of  hard  words. 
Tou  marv^  perhaps,  why  I  dwell  with  such 
length  on  the  memory  of  my  father — a  poor, 
blind,  ignorant  miner  of  coal!  I  loved  the  old 
man;  and  to  this  day  when  my  hair,  too,  is 
gray  and  idien  I  may  win  my  wealth  and 
count  my  wealth  and  keep  my  wealth  with 
any  of  the  land,  I  recall  him  as  the  only  man 
for  whom  I  have  felt  either  love  or  confidence 
en*  real  respect. 
Tes;  I  heard  much  of  the  blood  of  the  trucu- 
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lent   yet  wise  Boru;   also  of  younger  ances-  0 
tors  who  fought  for  the  Stuarts  against  Crom-  ^.^^i^^ 
well,  against  Monmouth,  against  William;  and  JStOlni 
later  in  both  the  "Fifteen"  and  in  the  "Forty-  ^(^ 
five."     Peculiarly  was  I  made  to  know  of  my  ^  fu^at-fit 
mother's  close  connection  by  blood  with  the  01  XftatlB 
house  of  that  brave  Sarsfield  "who,"  as  my 
father  explained,  "fairly  withstud  th'  Dootch- 
man  at  th'  Boyne;   an'  later  made  him  quit 
befure  th'  walls  of  Limerick." 
There  was  one  tradition  of  the  renowned  Sars- 
field which  the  old  gentleman  was  peculiarly 
prone  to  relate,  and  on  the  head  of  him  who 
distrusted  the  legend  there  was  sure  to  fall  a 
storm.     That   particular  tale   concerned   the 
Irish  soldier  and  the  sword  of  Wallace  wight. 
"Thish  Williajn  Wallace,"  my  father  was  wont 
to  say  as  he  approached  the  myth,  "was  a 
joint  (giant)  no  less.     He  was  nine  rut  'leven 
inches  tall  an'  his  soord  was  eight  fut  foore 
inches  long.     It's  in  Stirlin'  Cashtle  now,  an' 
there  niver  was  but  one  man  besides  Wallace 
who  cud  handle  it.     Th'  Black  Douglas  an' 
all  av  thim  Scotchmen  thried  it  an'  failed. 
Whin,  one  day,  along  comes  Gin'ral  Patrick 
Sarsfield — a  little  bit  av  a  felly,  only  five  fut 
siven  inches  tall — an'  he  tuk  that  soord  av 
William  Wallace  in  one  hand  an',  me  son,  he 
made  it  whishtle." 

But  I  must  press  forward  to  my  first  crime  of 
cards  or  your  patience  ^dll  desert.  During 
those  summer  months  on  Tom's  Run  when  the 
mines  were  open  and  my  father  and  his  mates 
of  the  pick  and  blast  were  earning  their  meager 
pay,  it  was  the  habit  of  himsefi  and  four  or 
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X[^h$  five  other  gentlemen  to  gather  in  the  Tom's 
^^11^  Run  Arms  when  Saturday  evening  came  on, 
WIlOORflr  and  relax  into  that  amusement  dear  to  Ireland 
known  as  forty-five.  Usually  they  played  for 
a  dime  a  comer;  on  occasional  rich  evenings 
the  stakes  mounted  dizzily  to  two-bits,  though 
this  last  was  not  often.  Now  I  was  preyed  on 
by  a  desire  to  make  one  at  this  Saturday  con- 
tention of  forty-five,  but  my  father  would 
never  consent. 

"Jack,"  he'd  say;  "you'd  only  lose  your 
money.  Shurel  you're  nawthin'  but  a  boy 
an'  not  fit  to  pla-ay  cards  with  th'  loikes  av 

Srown-up  men." 
ut  I  persisted;  I  argued — ^to  myself,  you 
may  be  certain — ^while  I  might  be  no  match 
for  these  old  professors  of  forty-five  who  played 
the  game  witii  never  a  mistake,  if  I,  like  them, 
played  honestly,  that  the  cunning  work  I 
meditated  could  not  fail  to  bring  me  in  the 
wealth.  At  last  one  of  the  others  came  to  my 
rescue. 

"Let  him  plar-ay,  Mishter  Roche,"  he  said. 
"Let's  win  ids  money  fr-rom  him  an'  it'll  be  a 
lesson.  He'll  not  lose  much  befure  he'll  be 
gla-ad  to  quit." 

"All  right,  thin,"  replied  my  father;  "you  can 
pla-ay.  Jack,  till  you  lose  fifty  cints;  an' 
that'll  do  ye.  Moind  now!  whin  you  lose  fifty 
cints  you  Shtop."  And  so  I  was  made  one  of 
the  circle. 

As  I  foresaw,  I  did  not  lose  the  four-bits  which 
my  indulgent  parent  had  marked  as  the  limits 
of  furthest  sacrifice  to  my  ambitious  inno- 
cence. Already  I  had  brought  back  to  Tom's 
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Run  a  curious  trick  or  two  from  Pittsburg.   0 
It  soon  came  to  be  my  "deal,"  and  the  moment  ^^^i^^^ 
I  got  the  cards  in  my  hands  I  abstracted  the  Swlni 
ace  of  hearts — a  most  doughty  creature  in  this  0(f 
game  of  forty-five  I — and  dropped  it  in  my  ^  n^^xirt^ 
lap,  covering  the  fact  from  the  vulgar  eye  ^*  liftaXtS 
with  a  fold  of  my  handkerchief.     That  was  all 
the  chicane  I  practised;    I  kept  myself  in  a 
constant  possession  of  the  ace  of  hearts  and 
played  it  at  a  crisis;  and  at  once  the  wagered 
dimes  of  the  others  began  to  travel  into  my 
illicit  pockets  where  they  made  a  merry  jingle, 
I  warrant  you!     The  honest  Irish  from  whom 
I  was  filching  these  small  tributes  never  once 
bethought  that  I  might  play  them  sharp;  they 
attributed  my  gains  to  mck  and  loud  was  ex- 
clamation over  my  good  fortune.    Time  and 
again,  for  I  was  not  their  equal  as  a  mere 
puiyer,  Pd  board  the  wrong  card.     When  I'd 
make  such  a  mistake,  one  of  them  would  cry: 
«D'ye  moind,  that  nowl     D'ye  moind  how 
ba-ad  he  plays!" 

**An'  yet,"  another  would  add,  "an*  yet  he 
rakes  th»  money!" 

Altogether  I  regarded  my  entrance  into  this 
ten-cent  game  of  forty-five  as  a  most  felicitous 
affair.  I  won  at  every  sitting;  getting  up  on 
some  occasions  with  as  much  as  eight  dollars 
of  profit  for  mv  evening's  work.  In  those 
•days  I  went  wilUngly  to  Tom's  Run,  quitting 
Pittsburg  without  a  sigh;  and  such  was  my 
ardor  to  fleece  these  co^-digging  comrades  of 
my  father — and  for  that  matter,  my  father, 
also;  for  like  your  true  gambler,  I  played  no 
favorites  and  was  as  hot  to  gather  in  the  dimes 
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waitmg  about  the  forty-five  table  when  follow- 
ing supper  they  appeared.  And  it  all  went 
fayorably  with  me  for  perhaps  a  dozen  sit- 
tings; my  aggregate  gains  must  have  reached 
the  mighty  sum  of  sixty  dollars.  Of  a  merry 
verity!  silver  was  at  high  tide  in  my  hands! 
One  evening  as  the  ha&  dozen  of  us  devoted 
to  the  science  of  forty-five  drew  up  to  the 
table — myself  a  stripling  boy,  the  others 
bearded  miner  men — my  father  complained  of 
an  ache  in  his  head  or  an  ache  in  his  stomach 
or  some  malady  equally  cogent,  and  said  he'd 
not  play. 

"Pll  have  me  poipe  an*  me  mug  av  beer,"  he 
said,  "an'  resht  mesilf  a  bit.  It's  loike  111 
feel  betther  afther  a  whoile  an'  then  I'll  take 
a  ha-and." 

Play  began,  while  my  suffering  father  with  his 
aches,  Ms  tobacco  and  his  beer,  sat  nursing 
himself  at  a  near-by  table.  I  lost  no  time  in 
acquiring  my  magic  ace  of  hearts,  and  at  once 
the  stream  of  us^  fortune  set  in  to  flow  my 
way. 

Ten  years,  yes,  one  jeai  later,  my  suspicions 
toucbing  my  father's  illness  and  his  reasons 
for  this  unprecedented  respite  from  the  cares 
of  forty-five  would  have  stood  more  on  tiptoe. 
As  it  was,  however,  it  never  assailed  me  as  a 
thouf^t  that  I  had  become  the  subject  of  an- 
cestral doubts.  I  cheated  on  and  on,  and 
made  hay  while  the  stm  shone  with  never  a 
dond  in  the  sky. 

It  was  not  noticed  by  me,  but  following  a  half- 
hour's    play  and  while  I  was  shuffing  the 
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cards  for  a  deal,  my  parent  stole  noiselessly  ^ 
behind  my  chair.     He  reached  under  my  arm  ^^^i^„ 
and  lifted  the  comer  of  the  concealing  hand-  ^tOltVi 
kerchief  which  filled  my  lap.     Horrors!  there  ^n 
lay  the  tell-tale  ace  of  hearts!     Even  then  I  ^  lu^mf^ 
realized  nothing  and  knew  not  that  my  vil-  ^*  i^WiXfti 
lainy  was  made  bare.      This  news,  however, 
was  not  long  in  its  arrival. 
"Niver  did  I  r-raise  a  boy  to  be  a  r-robber!" 
roared  my  father. 

Coincident  with  this  remark,  the  paternal 
hand — ^not  the  lightest  nor  least  formidable  on 
Tom's  Rim — dealt  me  a  buffet  on  the  head 
that  lifted  me  from  my  sinful  chair  and  hurled 
me  across  the  room  and  against  the  wall  full 
fifteen  feet  away.  My  teeth  clattered,  my  wits 
reeled,  while  my  ill-gotten  silver  danced 
blithely  to  a  metallic  music  of  its  own. 
"Niver  did  I  r-raise  a  boy  to  be  a  r-robber!" 
again  shouted  my  father.  Then  seizing  me 
by  the  collar,  he  lifted  me  to  my  feet.  "Put 
all  your  money  on  the  ta-ablel"  he  cried; 
"put  ivry  groat  av  it!" 
There  was  no  escape;  I  was  powerless  in  the 
talons  of  an  inexorable  fate.  My  pockets 
yielded  a  harvest  of  hardby  seventy-five  dol- 
lars— something  more  than  the  total  of  my 
winnings — ^and  this  was  placed  in  the  center  of 
the  table  which  had  so  lately  witnessed  my 
skill.  An  even  distribution  was  then  made 
by  my  father  among  the  victims,  each  getting 
his  share  of  the  recovered  treasure;  my  father 
keeping  none  for  himself  though  urged  by  the 
others  to  that  end. 

"No,"  said  my  father;    "I'll  touch  niver  a 
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penny  av  it.  Yon  take  th'  mouay;  I'll 
shift  that  the  dishgrace  of  bein'  fa-ather 
rapparee  shall  do  for  me  share!" 
Wim  that,  he  withdrew  from  the  scene  of  mj 
downftdl,  carrying  me  fast  in  his  clutch;  audi 
Inter — bathed  with  tears  of  pain  and  diame — -11 
was  dragged  into  the  presence  of  my  motlijef  1 
and  Father  Glennon  by  the  ignominions  ear. 
It  did  not  cure  me  of  cards,  however;  1 
the  whole  gamut  of  gambling  and  won  dan-J 
gerous  prominence  as  a  sharper  of  elevaf" 
and  rank.  Some  farther  day,  should  you  i 
to  listen,  I  may  unfold  concerning  othe 
my  adyentures;  I  may  even  relate — as  a 
most  to  my  diplomatic  glory ^  perhaps — ^hovl 
I  brought  Casino  Joe  to  endow  me  with  that] 
great  secret,  richer,  in  truth  I  than  the  mf  " 
of  Peru!  of  "How  to  Tell  the  Last  Four.'* 
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Cl^e  Casiual  Club 

nAH  glad  that  Archbishop  Whately 
once  observed  that  we  are  to  culti- 
vate not  alone  the  cornfields  of  the 
intelligence,  but  the  pleasure  grounds 
as  well,  for  it  needs  an  eminent 
name  to  defend  last  evening's  conversation 
of  the  Casual  Club,  which  besides  being 
idly  erratic  and  desultory  in  its  searchings 
after  subjects,  was  something  of  the  lightest 
withal,  and  carried  many  assertions  of  fact 
and  drawn  inferences,  for  the  accuracy  or 
validity  whereof,  a  cautious  man  and  one 
sensible  of  a  peril  which  might  threaten  his 
standing  for  probity  or  good  sense,  would 
assuredly  hesitate  to  stand  sponsor. 
Fatfloat  as  he  sat  down  cast  a  glance  out  of  the 
taU  windows  on  the  lamp-sprinkled  scene  out- 
spread below — for  because  of  the  warm  weather 
our  dining  convention  took  place  on  the  Hoff- 
man roof — and  shaking  his  benevolent  head 
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^hf  at  one  in  the  mood  composite  of  relief  and 
#nlOOfcft  ^MPP^^^>  ^egai^:  "What  a  wilderness  is 
a  great  city!  All  day  I've  been  on  business 
about  the  streets,  and  albeit  I  have  dwelt 
here  many  years  and  must  own  the  acquaint- 
ance of  thousands,  I  now  for  the  first  time 
since  morning  encotmter  the  faces  of  folk 
I  know.  The  Arabs  have  it  that  *  In.  the  desert, 
no  man  meets  a  friend,'  and  I've  reflected 
more  than  once  that  'city'  might  be  added 
and  the  proverb  enriched  with  a  compound 
subject  and  thereby  a  double  truth  be  told. 
If  the  Arabs  will  answer  as  to  the  desolation 
of  Sahara's  sands,  I  will  retort  with  equal 
confidence  for  the  lack  of  friendship  inherent 
of  the  lonely  hard  unloving  pavements  of 
the  town.  It  makes  me  glad  to  have  my 
chair  among  you;  and  while  I  cannot  boast 
the  erudition  of  Vacuum  nor  his  taste  for 
the  classics  I  feel  with  force  the  remark  of 
an  ancient  wise  one — ^whose  name  eludes  me — 
and  am  ready  to  believe  that  '  He  who  loves 
solitude  must  be  either  a  beast  or  a  god.' " 

*     *     * 

|N    forgetting    your    authority.  Friend 

Fatfloat,"    returned    Vacuum,    "you 

do   no    worse   than   Bacon   who   in 

his  essays  has  a  use  for  the  same  aphorism. 
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However,  the  Queen's  'Young  Lord  Keeper*  tD/lft 
as  the  royal  Elizabeth  styled  him,  did  not  ^g^nnl 
wholly  agree  with  that  sage  whose  wisdom 
you  find  so  much  in  sympathy  with  your 
feelings;  for  in  those  elucidations  into  which 
he  tlurows  himself  he  attempts  elaborations 
of  the  term  'solitude'  and  explains  it  to  mean 
much  more  than  was  permitted  by  the  phil- 
osopher. Indeed  Bacon  goes  with  you,  as 
to  the  solitude  of  great  cities.  *For  a  crowd,' 
he  says,  Hs  not  company,  and  faces  are  but 
a  gallery  of  pictures,  and  talk  but  a  tinkling 
cymbal,  where  there  is  no  love.'  And  with 
that  our  woolsack  writer  enlarges  upon  friend- 
ship as  a  heart's  necessity  of  humanity.  We 
may  have,  he  argues,  sarza  for  the  liver,  steel 
for  the  spleen,  flower  of  sulphur  for  the  limgs, 
castoreum  for  the  brain,  'but  no  receipt 
openeth  the  heart  save  a  true  friend.'  And 
he  points  how  the  most  exalted,  as  Kings 
and  Emperors,  have  been  ever  among  those 
to  place  a  wondrous  value  on  friendship, 
and  from  time  to  time  would  raise  imderlings 
to  be  their  equals  almost,  sacrificing  dignity 
and  safety  for  the  luxury  of  companionship, 
as  did  Scylla  with  Pompey,  and  Caesar  with 
Decimus  Brutus,  whose  friendly  power  over 
the  conqueror  became  so  great  the  Romans 
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^^  declared  he  had  enchanted  C»sar  and  called 
AnlOOfcft  ^^^  'Tenefica'  or  witch." 

^'Friendship,"  observed  Enfield  in  correspond- 
ence with  what  Vacuum  had  said,  ''cannot  be 
too  often  nor  too  much  extolled.  It  not  only  is 
the  heart's  food  but  nourishes  the  imderstand- 
ing.  Mere  comradeship  and  even  the  com- 
pany of  one's  enemies  do  the  latter,  and  one 
will  whet  his  intellect  on  them  as  a  boar 
whets  his  tusks  against  a  tree.  Men  of  them^ 
selves  and  solitary  are  but  imintelligent  little 
things,  and  would  be  mentally  scarce  supe- 
rior to  dogs  and  apes  were  it  not  for  what  is 
offered  by  those  about  them.  Tour  man 
is  like  a  match  which  must  find  some  hard 
quality  without  itself  against  which  it  must 
strike  before  it  will  bum.  He  has  no  power 
of  self-ignition.  Yet  while  rimple  company, 
and  even  that  of  a  foe,  will  strengthen  and 
teach  growth  to  one's  understanding  just 
as  a  wrestler  toughens  and  waxes  strong 
while  he  exerts  himself  against  an  adversary, 
there  is  a  virtue  to  be  drawn  from  friendship 
and  a  health  in  kindly  confidence  which  will 
owe  itself  to  no  other  origin  or  source.  That 
heart's  suppression  to  be  ever  the  corollary 
of  complete  self-cotmsel  will  rack  the  strongest 
and  has,  ere  now,  over-tipped  the  best  balanced 
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into   the   abyss   of   insanity.     There   is   the  fjj^^f 
Eleyenth  Louis  in  instance;    and  of  Charles  <|rntft|n1 
of  Burgundy,  called  *The  Bull'  for  his  fierce  >|pi^  i. 
temper,    and   who    boasted — as   indeed    did  ^^^"^ 
our  own  Mr.  Keene  in  a  recent  interview — 
that   'he   trusted   no   man,  confided   in   no 
man  and  told  to  no  one  his  hopes  and  fears,' 
the  historian  Comenius  wrote    in  comment 
thereon,  'This  closeness,  did  impair  and  perish 
his    tmderstanding.'     Bacon    says    all    this, 
and   cites    Pythagoras   for    the   cannibalism 
of  that  secrecy  without  a  friend  which  'eateth 
its  own  heart.' " 

*  *  * 
(PEAKING  of  friendship,"  broke  in 
Van  Addle,  who  seized  on  a  first 
opening  to  drag  discussion  into  the 
theater  of  local  politics,  ''did  you  note  the 
amiable  counsel  of  Mr.  Scannell  to  Mr.  Croker 
in  a  late  issue  of  the  'Brooklyn  Eagle,'  and 
his  demand  that  Mr.  C.  sell  his  estates  in 
England  and  returning  take  charge  of  Tam- 
many Hall?" 

^'From  the  present  standpoints  of  Tammany," 
said  Enfield,  "Mr.  Scannell's  counsel  is  good. 
The  organization  lies  like  a  wreck  on  a  reef 
and  the  waves  of  internal  dissensions  sweep 
its   decks.     Doubtless    Mr.  Croker    with   his 
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'^P^  known  genius  for  management  would  work 

#nlOOfcfr  ^^  ^^^  ^^^P  water  again.      Moreover  he  mig^t 

insist    on   a    htmt    for    those    hundreds  of 

thousands  of  funds  which  have  so  strangely 

disappeared." 

'*Mr.  Croker,"  said  Lemon  with  a  sour  twinkle, 
'^would  blow  no  such  hunting  call  and  put 
no  such  hue  and  cry  afoot.  Doubtless  he 
has  heard  with  concern  of  the  mysterious 
cleaning  out  of  the  Tammany  strong  box; 
but  'least  said,  soonest  mended'  has  been 
for  long  a  favorite  adage  with  Mr.  Croker 
and  indubitably  his  experience  of  cows  must 
have  taught  him  the  futility  of  tears  on  any 
occasion  of  spilled  milk.  Mr.  Croker  is  no 
Lot's  wife  to  look  backward  in  a  moment  of 
danger  and  should  he  return — ^which  he  will 
not — you  have  my  assurance  that  a  quest 
for  those  lost  moneys  is  the  last  thing  heU 
propose." 

"But  do  you  believe,"  persisted  Van  Addle, 
"that  his  coming  would  bring  strength  to 
the  organization?" 

"For  the  moment,  yes,"  returned  Lemon. 
"But  with  a  half  honesty  and  a  half  wisdom 
Tammany  would  be  better  restored  without 
him.  There  is  no  leader  to  equal  Mr.  Croker 
in  those  granite  elements  which  make  for 
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the  i^reatness  of  a  captain,  yet  there  are  men  ^hf 
of  the  Hall,  any  one  of  whom  would  lead  (ratfttal 
successfully  if  given  command,  and  were 
harmony  and  loyalty  to  pitch  their  tents 
about  him.  Mr.  Croker's  home-coming  and 
renewed  control  might  be  a  good,  yet  it  is 
not  a  necessary  move.  For  what  saith  the 
mighty  Napoleon — 'No  man's  loss  is  irrepa- 
rable! No  man  is  necessary;  nor  I,  nor 
Csesar,  nor  Alexander!  The  world  will  go 
on.  The  name  of  a  conqueror  or  an  Emperor 
is  but  a  college  theme!'  Where  Napoleon 
conceded  so  much,"  concluded  Lemon  with 
the  flicker  of  a  sneer,  ''it  will  not,  I  trust, 
be  regarded  as  any  madness  of  insult  when 
I  say  that  without  Mr.  Croker  the  Tammany 
day  may  even  yet  be  saved." 

*  *  * 
|AMMAN Y  HALL,"  remarked  Vacuum, 
"does  not  need  a  chief  to  save  it  so 
much  as  a  principle.  Tammany  has 
no  morality  of  purpose;  it  is  a  pack  of  wolves 
where  each  individual  dreams  of  nothing  but 
filling  his  own  mouth.  They  are  held  to- 
gether by  an  appetite;  one  wants  an  office, 
another  a  contract;  one  and  all  they  follow 
the  hunt  of  politics  for  motives  always  per- 
sonal and  often  base.     If  they  were  capable 
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^^  of  a  principle,  these  voracious  folk  of  Tain- 
^nlOOkfP  many,  they  might  yet  see  a  victory.  But 
they  are  not;  they  have  neither  a  pride  nor  a 
patriotism  for  the  city;  they  think  only  of 
fleecing  and  never  of  governing,  and  look  on  the 
town  as  an  oyster  to  be  opened  and  devoured. 
No  mere  chief  will  again  lead  Tammany  to 
triumph  unless  it  first  relegates  its  rogues  to 
obscurity,  embrace  integrity,  cultivate  a 
principle  and  experience  purity  and  a  change 
of  heart." 

"And  having  thus  lashed  Tammany,"  said 
Lemon,  '^will  you.  Vacuum,  please  indicate 
what  your  mugwump  administration  has 
done  or  is  doing  in  the  furtherance  of  reform? 
and  a  higher,  whiter  civic  life?  It  has  had 
control  six  months,  and  so  far  as  I  may  tell 
by  sight  and  smell  the  town's  the  same  gutter 
of  inglorious  vileness  and  iniquitous  sink,  with 
streets  as  thronged  of  evil  doers  as  in  any 
Tammany  hour  most  venally  glaring  and 
hectic  of  sin." 

Lemon's  question  irritated  Vacuum  who  re- 
torted that  Lemon  was  ever  prone  to  speak  ill 
of  mugwumps. 

'<You  imflaggingly  recur  to  the  term  'mug- 
wump',"   snapped    Vacuum,  while    a    flu^ 
darkened  his  brow;  "you  roll  the  word  imder 
zo 
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your  tongue  as  a  morsel  of  sweetness!    I  tjj^^t 
should  like  mightily  to  hear  your  definition  of  <ir|||^|||ll 
^mugwump,'    and    then    I'd    win    to    wider 
chance  of  answering  your  curiosity." 
«A  mugwump,  my  dear  Vacuum,"  replied 
Lemon,    who    much    enjoyed    his    friend's 
wrath,  <'a  mugwump  is  a  republican  or  a 
democrat  who  is  ashamed  of  himself.     More- 
over, I  like  mugwumps  and  delight  in  them 
while  being  none  m3rself .     I  but  say  of  them — 
to    retire    to    your    favorite    Athens — ^what 
Phocion  said  of    Leosthenes  and  his  demo- 
crats,  'They  are  like  the   cypress,  tall  and 
comely,  but  like  the  cypress  bear  no  fruit.' " 

*  *  * 
''■■T  is  not  needed,"  observed  Enfield, 
H I  that  I  express  my  disagreement  with 
"  Vacuum  in  those  moral  estimates  he 
has  voiced  of  the  folk  of  Tammany  Hall. 
As  I  remarked  aforetime,  full  nineteen  of 
every  Tammany  twenty  are  honest  souls 
enough.  They  but  submit  themselves  to  be 
ground  beneath  the  domination  of  a  coterie 
of  black  rogues  who  use  their  votes  and 
turn  their  power  to  the  fattening  of  their  own 
wicked  fortunes.  What  Tammany  needs 
more  than  any  accession  of  principle  is  a 
r  '  ^^Uon;  it  has  principle  enough  if  the  lat- 
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XU^Ift  ter  would  but  emerge  from  the  smother  of 
^nlOOftfT  ^'^^  ^^  ^^  ^^P  ^^^  assert  itself.  The  organ- 
ization has  been  blind  to  its  own  interests,  or 
discerning  them — ^in  the  frowning  and  dry- 
ing face  of  a  '  boss  % — too  timid  in  demanding 
that  those  interests  be  conserved.  The  good 
man  has  been  put  aside  or  passed  over,  and 
each  active  son  of  evil  hurried  to  the  iU  fore. 
I  was  made  to  remember  this  the  more  earn- 
estly by  virtue  of  a  story  in  the  papers  which 
told  of  the  dismissal  of  certain  litigation 
pending  heretofore  against  Mr.  Whalen,  our 
once  Corporation  Counsel.  Mr.  Whalen  had 
been  called,  it  seems,  by  his  position  to  con- 
strue the  law  in  that  particular,  and  said  as  his 
opinion  that  for  city  work  whether  dcme  by 
contract  or  the  corporation  direct  each  work- 
man was  entitled  to  the  best  prevailing  wage ; 
and  that  a  work  day  was  eight  hours.  For 
this,  sundry  gentlemen  who  paid  taxes  brought 
suit  against  him,  setting  up  the  claim  that 
a  work  day  carried  ten  hours;  and  con- 
tending, also,  that  every  need  of  the  laborer 
should  be  made  of  public  advantage  and  he  be 
ground  to  the  last  sixpence  and  set  to  his  toil 
for  as  little  as  he  would  accept.  Had  this 
litigation  gone  against  Mr.  Whalen  he  would 
have  been  mulcted  in  judgment  for  fully 
la 
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one  million  of  dollars  and  made  bankrupt  ^Ift 
and  beggared  on  the  instant.     But  he  was  in  <I^|||g;||Kl 
office  to  declare  the  law;  and  being  honest 
with  the  courage  of  his  convictions  he  faced 
unflinchingly  this  peril." 
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*<rnOR  is  this,"  continued  Enfield,  <Hhe 
ll^l  entire  record  for  excellence  of  Mr. 
■™™  Whalen.  Four  years  ago  and  more 
he  took  up  the  duties  of  Corporation  Coimsel. 
As  a  fljrst  proposal,  simdry  of  the  rascal  ele- 
ments— powerful,  and  prominent  if  not  honor- 
able about  Mr.  Croker — came  promptly  and 
would  have  established  a  'skinning'  depart- 
ment imder  the  official  shadow  of  Mr.  Whalen 
with  a  pirate  purpose  to  extort  whatever  rich 
fraction  was  possible  from  each  and  all  who 
with  claims  against  the  town  were  driven  by 
stress  of  charter  or  statute  to  deal  and  treat 
with  the  Corporation  Counsel.  Against  the 
installation  of  this  ring  of  robbers  Mr.  Whalen 
set  his  face  as  flint.  He  would  have  none  of 
it;  no  blackmail  should  be  worked  through 
the  use  of  his  office  or  an  employment  of  his 
name. 

*'Al80,   by  way  of  further  offence,  he  once 
advised   the    dismissal   of    the   dubious  Mr. 
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^||f    Devery,  then  chief  of  the  police;  and  irhen 
^tllOOkft  that  was  reftteed,  he  still  later  declined  to  al- 
low that  gentleman  those  moneys  paid  an  at- 
torney for  defending  him  in  what  trials  and 
criminal  tribulations  befell  and  smote  upon 
him  from  expensive  time  to  time. 
''In  short,  Mr.  Whalen  comported  himself  as  a 
gentleman  of  integrity  and  respect  and  an  officer 
with  a  conscience.     And  while  he  left  a  record 
without  a  flaw  and  defended  from  invasion  the 
last  interest  of  the  town,  he  offended  by  that 
very  uprightness  the  dark  gentry  at  the  Tam- 
many tbp.     A  dozen  'leaders'  the  teeth   of 
whose  rapacity  he  had  broken  and  whose 
wolfish    muzzles    he    had    rapped,    howled 
against  him  their  denunciations.     He  was  'too 
honest';  those  were  the  words  of  their  com- 
plaint. 

"When  that  notorious  Casualty  Company — 
meant  to  bleed — ^found  formation,  Mr.  Whalen, 
being  Corporation  Counsel,  and  therefore  in 
position  to  act  towards  the  Company  for  black 
or  white,  was  offered  a  block  of  stock,  Mr. 
Whalen  declined  what  others  accepted.  Mr. 
Whalen  refused  to  be  bound  to  the  'Casualty' 
chariot  wheel  and  would  not  submit  to  fetters 
though  the  latter  were  of  gold.  From  the  be- 
ginning to  the  end,  with  a  best  record  of  any 
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officer  who  has  held  fhe  place,  Mr.  Whalen  tIP|^t 
made  never  one  ignoble  penny  *on  the  side.' "     iCBtfUAl 


*     *     * 

**  VVT  was  Mr.  Whalen,  too,  who,  seizing  on 
HI  the  Comptroller's  earliest  admission 
™"  of  the  town's  solvency,  set  the 
machinery  of  tunnel-building  in  operation, 
and  broke  first  and  practical  ground  for  that 
vast  improvement  with  a  volunteer  Inter- 
view' published  in  the  'Herald,'  the  files 
whereof  will  avouch  the  accuracy  of  my 
memory.  Mr.  Whalen  was  the  Man  who 
began  the  Tunnel;  and  while  hundreds  of 
every  condition,  from  banker  to  politician, 
from  Mr.  Belmont  to  Mr.  Croker,  are  dividing 
among  themselves  those  millions  for  con- 
struction and  are  hereafter  to  divide  those 
further  millions  from  the  operation  of  the 
road,  Mr.  Whalen  has  not  and  has  not  had  a 
least  splinter  of  private  concern  therein 
whether  direct  or  indirect,  and  stands  not  to 
make  a  shilling  of  personal  gain  from  those 
streams  of  tunnel  riches  which  his  word  un- 
locked. 

''With  such  a  story  of  honesty  and  civil  worth 
one  might  have  expected  to  read  of  Mr. 
Whalen  on  last  auttmm's  ticket.  If  Tam- 
many had  been  looking  either  to  strengthen 
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Q^  itadf  or  paj  a  compliment  to  public  Tirtm 
#Wl<OlUT  ^^^^  ticket  would  have  carried  Mr.  Whalen's 
name  and  tiiereby  gained  a  popular  impetos 
wMch  its  presence  would  have  fumishftd. 
But  the  ebon  influences  were  opposed;  he 
was  *too  honesf ;  and  those  traits  of  decent 
excellence  iddch  should  have  insured  his  pfo- 
motion  were  the  arguments  iddch  worked  his 
defeat.  It  was  blindness,  it  was  perfidy  on 
tiie  organization's  part,  and  yet  it  is  a  speci- 
men of  what  went  on  with  Tammany  at  that 
time  and  the  story  of  Mr.  Whalen  is  the  story 
of  scores.  The  midnight  rings  and  combines, 
tiie  bloodsuckers  and  criminal  tax-eaters  had 
the  bridge;  they  feared  integrity  as  rognes 
ever  do;  and  they  refused  elevation  to  Mr. 
Whalen  and  every  other  man  of  threatening 
lumesty  and  ran  Tammany  solely  for  the  pro- 
motion of  villainy  that  paid.  And  they 
wrecked  it  as  you  see.  And  whether  Mr. 
Croko'  return,  or  abide  quietly  by  alien  cows 
and  English  chums,  retorting  butter  from 
cream  for  the  British  behoof,  Tammany  will 
continue  to  be  a  wreck  while  it  enthrones 
venality  as  a  principle  and  makes  robbery  its 
purpose,  or  describe  integrity  as  an  offence 
and  discards  those  best  men — ^whose  history  of 
office  is  tiie  organization's  ornament — on  an 
i6 
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argument  that  they  are  unavailable  because  XE'^t 
<too  honest' to  be  trusted.  Mr. Whalen  for  those  ^jTatfttxl 
same  reasons  of  good  character  enjoyed  ex- 
clusion from  the  list  of  sachems.  It  is  as 
much  to  his  credit  as  it  is  to  the  organiza- 
tion's disaster  and  disgrace,  for  as  affairs 
trend  it  is  sharply  the  question  whether  a 
sentence  to  Sing  Sing  or  a  connection  with 
Tammany  would  leave  on  one's  reputation 
a  greater  and  more  lasting  stain." 

*  *  * 
AGREE  with  you  heartily,  Enfield," 
said  Vacutun,  '4n  what  you  say  of 
Mr.  Whalen.  As  our  Corporation 
Counsel  he  would  have  fully  replied  to  the 
demand  of  Seneca  for  a  man  who  could  live 
with  doors  imbarred  and  actions  open  to  the 
common  eye.  And  you  recall,  do  you  not, 
how  at  one  of  our  meetings  I  suggested  the 
formation  of  a  body  of  censors,  what  our 
facetious  Lemon  called  'Monks  of  Politics,'  and 
which  you  recommended  I  name  'The  Holy 
Order  of  Ichneumons,'  after  that  virtuous 
little  animal  who  destroyed  the  saurian  eggs 
and  so  rescued  the  Egyptians  tolerant  of 
crocodiles  from  a  mischievous  multiplication 
of  their  wid»-jawed  gods?  Do  you  not  now 
tee  that  had  such  a  body  owned  existence 
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^Plfi  it  would  liave  protected  Mr.  Whalen?  tliat 
AtllOObft  ^^  ^i^oold  have  approved  him  bj  resolution 
and  made  intimation  to  Tammany  in  advance 
of  its  ticket-mongering  of  the  urgent  propriety 
of  Mr.  Whalen's  nomination?  And  if  that 
were  not  enough,  how  readily  and  easily  the 
'Ichneumons'  might  have  managed  an  appeal 
to  the  voting  masses!" 

''The  voting  masses!"  interjected  Lemon 
with  high  scorn,  "I'm  growing  weary  of  the 
word!  And  what,  pray,  would  the  masses 
have  accomplished?  If  it  be  a  question 
of  venality  the  masses  are  no  better  than 
the  classes,  and  sell  out  for  less.  And  as 
for  their  intelligence  I  hold  with  Chesterfield 
that  'The  masses  are  seldom  right  and  then 
only  for  a  wrong  reason.'  He  is  ill  defended 
who  has  nobody  save  the  masses  on  his  side." 
"And  now,"  remarked  Van  Addle  with  a 
plain  purpose  to  shift  debate — Van  Addle 
ever  shuddered  as  Lemon  turned  coleric— 
"and  now  I  observe  that  Mr.  Lamont  is 
offered  by  a  select  circle  as  a  possible  demo- 
cratic nominee  for  the  governorship." 
"Mr.  Lamont  would  make  a  good  candidate 
and  a  good  executive,"  said  Enfield.  "It 
is  not  to  be  supposed,  however,  that  the  fortune 
to  be  chosen  will  travel  his  way.  He  would 
i8 
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strive  to  carry  the  State  merely  as  a  method  ^hf 
of  letting  down  the  bars  for  the  entrance  of  <|rxtf|tx1 
Mr.  Cleveland  as  a  next  presidential  candi-  >ri|.i| 
date.  Mr.  Hill,  ever  ambitious  and  never 
free  of  a  plot,  would  thwart  such  move- 
ment. Mr.  Hill  is  eager  to  make  the  presi- 
dential race  himself.  But  he  will  be  denied; 
his  opportunity,  if  one  ever  belonged  to  him, 
came  and  departed  years  ago  and  will 
not  know  renewal.  The  nominee  for  gover- 
nor, if  there  be  wit  or  worth  of  party  left, 
will  be  Mr.  Stanchfield.  With  the  awful 
handicap  of  Bryan  he  made  a  brilliant 
battle,  and  he  should  receive  renomination. 
I've  no  doubt  but  he  will;  and  should  he 
succeed  at  the  polls,  that  victory  will  solve  the 
puzzle  of  democracy's  next  national  nomi- 
nee. It  will  not  be  Mr.  Cleveland  or  Mr. 
Hill  or  Mr.  Bryan  or  Mr.  Olney;  and  as 
against  all  others  in  the  event  I've  sup- 
posed Mr.  Stanchfield's  name  will  have  flash- 
light recognition.  Should  the  party  lose 
New  York  this  autunm — and  there's  every 
encouragement  to  the  republicans — the  next 
presidential  democrat  should  be  Maryland's 
Mr.  Gorman." 

*    *     * 
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tEltt  *%!OP^^  discourse  of  matters  presidential," 
OnlOObfr  ■■  ^^  Lemon,  ''reminds  me  that  an 
"  Eastern  College  the  other  day  conr 
ferred  on  Mr.  Roosevelt  the  title  of  Doctor  of 
Laws.  I  might  wish,  for  I  rather  admire  that 
Tigorons  though  at  times  misadvised  ezeco- 
tive,  the  decoration  owned  a  nobler  meaning. 
As  grind  the  mills,  however,  any  ignoramus 
eminent  of  money  or  politics  is  within  the 
immediate  reach  of  this  title  and  its  presence 
proves  no  more  as  to  the  attainments  of  its 
possessor  than  might  the  numbered  badge 
of  a  car  conductor.  Mr.  Adams  said  sixty 
years  ago,  when  writing  in  his  diary  ci 
an  occasion  similar  with  Mr.  Roosevelt's 
and  in  which  Mr.  Jackson,  then  president, 
assisted,  'Seminaries  of  learning  have  been 
sycophants  and  time  servers  in  all  ages.' '' 
"There  is  much  to  fear,"  remarked  Fatfloat 
who  had  not  spoken  for  some  time,  'that 
the  next  national  convention  of  his  party 
may  not  emulate  this  lodge  of  learning  in 
its  complaisant  bestowal  of  titles  on  Mr. 
Roosevelt.  He  will  not  be  called  as  its 
candidate.  I  am,  as  you  know,  a  republican 
and  may  claim  some  right  to  speak.  Mr. 
Roosevelt  has  given  singular  offense  to  the 
party's  most  powerful  elements,  and  by  that 
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I  mean  the  Trusts.  True  they  have  of  late  tEUft 
much  subdued  his  volatility  and  bestirred  <I^g(g;||3[l 
themselves  more  or  less  in  doing  with  him  ^Uth 
what  the  Barons  did  with  John  at  Runny- 
mede.  But  they  fear  him  and  withhold 
their  confidence  from  him,  as  they  would  « 
from  any  who,  with  incessant  eyes  on  the 
people  is  forever  and  by  all  fustian  means 
seeking  their  handclap  of  approval.  I  was 
in  speech  with  a  magnate  of  these  great  money 
combinations  only  yesterday  and  in  dis- 
cussing Mr.  Roosevelt,  he  said: — <He  is  a 
dangerous  n^ui  with  a  presidency  just  as 
a  boy  would  be  dangerous  with  a  gun.  He's 
forever  pointing  it  at  somebody,  and  one 
day  it  will  go  off  with  trouble  and  much  in- 
jury to  occur  as  a  result.  Besides  he  wants 
in  repose  and  lacks  of  dignity.  A  president 
should  curb  exuberance  for  the  same  reason 
that  a  parson  should  not  lapse  into  a  Lan- 
cashire clog  -  dance  between  the  prayer 
and  the  sermon  or  whUe  the  collection  is 
being  taken  up.  Propriety,  man !  propriety! 
and  our  president  comports  himself  as  one 
who  has  yet  to  hear  of  the  word!  Moreover, 
he's  too  heatedly  zealous  to  become  a  popular 
idol — ^a  pet  of  the  people.     And  he  goes  about 
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Q^  it  prodigiouslj  the  wrong  way.  In  much 
#WhHrttfr  ^  ^^  lumbering  playfuhiesB  he  resembles 
that  ill-guided  cow  who  yearned  also  to  be 
a  pet.  She  envied  the  spaniel  and  watched 
to  learn  those  affectionate  demonstrations 
which  earned  for  it  the  caresses  of  the 
master  to  whom  she  (the  cow)  so  panted  to 
endear  herself.  At  last  she  discovered  the 
spaniel's  secret,  and  awaited  but  fitting  chance 
to  put  the  knowledge  into  loving  use  and  ad- 
vance herself  in  the  master's  esteem.  The  op- 
portunity arrived.  The  master  sought  the 
shade  of  an  apple  tree,  for  the  day  was  sultry, 
and  placing  a  camp  chair  to  best  advantage, 
sat  down,  spread  a  paper  over  his  face  to  fend 
against  the  lights  and  the  flies,  and  at  once  fell 
into  deepest  sltunber.  The  affectionate  cow  per- 
ceiving the  ripeness  of  the  hour  in  its  arrival, 
now  put  herself  in  motion  and  coming  up 
at  a  gallop  threw  herself  in  most  antic  and 
merry  fashion  into  the  master's  lap.  And  so 
with  Mr.  Roosevelt.  In  his  ignorance  of  the 
causes  of  all  true  popularity,  he  is  forever  hurl- 
ing himself  into  the  laps  of  the  people  with 
the  certainty  of  nothing  save  their  wrath  and 
ridicule  as  his  reward.' " 
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|H£  fable,  Fatfloat,  is  exceeding  pat,"  ^^^ 
said  Vacuum,  who  had  listened  with  /rBtfttal 
much  pleasure,  <'and  you  tell  it  more 
than  well.  If  it  were  not  so  late  I  might  say 
a  word  or  two  of  value  on  that  very  topic  of 
fables.  The  Scriptures  are  rich  in  them  and 
they  had  their  origin  in  the  very  dawn  of 
literature.  A  fable  will  often  convince  where 
argument  would  be  resented  and  admonition 
encounter  a  deaf  ear.  You  will  remember 
when  the  Roman  rabble  were  in  a  tumult  of 
rebellion  and  sought  the  death  of  their  rulers, 
how  a  popular  calmness  was  induced  with  the 
fable  of  the  head  and  the  heart  and  the  belly 
and  the  limbs  which  in  hatred  against  one  an- 
other went  to  the  brink  of  civil  war.  Horace 
the  wit  and  critic  of  the  Augustan  age,  was 
much  addicted  to  fables,  and  Esop,  while  time 
lasts,  will  abide  a  chief  figure  in  the  morning  of 
Greek  letters.  Then  there  was  Prodecus,  who 
composed  the  fable  of  H^cules  meeting 
Pleasure  and  ^^rtue  and  his  spirited  decision 
when  called  on  to  prefer  between  the  two. 

Homer,  also " 

By  this  time — ^for  the  night  had  grown  late — 
we  were  making  not-to-be-mistaken  prepara- 
tions for  departure,  and  Vacuum  was  obliged 
perforce  to  break  off.     He  looked  blue  for  a 
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i  intD  a  fiYdier  and 
the  at  J  Lemna, 
L  for  tiia  anival  of  the  deTator, 
tiiat  to  oar  next  mrfitmg  be  (Yao- 
muti  come  piepaied  widi  foil  detail  of  how 
f  to  prevent  his  father,  ChwoBMtMf  from  de- 
him,  e^Ye  that  doll  god  a  stcme 
■flapped  in  a  swaddling  dxess  instead  of  the 
hahe  and  then  placed  the  icscoed  Jupiter  ont 
to  nnise  with  the  Melian  n jmphs,  who  bore 
him  away  to  Moont  Ida  and  reared,  him  on 
eoat*i  milk.  «<it  is  of  the  goat,  Amalthea/' 
said  Lemon,  **I  desire  particahal  j  to  be  told, 
and  how  she,  becanse  of  her  excellent  milk  and 
the  thriving  of  Jnpiter  thereon,  was  granted  a 
final  honotataie  place  in  the  heavens  as  a  con- 
strilatien.  There  are  certain  deductions  to  be 
drawn  from  the  story,**  conidnded  I^mon, 
Mwfaich  shoidd  be  of  value  to  Van  Addle,  and 
miglit  not,  I  take  it,  come  amisB  with  the  bal- 
ance of  our  dub.** 
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TeUme,  thou  skilfal  shepherd  swain  I 
^Who's  yonder  in  the  valley  set? 

O,  it  is  She  whose  sweets  do  stain 
The  lily,  rose,  and  violet. 

Why  doth  the  sun  against  his  kind 
Stay  his  bright  chariot  in  the  skies? 

Hepauseth  almost  stricken  blind 
with  gazing  on  her  heavenly  eyes. 

W^;  do  the  flocks  forbear  their  food 
Which  sometime  was  their  chief  delight? 

Because  they  need  no  other  good 
That  live  m  presence  of  her  sight. 

Why  slide  these  brooks  so  slow  away, 
As  swift  as  the  wild  roe  that  were? 

O,  muse  not,  shepherd,  that  they  stay, 
When  they  her  heavenly  voice  do  hear. 

The  Sim  that  lights  this  world  below. 

Flocks,  flowers,  and  brooks  can  witness  bear, 

These  shepherds  and  these  nymphs  do  know 
That  Sylvia  is  as  chaste  as  fair. 

— Mkfuiet  Drayton* 
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lati?  3Bettp*fi(  Comment 

EHCE  that  day  upon  which  Sen- 
ator  Elkins   was   inspired   to 
exchange  a  position  of  tame 
party  acquiescence  to   a  first 
prominence      of     presidential 
contradiction    some     unusual 
interest  is  experienced  of  pub- 
fic  and  press  for  the  surroundings  of  the  west 
Vligiman.    Krs.  Elkins  has  passed  the  last 
ten  winters  in  Washington,  whither  she  was 
summoned   in   the    Harrison   cabinet    days. 
She  is  a  beautiful  woman  who  is  still  lovely 
and  of  an  approved  youth   des^nte  the  testi- 
mony of  foiur  grown  sons,  and  of  a  daughter 
who  is  almost  of  an  a^  to  become  sooally 
dutiable.    Mrs.  Elkins  is  gracious  and  amia- 
ble; a  woman  of  kindliness  who  is  not  to  be 
fif^tiy  rufBed  or  nonplussed.     In  her  hus- 
band, iHio  is  her  senior  by  twenty  odd  years, 
Mrs.  Elkins  finds  a  lover  of  pristine  devotion. 
Their  country  place  at  Elkms — which  latter 
is  an  imitation  of  Pullman,  Illinois,  being  a 
so-called  model  town  and  headquarters  of  the 
West  Virrania  Central — ^was  one  of  the  first 
estates  to  be  laid  out  upon  the  extensive  scale 
of  English  feudal  life.     The  Senator  was  so 
gallant  as  to  name  this  demesne  "Hallihurst," 
after  tht  ma  dame  who  before  the  coming  of 
the  conqueror  was  IGss  Hallie  Davis.     The 
possession  of  the  aforesaid  marriageable  boys 
a6 
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insures    a    popularity    among    the    feminine  Hgj^Xf 
young  in  which  few  may  vie  with  Mrs.  Elkins.  ^iit^^,^ 

fflROM  frantic  announcements  by  the  COttlttinit 
dailies  one  might  suppose  that  half 
society  was  posed  on  expectant  tip-toe 
m  if  the  friendship  of  long  standing  be- 
tween Mrs.  Stuy  vesant  Fish  and  the  once  irre- 
pressible Harry  Lehr  swines  on  in  uplifting 
narmony.  Another  error  of  taste  is  made  ap- 
parent in  the  dubbing  of  the  present  Mrs. 
Lehr  as  the  "Widow  Dahlgren.''  One  won- 
ders why  the  dailies  persist  in  this  gaucherie. 
Mrs.  Lehr  is  a  delightful  person.  There  is 
not  in  all  New  York  a  woman  who  surpasses 
her  for  cultivation,  breeding  and  personal 
finish.  On  the  principle  that  "blood  will 
tell**  this  supenority  is  explained;  every 
lover  of  lineage  knowmg  that  a  Philadelphia 
Drexel  need  bow  the  knee  to  none.  There  is 
this  word  to  H.  L. :  The  time  has  come  when  the 
quips  of  a  merry  bachelorhood  might  better 
be  laid  aside  that  sober  place  be  made  for  the 
dignity  which  the  companionship  of  a  cultured 
'wife  has  brought. 

*     *     * 

riHENOX  will  hardly  settle  to  a  wonted  de- 
■  ^H  corum  until  after  the  passing  of  that 
^■9  memorable  eighth  of  July  wmch  is  to 
mark  the  marriage  of  Miss  Sloane  with  Ifr. 
Field.  Providing  that  the  day  be  good,  the 
party  breakfasting  in  marquees,  bright  of 
bonnet  and  gay  of  gown,  will  make  up  a 
scene  of  pictorial  content.     "Elmcourt"  ranks 
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IQlif  very  near  the  top  in  any  selection  of  near-by 
iA«»i^^i»II  ©states.  The  true  "beauty  spot"  of  this 
milOORrr  neighborhood  is  the  Anson  Phelps  Stokes 
place.  Miss  Caroline  Stokes  wins  reputation 
among  those  who  know  her  best  for  being  the 
most  unaffected,  sensible  girl  of  her  set.  ICss 
Stokes  is  wise  enough  to  value  books  and 
athletics  above  scandals  and  fimctions.  In 
her  disposition  she  is  as  shrewd  and  kindly  as 
is  her  brother,  the  divine.  Miss  Stokes  imr 
proved  a  finistdng  winter  in  Paris  under  the 
tutelage  of  an  American  woman  who  makes 
a  specialty  of  mental  equipment  for  her 
young  girls  and  who  accepts  but  four  pupils. 
One  may  but  dimly  &;uess  at  the  dimensions 
of  that  honorarium  which  she  is  conscientious 
to  earn.  "Coldbrook"  is  a  pretty  name  but 
"Stillbrook"  is  better.  Why  has  no  one  yet 
made  use  of  Ifr.  Thackeray's  choice?  He 
selected  this  as  the  favored  residence  of  the 
Marquis  of  Steyne,  which  may  account  for 
the  timidity  of  imitators.  One  prominent 
family  prints  "Kumanstaigh"  across  their 
stationery.     This  is  hospitable  though  rash. 

*  ♦  * 
nB|£R£  one  to  cruise  through  the  waters  of 
ImJ  Kiel  one  might  recognize  under  the 
%MM  ^Ss  <^^  pennants  of  many  nations 
some  face  familiar  to  Fifth  Avenue.  There 
are  fifty  American  boats  there  anchored  for 
the  regatta;  and  all  manner  of  Americans, 
those  to  be  proud  of  and  those  to  be  deplored, 
are  in  evidence  about  the  shops  and  hotel  cor- 
ridors.    Pierpont    Morgan,    our    Jupiter    of 
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corporations,  Mrs.   Robert    Goelet    and    the  ^tH^ 

Howard  Goulds  are  among  those  most  eligible  Aitt-^|.„,w 

for  curiosity.     Such  Englishmen  as  are  there  ^^^^  » 

are  to  be  counted  by  hundreds  in  the  com-  COttltttnit 

pany  of  ladies  of  the  chorus,  and  other  lesser 

sovereigns.      Brooklyn's   Timothy  Woodruff 

is    also    there,   the    envy    and    despair    of 

every     sober-vested      male.     Report     says 

naught  of  Mrs.  Woodruff,  who  is  doubtless 

dose  beside  him.     For  regatta  week  Kiel  is  as 

gay  as  Monte  Carlo.     The  oi  pottoi  may  revel 

m  German  beer,  wliile  for  such  as  are  of 

weightier  purse   there   is  a   beverage  which 

mine  hosts  of  Kiel  are  pleased  to  christen 

with  the  compliment  of  French  champagne. 

We  did  but  escape  the  sheep  shears  of  the 

English  to  fall  before  those  of  the  Teuton. 

'Tis  a  small  choice  of  fleecing. 


*     *     * 


BEWPORT  inaugurates  a  sensible  fad 
and  will  dabble  deUcately  in  agricul- 
ture. If  society  wiU  but  spell  con- 
ey in  the  proposed  bucolics  for  three 
summer  months  we  may  look  at  the  next 
opera  for  a  rejuvenated  loveliness.  It  is  none 
too  soon  to  usher  in  a  change,  as  our  beauties 
are  fast  running  to  seed.  Even  the  yo^ger 
girls  seemed  fiigged  by  a  season.  Model 
farming  may  do  much  towards  the  paUor 
and  crow's-feet  with  which  late  hours  and 
long  dinners  have  marked  their  passage. 
Ito.  Alfred  VanderbUt  stands  sponsor  for 
this  sensible  introduction.  The  days  of  the 
little  Trianon  are  reborn  and  ladies  of  fashion 
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^phf  ^^  once  again  play  at  those  sensible  cos- 
d^tt\M%h0v  ^^""^  which  lend  roses  to  the  cheeks  of  the 
9nWmXX  dairy  maid  and  sparkle  to  the  eye  of  her  who 
is  content  to  sow  and  reap  and  weed.  Marie 
Antoinette  had  seasons  of  sense  and  her 
scheme  of  a  model  dairy  marked  the  advent 
of  one.  A  grower  in  embryo  is  the  pur- 
chaser of  Boothden,  who  was  induced  to  his 
rashness  by  the  enthusiasm  of  Alfred  and 
brother  Reggy,  the  latter  being  likewise  a 
settler  on  the  shores  of  the  Seaconnet.  Few 
Newport  dwellers  are  informed  as  to  the  his- 
tory of  this  interesting  old  place,  which  was 
once  the  property  of  Edwin  Booth,  and  is 
now  historic  in  every  acre  and  shingle. 

*     *     * 

DIHE  Mills  twins  win  British  approbation. 
I  London  is  good  to  them  and,  with  the 
I  exception  always  of  the  lovely  Miss 
con,  they  are  the  toasts  of  the  hour. 
Neither  of  the  twins  is  exactly  beautiful,  al- 
though they  look  to  be  what  they  are:  girls 
of  deliehtfm  breeding.  They  stand  as  types 
of  carefuUv  reared  womanhood  and  have  had 
such  limitless  pains  taken  with  their  educa- 
tion and  upbringing  that  they  may  be  ever 
counted  upon  for  popularity.  As  their  man- 
ners are  perfection  they  are  just  the  kind  of 
girls  to  take  with  englishmen;  more  es- 
pecially as  they  have  not  that  Anglomania 
which  is  so  developed  in  their  cousin  Miss 
Goelet,  who  is  almost  a  too  correct  imitation 
of  the  expatriot,  <<Willie  Wallie."  Mrs.  Mills 
is  vigorous  in  her  denial  that  her  daughter  is 
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the  fiancee  of  young  Robert  Goelet,  but  the   fi^^ 
match  is  such  a  natural  one  that  there  would  Aia^|.|,>w 
be  but  little  surprise  expressed  should  it  find  m>^iy  » 
announcement  to-morrow.  COttlttKttt 

*  ♦     * 
SNERAL  JOE  WHEELER  is  another 

American  in  the  vanguard  of  London 
invasion.  The  General  goes  in  for  a 
bit  of  business  and  a  great  deal  of  pleas- 
All  sorts  of  people  are  busy  entertaining 
him,  among  the  first  and  foremost  being  Mrs. 
.Arthur  Paget,  who  owns  to  an  appreciation  of 
gallantry.  Some  surprise  has  been  expressed 
over  General  Wheeler's  absence  from  the 
Choate  dinner  list.  One  hears  much  of 
criticism  that  is  both  ignorant  and  unjust. 
Mr.  Choate  coped  intelhgently  with  a  com- 

glex  problem  and  deserves  only  credit  where 
e  receives  blame.  So  much  has  been 
said  of  the  hand-kissing  episode  that  one 
prefers  to  pass  over  the  whole  thing  with  a 
mention  merely  of  the  delicacy  which  prompt- 
ed our  ambassador  to  the  bidding  of  Harriet 
Lane  Johnson,  than  whom  there  is  no  woman 
of  the  United  States  who  would  have  been  so 
welcome  to  his  Majesty. 

*  *     * 

SP|RS.  GEORGE  CROCKER  has  been 
J^l  settled  in  Newport  for  several  weeks. 
U  One  must  journey  out  to  the  Golden 
te  if  one  would  be  informed  of  the  gains 
and  glories  of  the  Crockers  as  a  family.  La 
San  Francisco  they  hold  a  position  somewhat 
akin  to  that  of  the  Vanderbilts  in  New  York. 
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Q^  Dnrinc  the  lifetime  of  Mis.  Crocker  the  small 
^bwlMibM>  Snuiddaui^tery  Gladys,  was  to  be  daily  seen 
VIWPPKrt  about  the  Hotel  Victoria,  where  she  wintered. 
She  is  a  pretty  slip  of  a  miss  who  will  be  an 
heiress  within  the  next  few  years.  Her 
fmOiBT^  Porter  Ashe,  is  a  man  who  is  univer- 
sally liked  by  San  Francisco,  althoueh  little 
IGss  GUdys  has  possibly  ever  elected  to  live 
with  the  maternal  erandparent.  One  won- 
ders tonhom  she  wifl  torn  now  that  she  is  left 
alone.  Possibly,  being  a  young  woman  of 
will  and  independence,  she  wm  set  up  a 
bachdor  apartment,  in  emulation  of  msa 
Marguerite  Chapin,  Miss  Josephine  Drezel 
and  a  dozen  other  damsels  on  whom  chance 
or  design  has  bestowed  freedom. 

*     ♦    * 
SSIDEHTS  of  Oyster  Bay  are  upon  the 
point  of  appeaung  to  the  powers  for  a 
charter   to    be   granted   them   under 
'  newij  adopted  title  of  Lobster  Cove. 
This  is  not  so  much  a  reflection  upon  the 
President  as  it  is  a  protest  against  his  courtiers. 
Femininity  is  indebted  to  Miss  Alice  for  a  re- 
vival of  an  old  fashion  called  by  the  seductive 
name  of  stuve-moi*      This  is  a  bow  of  butterfly 
shape  poised  between  the  shoulders,  with  lone 
ends  that  reach  to  the  bottom  of  the  skirt,     u 
is  very  diic  and  will  be  an  addition  to  almost 
any  style  of  diaphanous  frock.     It  is  best  in 
black. 

BETTY  STAIR. 
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Bttft  of  ti)e  Bag 

IHERE  drifted  to  me  this  morn- 
ing on  the  flood-tide  of  fancy 
the  face  of  a  dead  friend* 
Twelve  months  ago,  on  the 
same  hot  day  of  June,  two 
famous  men  of  letters  stumbled 
uneasily  together  down  the  dark  Valley  of  the 
Shadow.  Robert  Buchanan  and  Walter  Be- 
sant  had  had  little  more  than  their  craft  in 
common  until  Death,  the  grim  jester,  appointed 
them  companions  on  that  last,  mjrsterious 
journey. 

No  two  men  in  all  the  world  of  letters  were 
less  compatible  as  comrades — Buchanan,  the 
literary  iconoclast,  and  Besant,  the  President 
of  the  Society  of  Authors!  Respectable  Be- 
sant, the  knighted  champion  of  English  litera- 
ture, would  have  chosen  to  accompany  him 
any  grub  of  Fleet  Street  preferably  to  Bu- 
chanan, the  singer  of  the  Bridges,  the  last 
great  Bohemian.  Industrious  Besant,  the 
man  whose  laboriously  constructed  romance 
gained  for  East  End  London  its  People's 
Palace,  had  little  sympathy  with    bankrupt 
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^j^  Bnchamn,  the  poet  iHio  did  little  more  prao- 

#nllMrtifr  ^^  ^^^^'^  to  evoke  the  sobs  of  a  Magdalen, 

the  heartfelt  gratitude  of  a  broken  player 


Buchanan,  iHio  landed  in  London  with  a 
lonely  half--crown  in  his  breeches'  pocket, 
was  of  a  different  day  to  the  Cambridge 
wran^er,  the  one  time  college  professor.  And 
yet  those  of  us  who  have  sought  citizenship 
in  the  great  Republic  of  Letters  had  rather 
crossed  the  Styx  with  Buchanan  than  with 
him  of  "All  Sorts  and  Conditions  of  Men." 
For  months  poor  Robert  Buchanan  had  lain 
in  the  dark  Valley  of  the  Shadow,  senseless, 
speechless,  lifeless,  yet  alive.  The  giant  brain 
was  aweary,  spent  with  the  long  day's  work. 
Its  power  had  gone  from  it;  and  the  great 
poet,  dramatist,  and  man  of  letters  lay  a  use- 
less log,  cumbering  the  ground  a  Board  School 
rhymester  will  one  day  strive  to  furrow.  The 
most  noble  poet,  the  most  trenchant  prose- 
writer  of  a  generation  had  floundered  within 
the  Vale,  ^z  months  later,  in  June,  he 
passed  out  to  the  Great  Unknowable. 
Such  part  as  I  had  in  the  life  of  Robert  Bu- 
chanan came  in  his  latest  days — in  the  dtLjs 
^Hien  the  flippant  Public  had  deserted  him  for 
newer  and  for  flimsier  gods.     Of  the  fair, 
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curly-haired  boy  who  dreamed  his  poems  on  S[)tift  Of 
Waterloo  Bridge  at  midnight,  I  knew  only  so  fu^  n^nti 
much  as  he  told  me.     Of  the  lad  who  nursed     ^  ^ 

David  Gray  in  the  Stamford  Street  garret  I 
knew  only  the  grizzled  remains. 
"We  lived  in  the  same  room,  shared  the  same 
bed;  and,  when  we  didn't  dine  with  Duke 
Humphrey,  starved  cheerfully  together." 
David  and  Jonathan  in  a  Stamford  Street 
garret!  Even  when  they  dined  with  Duke 
Humphrey  the  repast  was  neither  sustaining 
nor  luxurious. 

''The  Duke's  favorite  haunt,  at  that  time,  was 
the  Caledonian  Coffee  House  in  Covent  Gar- 
den. It  was  there,  at  any  rate,  that  I  en- 
countered him.  We  dined  constantly  to- 
gether on  hot  coffee,  and  on  muffins  over 
which  the  butter,  or  grease,  was  spread  lib- 
erally with  a  large  brush.  The  cost  was 
small,  and  the  repast  was  very  filling  at  the 
price;  and  after  it  was  over  one  could  look 
over  the  files  of  nearly  all  the  country  news- 
papers, including  those  published  in  Scot- 
land. This  literature  was  interesting  to  me, 
since  the  only  regular  money  I  earned  was 
twelve  and  sixpence  a  week,  paid  to  me  for  a 
leading  article  which  I  contributed  to  an  Ajrr- 
shire  newspaper." 
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^h^  It  wore  wen  if  those  who  rail  at  the  latter-day 
Attlnolttt  ^^^^^7  ^^  would  hark  back  to  the  time, 
forty  years  ago,  when  men — David  Gray, 
Charles  Gibbon,  Robert  Buchanan — who 
could  write  such  prose  and  such  poetry  as  no 
man  now  living  can  compass,  thanked  God 
and  the  editor  for  a  beggarly  half-guinea  the 
column  for  closely  printed  matter  in  the 
"Athenseum." 

London  was  then  a  rude  cradle  for  the  penni- 
less, untitled  aspirant  to  letters.  But  from 
its  hard  flagstones  there  blossomed  a  Bohe- 
mianism,  an  all-embracing  charity,  that  are 
as  dead  to-day  as  the  men  whose  names  il- 
lumine the  histories  of  the  'Sixties — Thack- 
eray, Dickens,  Dion  Boudcault;  the  great 
little  Robson;  and  Rossetti.  With  them  to 
guide  and  strengthen  him,  Buchanan  learned 
to  love  the  strangest  things — anything  that 
was  weak  and  downtrodden — stray  dogs, 
galled  horses,  the  tragedy-full  figures  of  the 
thoroughfares  after  midnight. 
There  was  an  infinite  tenderness  in  his  treat- 
ment of  London's  Magdalens  in  his  poetry 
and  in  his  prose.  ''These  Ladies  of  the 
Bridge  in  the  early  'Sixties  were  franker^ 
freer,  wilder,  noisier  than  most  of  those  who 
now  inherit  their  frailties.     The  very  gpatml 
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idea  now  is  that  Tom  Hood's  Unfortunate  g[>tift  Of 
never  really  existed,  but  this  is  a  mistake.  ^Up  Q)m 
She  existed,  and  I  knew  her. 
**I  had  first  heard  of  her,  I  think,  from  De 
Quincey,  whose  story  of  poor  Ann  had  burnt 
itself  into  my  heart  and  made  me  tender  and 
loving  towards  all  the  fallen.  From  that 
night  of  my  first  visit  to  the  Bridge,  I  seemed 
to  see  the  lost  girl  everywhere,  to  hear  her 
voice,  to  look  into  her  piteous  eyes.  In  this 
way,  as  in  a  thousand  others,  do  the  works  of 
Genius  work:  they  shed  pity  and  solemnity 
into  the  dark  places  of  life,  and  justify  Hu- 
manity of  its  failures.  Ann  was  only  a  tired 
child,  and  in  these  dajrs  London  held  many 
such  children.  To  one  who  approached  them 
as  a  struggling  friend  and  comrade  almost  as 
poor  as  themselves,  to  one  who  spoke  to  them 
as  he  would  have  done  to  a  poor  sister,  they 
invariably  showed  their  gentler  and  their  bet- 
ter sides.  I  have  walked  for  hours  in  such 
company,  on  the  Bridge  or  in  the  neighbor- 
ing streets,  and  heard  no  unclean  word,  seen 
no  impure  look  from  my  companions." 
And  so  he  would  speak,  lazily,  charitably, 
genially;  with  a  strange  compassion  for  what 
other  men  saw  righteousness  in  condemning; 
with  a  hot  indignation  for  whatever  was  mean 
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Q^hf  or  paltry  in  the  conduct  of  those  who  claimed 
AttldOkf t  ^^  ^S^  to  judge  their  fellows.  He  looked 
on  the  submerged  of  the  world  with  an  eye 
that  saw  very  near  to  that  of  the  Nazarene;  he 
stretched  forth  to  them  a  hand  more  prac- 
tically helpful  than  much  that  is  protruded 
from  the  Gothic  archways  of  our  Churches 
and  Cathedrals. 

It  is  good  to  have  known  such  a  man,  to  have 
been  able  to  talk  without  blushing  of  ques- 
tions which  only  our  present-day  pruriency 
has  banished  from  adult  conversation.  Never 
an  impure  thought,  never  a  subtle  innuendo, 
sullied  the  conversation  of  Buchanan.  He 
said  blunt  out  what  he  meant,  using  plain 
Saxon  words,  without  any  attempt  to  sugar 
his  meaning  with  Norman-French  or  society- 
attuned  euphemisms.  He  spoke  as  the  Car- 
penter's Son  spoke,  as  seriously,  as  purpose- 
fully; and  was  hated  by  the  World  as  bitteriy. 
With  time,  the  World's  hatred  burned  into  his 
soul  so  that  he  tilted  at  its  idols,  merely  be- 
cause they  were  idols,  without  reference  to 
their  worth,  or  thought  to  the  evolutionary 
change  they  typified. 

In  later  life  his  charity  became  supersensitive. 
For  long  he  would  not  eat  mutton  because  of  the 
dumb  pain  he  had  read  in  the  faces  of  a  herd 
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of  sheep  waiting  before  the  door  of  a  slaughter  ^xift  Of 
house.     A  keen  sportsman,  he  gave  up  his  fu^  fir>av 
shooting  in  Scotland  because  of  the  pity  he     ^ 
felt  for  the  birds  he  killed.     Their  glazing 
eyes  spoke  to  his  poet  heart  of  the  purple 
heather,  the  rolling  moors,  of  God's  glorious 
sun  he  had  shut  out  from  their  gaze  for  ever. 
He  threw  down  his  gun  without  a  sigh,  with- 
out a  regret,  save  for  those  he  had  shot  in  the 
days  of  his  barbarism. 

Most  delightful  to  a  man  of  that  unemotional 
century-end  were  the  enthusiasms  of 
Buchanan.  They  were  all  so  innocent,  so  child- 
like, so  strange,  coming  from  the  portly,  big- 
brained  man.  He  loved  a  fairy  story;  and 
Christmas  was  as  sure  a  joy  to  him  as  to  the 
tiniest  child  in  the  nursery — ^not  the  modem, 
emasculated  Christmas,  but  the  real,  old- 
fashioned  holiday,  with  its  holly  berries  and 
its  serious  pudding.  He  hated  the  new- 
fashioned  greeting-cards,  and  used  to  search 
the  shops  for  cards  with  a  Father  Christmas, 
a  sprig  of  holly,  and  a  sparkle  of  magnesium- 
sulphated  frost  upon  them. 
The  Boy  who  wonderingly  watched  Charles 
Dickens — "the  very  incarnate  Genie  of  Christ- 
mastide" — ^from  the  door  of  Rule's  oyster  sa- 
loon, lived  to  become  the  man  the  World 
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^jPlf$  called  the  literary  iconoclast,  a  very  anardiist 
#tttofthfr  '^''^^  latter-day  writers!  Poor  Buchanan, 
^^  if  only  the  World  could  have  known  the  great 

heart  that  ever  beat  warmly  under  his  wide 
waistcoat!  If  they  could  have  heard,  as  I 
have  heard,  the  **God  bless  him!"  of  poor, 
hopeless  diift-pieces  of  the  Stage's  flotsam 
and  jetsam,  they  would  have  realized  some- 
thing of  the  real  Buchanan, 
ffis  father  a  Socialist  lecturer  and  writer,  him- 
self a  literary  and  social  Ishmael,  he  asked 
no  certificate  of  character  from  the  objects  of 
his  charity.  The  woman  might  be  a  Mag- 
dalen, the  man  a  drunkard;  that  they  were 
cold  and  hungry  sufficed  for  Buchanan.  Bib 
hand  was  ever  eager  to  stretch  forth  to  anj- 
thmgin  distress. 

Denounced  by  every  orthodox  Christian, 
Buchanan  had  a  higher  and  a  nobler  idea  of 
the  Christ  than  any  man  I  have  met.  But 
his  conception  of  Christianity  was  a  Chris- 
tianity without  a  Church,  a  Christianity  de- 
void of  dogma. 

Of  Buchanan's  place  in  the  world  of  letters  a 
later  generation  will  speak  higher  words  of 
praise  than  ours.  There  is  a  sonorousness 
about  his  prose,  a  grandeur  about  the  music 
of  his  poetry  that,  in  these  days  of  tinkling 
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cymlMds,   cannot   be   appreciated;  but  their  S[>tifit  of 

music  is  the  music  of  all  time,  and  Robert  fUp  mm 

Buclianan's  fame  will  go  singing  down  the 

a^^es  when  many  we  now  accotmt  his  supe- 

Tiors  will  be  silent  in  their  dust  and  ashes. 

We    can  ill  spare   that  lion-hearted,   open- 

tianded  man.  Has  Death  no  mercy,  has  the 

Grave  no  satiety? 

From  my  housetop  my  hand  stretches  out  in 

longing  to  my  dead  friend.   I  would  that  you, 

too,  might  count  him  your  friend. 

ROGER  SKIRVING. 
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DN  seeking  to  account  for  the  degeneracy 
of  the  modem  theatre  it  is  impossible 
to  avoid  reference  to  the  responsibil- 
ity of  the  PubUc  itself.    Critics,  man- 
agers,  and  actors,  invariably  place 
the  Uame  for  the  deterioration  of  the  art  upon 
theatre  audiences.     All  of  them  aver  that,  in 
their  souls,  art  is  uppermost,  but  that  the  Pub- 
lic will  have  none  of  it.     They  point  to  pro- 
ductions of  the  legitimate,  and  epigrammati- 
cally  assert  Shakespeare  spells  Ruin. 
It  matters  not  that  of  late  years  adequate  pro- 
ductions of  Shakespeare  have  brought  money 
and  fame.     The  new  generation  of  players  re- 
fuses to  study  Shakespearean  parts,  holds  that 
it  never  will  get  a  chance  to  appear  in  them, 
and  charges  the  Public  with  their  lack  of  oppor- 
tunity.    By  their  neglect  of  the  classic,  actors 
have  become  vulgar  and  commonplace.  They 
have  lost  their  standard  and  nothing  can  re- 
place it.     In  the  same  way  a  writer  neglecting 
the  standards  of  classic  English  would  sink  to 
the  level  of  a  writer  of  editorials  or  book  re- 
views on  the  "Sun"  or  the  "Herald." 
But  the  great  question  is.  Does  the  responsir 
bility  really  rest  with  the  Public?     I  cannot 
find  that  it  does.     In  music,  where  standards 
have  been  maintained,  the  classic  in  opera 
holds  the  boards  with  undiminidied  popular- 
ity.    The  public  crowds  to  the  opera  nouse  as 
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it  never  did  in  the  past.    An  audience  of  the   fTTfif 
same  intellectuality  is  rarely  seen  within  a       .^ 
theatre,  because  the  playhouse  rarely  provides  ]BUl]J 
fare  to  satisfy  it.     And  yet  are  the  expenses  of 
operatic  productions  vastly  greater  than  those 
of  a  theatrical  performance. 
The  old  race  of  playgoers  has  died  out  in  the 
land.    Its  place  has  been  taken  by  an  inferior 
caste,  attracted  by  expensive  costumes,  fair 
women,  and  magnificent  settings.     To  satisfy 
them  managers  are  put  to  ever-increasing  ex- 
penditiures.     Failure   of  a  single   production 
means  ruin  to  the  modem  manager,  success 
spells  but  a  modest  competency.     Ten  good 
plays  dependent  upon  their  intrinsic  value 
cotdd  be  produced  for  the  expense  of  one  ''Du 
Barry."     But  the  theatre  manager  has  driven 
away  the  old  audience  and  has  taken  in  its 
place  a  public  devoid  of  brains,  devoid  of  taste, 
demanding  glitter  and  gilt.     It  is  a  public  that 
benefits  the  theatre  nothing,  that  is  starving 
the  dramatic  art  in  the  land. 
The  real  public  of  playgoers  turns  hungry 
away  from  the  theatre,  but  for  the   manager 
who  will  cater  for  it  there  is  waiting  a  fortune. 

JAQUES. 


<i^ 
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To  judge  by  the  space  which 

(M>  he  occupies  in  the  dailies 

Sai^  tbe        the  King  of  England  is  con- 

ltfn0  sadered  by  them  almost  as 

important  a  personage  in 
this  country  as  in  his  own.  His  sudden  and 
serious  iUness  has  shown  that  his  popularity 
in  almost  all  parts  of  the  world  is  very  great. 
Even  in  France,  where  the  English  are  not 
liked,  to  put  it  nuldly,  their  King  is  as  much  a 
favorite  as  he  was  when  Prince  of  Wales.  One 
does  not  hear  much  from  Germany,  whose 
ruler  is  King  Edward's  nephew.  The  Ger- 
mans have  for  the  English  a  hatred  so  genuine 
that  to  hide  it  even  at  such  a  crisis  must  be  a 
strain.  However  the  English  accept  German 
hatred  with  a  placidity  which  is  only  equalled 
by  the  enthusiasm  they  display  when  the 
United  States  tenders  sympathy.  It  is  un- 
derstood, generally,  that  to  touch  an  English- 
man's pocket  is  to  cause  him  untold  woe,  yet 
in  spite  of  the  enormous  losses  caused  by  the 
postponement  of  the  Coronation  there  has 
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been  no  indication  that  the  King's  popularity  g^g  ^Ott 
lias  waned  an  atom  or  that  it  is  of  smaller  ii  {|^  ^^t 
measure  than  was  given  to  Queen  Victoria  at 
any  stage  of  her  reign.  There  is  no  reason  to 
believe  that  at  any  period  England  had  a  King 
for  whom  her  people  had  so  great  affection  as 
they  feel  for  King  Edward  VII.  And  their 
pride  in  him  is  equal  to  their  affection  for  him. 
They  have  had  ICings  of  several  nationalities 
and  their  boast  is  that  King  Edward  is  an 
Englishman:  that  he  looks  like  one,  speaks 
like  one  and  thinks  like  one.  I  have  heard 
bim  speak  several  times  and  he  certainly 
speaks  like  an  Englishman  and  looks  like  one. 
More  than  once  I  have  been  asked  if  his 
speeches  were  his  own.  Naturally,  I  have  no 
means  of  knowing,  but  that  he  is  capable  of 
writing  or  making  an  intelligent  speech  upon 
almost  any  subject  I  have  not  a  doubt.  His 
education  was  thorough:  he  speaks  French, 
German  and  Italian  as  well  as  he  speaks 
English  and  in  the  matter  of  experience  I 
have  not  heard  of  his  equal.  Besides,  tmlike 
Royalty  in  the  past.  King  Edward  keeps 
abreast  of  the  period.  While  it  is  known 
that  he  will  uphold  the  ceremonial  of  his 
position,  it  is  abo  known  that  he  is  very  hu. 
man:  that  he  is  as  much  of  a  man  as  he  is  of  a 
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^j^  King.  And  he  does  not  make  mistakes. 
♦nIOOltfr  ^^^  quality  alone  should  endear  him  to  his 
subjects,  for  it  is  one  which  the  Anglo-Saxon 
is  prone  to  lack.  Even  the  manner  in  which 
he  has  borne  his  sufferings  of  the  last  fwt- 
night  has  strengthened  the  general  regard  for 
him.  That  he  will  recover  I  feel  almost  con- 
fident. He  has  a  strong  constitution,  tmder- 
stands  it  thoroughly  and  does  not  overtax  it. 
Very  few  men  of  his  age  who  have  every  rea- 
sonable and  many  unnecessary  advantages 
at  their  command  have  such  a  care  of  them- 
selves as  King  Edward.  None  better  than  he 
is  aware  that  the  pleasure  of  living  is  lessened 
by  repletion.  In  addition  to  this  is  the  great 
and  ever  present  responsibility  of  his  position. 
That  alone  would  curb  the  desires  of  a  wise 
man  and  I  have  it  to  learn  that  he  is  a  foolish 
one.  So,  like  everyone  else  with  whom  I 
have  come  in  contact,  I  say  "God  Save  the 
King." 

♦    ^    ♦ 


Coronation 
Donot0 
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junctures  in  the  affairs  of 
Royalty  to  confer  honors 
upon  those  who  have  earned 
them  or  upon  whom  they 
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would  or  might  sit  well.  In  a  number  of  ^ifl  I^Ott 
cases  the  reasons  for  such  honors  are  obvious:  ii  {|^  'Slf 
in  others  they  are  less  clear.  As  a  rule, 
however,  mudi  discrimination  is  exercised 
in  the  bestowal  of  titles,  even  of  a  modest 
grade.  Though  there  has  been  no  Corona- 
tion the  honors  that  were  to  have  accompanied 
it  have  not  been  withheld.  EInighthoods 
have  been  conferred  upon  Dr.  Conan  Doyle, 
Mr.  Gilbert  Parker,  Mr,  F.  C.  Bumand  and 
Mr.  Charles  Wyndham.  There  are  few  among 
England's  Knights  who  have  played  a  more 
worthy  part  than  Conan  Doyle.  He  gave 
better  service  to  his  country  in  the  Boer  war 
than  almost  any  man  whom  I  can  call  to 
mind.  As  a  medical  man  he  was  among 
the  first  in  the  field  and  his  name  alone  acted 
as  a  tonic.  His  history  of  the  struggle  ap- 
pealed to  both  sides  as  a  graphic  and  truthful 
account  of  conditions  in  which  there  was 
right  and  wrong  on  both  sides.  His  place 
in  fiction  is  untroubled  and  if  his  admirers 
had  been  permitted  a  voice  in  the  matter 
he  would  wear  a  higher  title  than  that  of 
Knight  while  to  all  of  us  he  would  remain 
Conan  Doyle,  one  of  the  cleverest  men  and 
most  lovable  characters  of  his  generation. 
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QP||f  Mr.    F.    C.    Bmnand     is 

♦fflfWhrr        ''  PttllCb''         known  most  widely  as  the 
to  tbe  Editor  of  "Pondi.''    Witii- 

fOtC  out  ''Punch"  the  American 

'funny  man"  would  be, 
often,  at  a  disadvantage.  It  is  an  En^^ish 
institution  quite  as  much  as  is  "The  Times." 
Drop  an  Englishman  upon  a  desert  island 
and  keep  him  supplied  with  "Punch"  and 
"The  Times"  and  he  will  scoff  at  aU  possible 
ills.  I  read  "Punch"  from  cover  to  cover 
each  week  and  feel  invulnerable  for  hours 
afterwards  to  illr-fortune's  most  envenomed 
darts.  Mr.  Bumand  is  also  a  dramatist  and, 
as  such,  has  done  some  dainty  work.  As  a 
layman  he  is  much  in  favor  with  the  highest 
authorities  of  the  Roman  Catholic  Church. 
Mr.  Bumand  will  do  as  much  honor  to  Kni^t- 
hood  as  the  title  will  do  to  or  for  him.  I  am 
stricken  with  doubt  when  I  try  to  tell  mjrself 
why  Mr.  Gilbert  Parker  should  have  been 
Knighted.  He  writes  wholesome,  pretty 
stories  and  is  enjoying  his  first  term  in  Par- 
liament. I  know  of  no  other  cause  and  this 
cause  is  not  a  reason.  It  might  be  a  reason 
were  there  not  others,  but  there  are.  For 
instance  there  is  Kipling.  To  me  Parker 
is  as  a  peaceful,  pretty  vale,  while  Kipling 
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is  and  will  remain  a  mountain,  colossal  in  ^g  ^CU 
its  proportions,  splendid  in  its  massiveness  m|^  ^f 
and  made  more  impressive  by  the  ugly  gashes 
with  which  its  towering  heights  are  riven. 
However,    'twas    not    my    Coronation. 

♦     *     * 

A   single    EInighthood   fell 

TRAl^ndbam         to  the  stage  and  Mr.  Charles 

JSIOCfiet)  Wyndham  blocked  the  way. 

Obe  TRAaiS         As  actors  are  a  folk  free 

from  envy  this  honor  will 
cause  rejoicings  and  not  heartburnings. 
Were  it  otherwise  I  could  imagine  Ifr.  George 
Alexander  curling  both  lips  in  scorn  and 
trying  to  kick  holes  in  a  brick  wall  with  feet 
encased  in  patent  leather  boots.  Mr.  Wynd- 
ham was  the  natural  selection.  He  is  a 
master  workman  at  his  trade,  and  small 
wonder,  for  he  approaches  the  biblical  age 
limit.  Upon  the  stage  he  is  still  a  young  man 
and  always  looks  as  well  as  acts  his  part. 
Knighthood  in  his  case  will  cause  no  surprise, 
though  it  did  when  Sir  Henry  Irving  was 
the  central  figure.  But  the  latter  broke  the 
ice  and  when  he  was  knighted  there  must 
have  been  wonder  as  well  as  joy  expressed 
in  the  realm  where  dwell  the  shades  of  those 
who  trod  the  boards  when  the  actor  was,  in 
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Ruuoetcy  xb4.  rf  ibiIm 
:sdll  depends 
3r  T.T^riwti  qoathe  ^vJitycrf  die  goods  joa 
Ilji^.  s  ■—  *^*  A  kMT  gnde  q€  fcacom  end 
nr  iniw  Bii  tcaxd  ai  jeei  umsiitute  n  hendr 
CE?  3C  d«  Mec^ie  Sttkes  eqnsl  to  sev- 
coxTT  jaaxrM  «f  hej  end  fifty  ai  Iced  in 
:d«  T.nnl  S&ekesc  in  cnck  cese  tliefe  is  too 
mwi±  Atti  ««c£^  There  ere  few  better 
tx^flfcs  sc  :±!e  caeceei  ftnes  ai  dungs  tlisn 
V-^  Zcvsrd  \U  end  ke  leit,  evidendy, 
y.rr   fx    Se   Thanes   lipion    n   beranetcy 

felt  much  die 
cf  Sb^  Geafse  Lewis. 
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There  were  mutterings  of  discontented  stir-  g^g  |p0|| 
prise  when  that  legal  light  was  knighted  lli|^  'Slf 
a  few  years  ago.  But  time  is  an  oleaginous 
hypocrite  and  the  baronetcy  in  Sir  George 
Lewis'  case  will  be  accepted  as  a  matter  of 
course.  He  is  head  of  a  firm  of  which  there 
are  many  members.  His  practice,  at  one 
time,  was  looked  at  askant  by  many  of  his 
confreres  who  have  remained  in  an  obscurity 
untouched  by  Royal  ray.  He  has  grown  to 
be  what  may  be  termed  a  social-legal-adviser 
and  'tis  said  that  locked  up  in  his  strong 
boxes — ^which,  in  an  English  ofElce,  are  made 
of  tin — are  more  secrets  of  a  nerve  distracting 
character  <lian  would  make  the  fortunes  of 
a  million  historical  novelists.  Sir  George 
Lewis  is  a  Jew,  but  among  his  friends  King 
Edward  knows  no  creed  nor  nationality, 
which,  in  my  humble  opinion,  is  to  his  credit. 

*     *     ♦ 

M.  Camille  Flammarion  is 

fOtXLbOBC       to  lecture  in  the  autumn 

J9oun2)  upon  Astronomy  before  the 

Blot t  Chicago  branch  of  the  *'A1- 

liance  Francaise."        This 

may  be  interesting  to  those  who  expect  to  be 

wafted  in  that  direction. 
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^^t  The  usual  announcement  is 

0Xl\Mtktt  XTbeSeal       made     by    the     Canadian 

l)a0  Fisheries  Department  that 

IRivnle  the  spring  catch  of  seals 

was     distressingly     small. 

Time  was  when  such  annotmcement  would 

have  made  disquiet  in  several  quarters,  but 

the  covering  of  the  seal  for  fashionable  wearing 

apparel  has  so  many  rivals  now  that  the  size 

of  the  spring  catch  is  of  little  consequence 

except  to  those  who  are  interested  directly 

in  it. 

*    ♦    ♦ 

The  roar  that  rolls  inland 
^be'Roat       from   the   seasLore   is   not 
ytom  made  this  year  by  the  bilr 

tbc  SbOte  lows,  but  by  the  managers 
of  hotels  which  front  upon 
a  waste  of  waters.  For  the  month  of  June 
the  average  temperature  of  New  York  was 
sixty-eight  degrees.  In  such  weather  there 
is  no  inducement  for  a  New  Yorker  to  ex- 
change the  comforts  of  home  for  the  incon- 
veniences of  a  summer  hotel.  But,  to  appre- 
ciate the  humorous  aspect  of  the  weather,  it  is 
necessary  to  be  the  manager  of  a  hotel  in  New 
York  who  had  used  his  best  efforts  to  lease  a 
hotel  at  the  seashore  and  failed.     Such  a  one 
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is  ex-State  Senator  Roche,  manager  of  the  ^Lfl  f^OU 
Rossmore  Hotel.  On  Sunday  when  rain  was  |L|||0  '3|t 
falling  with  grejat  abandon  his  smile,  it  is  said, 
dimmed  the  splendor  of  the  electric  lights  in 
his  vicinity.  He  spoke  of  the  weather  in 
most  friendly  fashion;  hinted  that  he  would 
not  object  to  a  snowstorm  and  begged  per- 
mission of  several  of  his  guests  to  have  wood 
fires  lighted  in  their  apartments.  He  hummed 
a  refrain  about  the  "sad  sea  waves"  to  the 
tune  of  "There's  a  hot  time  in  the  old  town  to- 
night" and  showed  a  disposition  to  fill  all  the 
water-bottles  with  champagne.  It  seems  that, 
earlier  in  the  year,  he  had  expected  to  get  a 
lease  of  a  well-knpwn  hotel  at  Brighton  Beach 
and  during  the  cold,  gray  months  of  winter  he 
was  filled,  partially,  with  gloom  on  account  of 
his  failure  so  to  do.  With  the  advent  of 
spring  he  had  visions  of  a  fortune  that  might 
have  been  his,  of  a  season  in  which  dollars 
were  as  numerous  as  mosquitoes.  He  was 
almost  upon  the  point  of  for£etting  that  "God 
is  good  to  the  Irish"  when  mt  lowness  of  the 
temperature  and  reports  of  icebergs  o0  the 
coast  made  him  reflect.  He  is  now  busily, 
but  pleasantly,  engaged  in  calculating  how 
much  he  has  profited  by  failing  to  get  tiie 
lease  of  that  hotel  on  the  cold  and  desolate 
seashore. 

THOMAS  B.  FIELDERS. 

53 


d  by  Google 


tatKtit  denes 


Pc^  to  CcU  ^e  LajSt  ftm 


Srso  JOE.  wkca  facty  ycnc  ago 


&kkair«f  yeOovspoaedvitli 
1b  fK»— «  aaDov  iKe, 
vixk  ^**^*i*  nose  mad 
TT^  samek  aoaes.  ffis  farb  was  fuxncn^; 
,  cat  «m4  till— .11  ai  grmy  jcMis, 
«Kd  «aft  rtiyplrw  hat.  Vor 
I  >ia  jB  dhgaae;  tfacae  habOiiiients 
L  of  his  anceaial  Hev  Hamp- 
na  an  oTer  was  Casmo  Joe, 
MDL  ^la  J9ck  OK  tke  aaooadi.  au  icil  Itnn  in.  Ins 


s  mdiaciect. 

id  not  made;  fliej  occur 

:;  diej  are   compazed 

i«  and  lawful  men  wbat 

depredatofVy  MYin^  lean   and 

wken  die  they  d^  selected, 

Tet  it  ii  fate;  tbej  are  bom 

ii  the  Tihmael  wolf  and  mnst 

downbxllf 

are  folk  of 


d  by  Google 


specialties.     Casino    Toe's    was    the ,  game  IbotD  tO 
which  gave  to  him  his  mune — at  casino  he   ^tf^n  ^j.^ 
throve  invincibly.  ^^^^  ^^ 

'<It  was  his  gift,"  he  said,  and  thereof  he  flMt  SfOUt 
waxed  perfect. 

Two  things  were  with  Casino  Joe  at  birth; 
the  genius  for  casino  and  also  that  jack-knife 
talent  to  whittle  which  belongs  with  true- bom 
Yankees.  Of  this  latter  I  had  proof  long 
after  poor  Casino  Joe  was  dead  and  nourish- 
ing the  grass  above  him.  The  races  were 
in  Boston;  it  was  when  Goldsmith  Maid 
reigned  Queen  of  the  trotting  turf.  Her 
owner  came  to  me  at  the  Adams  House  and 
told  how  the  aged  sire  of  Goldsmith  Maid, 
the  great  Henry  Clay,  was  in  his  equine,  loint- 
stiffened  dotage  pastured  on  a  not  too  distant 
farm.  He  was  eager  to  have  a  look  at  the  old 
horse;  and  I  went  with  him  for  this  pilgrim- 
age. 

As  we  drove  up  to  the  tavern  which  the  farm- 
stead we  sought  surrotmded,  my  curious  eye 
was  caught  by  a  fluttering  windmill  con- 
trivance perched  on  the  gable.  It  was  the 
figure  of  a  woman  done  in  ^ine  and  perhaps 
four  feet  of  height,  carved  m  the  somewhat 
costumeless  character  of  a  ballet  dancer. 
Instead  of  a  dance,  however,  the  airy  lady 
contented  herself  with  an  exhibition  of  Indian 
Club  swinging — one  in  each  pine  palm;  the 
breeze  offering  the  whirling  impulse — ^in  the 
execution  whereof  she  poised  herself  with  one 
foot  on  a  wooden  ball  not  unlike  the  arrowing 
bronze  Diana  of  Madison  Square.  This  fig- 
ure, twirling  clubs,  as  a  mere  windmill  would 
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_  ,  tat  as  tbooA 
i  aot  writidftntfy  wondrous,  at  regu&r 
I  ov  ballet  dancer  shifted  her  feet  on 
ibm  tan,  lejisfing  the  ii|;ht  with  the  left  and 
mgjum.  mt  left  with  the  ri|;ht  in  measured  a^ 
twatiwi      Tta  miracle  of  it  held  me  tran»- 

Tta  host  came  and  stood  fatl j  on  his  front 


aftoop  mnii.  SBDoled  mt  mj  wide-eyed  interest. 
•'When  did  yon  get  it?**  I  astad. 
'That  was  carved  with  a  jack-knife,"  replied 
flUDa  host,  *'bj  a  party  called  'Casino  Joe.' 
It  took  him  'most  a  year;  he  got  it  mounted 
and  coin'  jest  before  he  £ed." 
For  ioiig  I  tad  lost  trace  of  Casino  Joe;  it  was 
now  at  this  change  house  I  blundered  on  the 
news  diat  my  old  gambling  friend  of  the 
Bowery  came  with  his  consumption  and 
aonie  ^At  thousand  dollars — enough  to  end 
one's  lire  with — and  made  this  place  home 
untfl  his  death.  His  gnve  lay  across  a  field 
In  tta  little  rural  burying  ground  where  he 
tad  played  when  a  tay,  for  Casino  Joe  was 
an  emanation  of  these  parts. 
There  was  no  cheatings  or  tricky  illiticisms 
hidden  in  Joe's  supremades  of  casino.  They 
were  fruits  of  a  wax-lita  memory  which  kept 
tta  story  of  the  cards  as  one  makes  entries  m 
a  ledger.  When  the  last  hands  were  out  be- 
tween Joe  and  an  adversary,  a  glance  at  his 
mental  entries  of  cards  already  plaj^ed,  and 
another  at  his  own  hand,  unerringly  mformed 
him  of  wbMt  cards  his  opponent  held.  This 
ta  called  ''Telfing  the  last  four." 
It  was  as  an  advantage  more  than  enough  to 
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enable  Joe  to  win;  and  while  I  lived  in  hit  |hoi||  tO 
company,  I  never  knew  him  to  come  from  a  ^^m  ^^ 
game  out  of  pocket  by  that  divertisement.   ^W  ^9^ 
The  marvel  was  that  he  could  keep  accurate  jtStft  if OUt 
track  of  fifty-two  cards  as  they  fell  one  after 
the  other  into  play,  and  do  these  feats  of 
memory  in  noise-ridden  bar-rooms  and  amid 
a  swirl  of  conversation  in  which  he  more  or 
less  bore  part. 

Those  qmck  folk  of  the  fraternity  whom  he 
encountered  and  who  from  time  to  time  lost 
money  to  Casino  Joe,  never  once  suspected 
his  victories  to  be  a  result  of  mere  memory. 
They  held  that  some  cheat  took  place.  But 
as  it  was  not  detectable  and  no  man  might 
point  it  out,  no  word  of  fault  was  uttered, 
toe  took  the  money  and  never  a  protest;  for 
it  is  as  much  an  axiom  of  the  gammg  table  as 
it  is  of  the  law  that  ''Fraud  in  each  instance 
must  be  proved  and  will  never  be  presumed 
or  inferred."  With  no  evidence  therefore, 
the  losing  gamblers  made  no  protesting 
charge,  and  Joe  went  forward  collecting  the 
wealth  of  any  and  all  who  fought  with  him  at 
his  favorite  science. 

Casino  Joe,  as  I  have  said,  accoimted  for  his 
mastery  at  Casino  by  his  power  to  ''Tell  the 
last  four,"  and  laid  it  all  to  memory. 
"And  yet,"  said  Joe  one  evening  as  I  urged 
him  to  impart  to  me  his  secret  more  in  detail, 
'4t  may  depend  on  something  else.  As  I've 
told  you,"  continued  Joe,  "it's  my  gift.  Folk 
have  their  gifts.  Once  when  I  was  in  the 
town  of  Warrensburg  in  Western  Missouri,  I 
was  shown  a  man  who  had  sifts  for  mathe- 
matics that  were  unaccoimtable.    He  was  a 
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IQ^hf  coarse,  animalish  creature,  this  mathema- 
^i^^l  .]r  tician;  a  half  idiot  and  utterly  without  edu- 
^raiMnfr  cation.  A  sullen,  unclean  beast  of  a  beinz, 
he  shuffled  about  in  a  queer,  plantigrade 
fashion  like  a  bear.  He  was  il^natured,  yet 
too  timid  to  do  harm;  and  besides  a  genius  for 
^g;ures,  his  distinguishing  characteristics  were 
himger  measured  by  four  men's  rations  and 
an  appetite  for  whisky  which  to  call  swinish 
would  be  only  marking  a  weakness  in  the  art 
of  simile.  Yet  this  witless  creature,  unable 
to  read  his  own  printed  name,  knew  as  by  an 
instinct  every  mathematical  or  geometrical 
term.  You  might  propose  nothing  as  a  prob- 
lem that  he  would  not  instantly  solve.  He 
could  tell  you  like  winking,  the  area  of  a  seven 
or  eight  angled  figure  so  you  but  gave  him 
the  umensions;  he  would  annotmce  the  sur- 
face measurements  of  a  sphere  when  told 
either  its  diameter  or  circumference.  Once, 
as  a  poser,  a  learned  teacher  proposed  a  sup- 
posititious cone  seven  feet  in  altitude  and  with 
a  diameter  of  three  feet  at  the  base,  and 
asked  at  what  diHtance  from  the  apex  it 
should  be  divided  to  make  both  parts  equal  of 
bulk  and  weight.  This  gross,  growling  being 
made  unhesitating  reply;  and  on  a  cone  being 
sawed  in  two  as  he  directed  his  answer  was 
found  to  be  true  to  a  hair.  This  monster  of 
mathematics  seemed  also  to  carry  a  chro- 
nometer in  his  stomach,  for  day  or  night,  he 
could  and  would — ^for  a  drink  of  rum— -tell 
you  the  hour  to  any  splinter  of  a  second. 
You  might  set  your  watch  by  him  as  if  he 
were  the  steeple  clock.  I  don't  profess," 
concluded  Casmo  Joe,  "to  either  the  habits 
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or  the  imbecility  of  this  genius  of  figures,  Iboto  U> 
yet  it  may  Well  be  that  my  abilities  to  keep  ^^ii  ^i.^ 
track  of  fifty-two  cards  as  they  appear  in   ^fU  tQr 
play  and  know  at  every  moment — as  a  book-  fisUSt  ifOUt 
keeper  does  a  balance — what  cards  are  yet 
to  come,  are  not  of  cultivation  or  acquire- 
ment, but  were  extant  within  me  at  my  birth 
and  before  ever  I  saw  card  or  heard  the  word 
^casino.' " 

When  Casino  Joe  appeared  in  the  Bowery|he 
came  to  gamble  at  cards.  That  buzzing 
ti^oroughfare  was  then  the  promenade  of  the 
keen  and  watchful  brotherhood  of  chance. 
In  that  hour,  too,  it  came  more  to  be  the 
fashion — ^for  there  are  fashions  in  gambling 
as  in  everything  else — to  win  and  lose  money 
at  short-cards,  and  casino  enjoyed  particular 
vogue.  There  were  scores  of  eminent  prac- 
titioners about  New  York  in  that  day,  and 
Toe  had  littie  trouble  in  securing  reco^tion. 
Indeed,  he  might  have  played  the  full  twenty- 
four  hours  of  every  day  could  he  have  held 
up  his  head  to  such  labors. 
There  was  at  the  advent  of  our  rural  Joe  into 
metropolitan  circles  none  more  idert  or 
breatmess  for  pastmastery  in  dubious  specu- 
lation than  myself.  About  twenty-one  should 
have  been  my  years,  and  I  carried  that  bub- 
bling spirit  for  success  common  to  tiie  youtii 
of  every  walk.  Aut  Caesar  attt  ntdtusl  was 
my  warcry.  and  I  did  not  consider  Joe  and 
his  career  tor  long  before  I  was  slave  to  the 
one  hope  of  finally  gaining  his  secret.  One 
might  fovind  fortvine  on  it;  like  the  philo»- 
opher's  stone  it  turned  all  to  gold. 
With  those  others  who  fell  before  Joe  I  alio 
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^Plft  believed  his  tuccess  to  be  offspring  of  some 
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cheat.  And  while  the  rustic  Joe  was  en- 
gaged against  some  fellow  blackleg,  I've  sat 
and  watched  for  hours  upon  end  to  discover 
what  devious  thing  Joe  did.  There  was  no 
villainy  of  double  dealing  or  chicane  of  cut- 
shifting  or  of  marked  cards  at  which  I  was 
not  adept.  And  what  I  could  so  darkly  per- 
form I  was  equally  quick  to  discover  when 
another  attempted  it.  But,  albeit  I  eyed 
poor  Joe  with  a  hawk's  vigilance — a  vigilance 
to  have  saved  the  life  of  Argus  had  he  but 
emulated  it  with  his  hundred  eyes; — I  noted 
nothing.  And  the  reason  was  a  simple  one. 
There  was  literally  nothing  to  discover;  Joe 

Slaved  honestly  enough;  his  advantage  dwelt 
1  his  memory  and  that  lay  hidden  within 
his  head. 

Despairing  of  a  discovery  by  dint  of  watching 
I  made  friendly  overtures  to  Joe,  hoping  to 
wheedle  a  secret  which  I  could  not  surprise. 
My  proffers  of  comradeship  were  met  more 
than  half  way.  Toe  was  a  kindly  though  a 
lonely  soul  and  had  few  friends;  his  queer 
garb  of  the  cow  pastures  together  with  his 
unfailing  domination  at  casino  kept  others 
of  the  quick-fingered  fraternity  at  a  distance. 
Also  I  had  been  much  educated  of  books  by 
Father  Glennon,  and  having  no  liking  to 
drink  or  carouse,  put  in  my  spare  time  with 
reading.  As  Joe  himself  had  dived  some- 
what into  books,  we  were  doubly  drawn  to 
each  other.  Hours  have  we  sat  together  in 
Joe's  richly  furnished  rooms — ^for  he  lived 
well  if  he  did  not  dress  well — and  overhauled 
for  our  mutual  amusement  the  literature  of  the 
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centuries  back  to  Chaucer  and  hit  Tabard  Inn.  IhotD  tO 
At  this  time  Joe  was  already  in  the  coils  of  ^^n  ^t.^ 
that  consumption  whereof  at  last  he   died,    ^f  U  tipf 
And  what  with  a  racking  cough  and  an  in-  fiMt^Wt 
ability  to  breathe  while  lying  down,  Joe  sel- 
dom slept  in  a  bed.     The  best  he  might  do 
was  to  gain  what  snatches  of  slumber  he 
could   while   propped  in   an   arm-chair.     It 
thus  befell  that  at  his  suggestion  and  to  tell 
the  whole  truth,  at  his  generous  expense,  I 
came  finally  to  room  with  Joe.     Somebody 
should  utihze   the   bed.     Being   young  and 
sound  of  nerves,  his  restless  night-roamings 
about  the  floors   disturbed  not  me;  I  slept 
serenely  through  as  I  doubtless  would  through 
the  crack  of  doom  had  such  calamity  surprised 
us  at  that  time,  and  Joe  and  I  prospered 
bravely  in  company. 

Beseech  and  plead  as  I  might,  however,  Joe 
would  not  impart  to  me  that  hidden  casino 
8tren|;th  beyond  his  word  that  no  fraud  was 
practised — ^a  fact  whereof  my  watchings  had 
made  me  sure — and  describing  it  as  an  ability 
to  "Tell  the  last  four." 

While  Joe  housed  me  as  his  guest  for  many 
months  and  paid  the  bills,  one  is  not  to  argue 
therefrom  any  stringent,  unhappy  pauperism 
on  my  bo3rish  part.  In  good  sooth!  I  was 
more  than  rich  during  those  days,  with  a 
fortime  of  anjrwhere  from  five  hundred  to  as 
much  as  four  thousand  dollars.  Like  all  di»- 
ciples  of  chance  I  had  these  riches  ever  ready 
in  my  pocket  for  what  prey  might  offer. 
It  was  now  and  then  well  for  Joe  that  I  went 
thus  provided.  That  badly  garbed  squire  of 
good  dame  Fortune,  who  faUed  not  of  a  profit 
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at  Cftflbio,  had  withal  an  overpowering  taste 
to  play  faro;  and  as  if  by  some  law  of  comr 
pensation  and  to  preserve  an  equilibritun  he 
wonld  teem  to  at  down  to  a  faro  layout  only 
to  loee.  Time  and  again  he  came  to  hu 
rooms  stripped  of  the  kst  dollar.  On  these 
harrowing  occasions  Joe  would  borrow  a 
round-number  stake  from  me  and  so  return 
to  tiie  legitimate  sure  harvests  of  casino,  vow- 
ing never  to  lose  himself  and  his  money  in 
any  quicksands  of  farobank  again. 
It  must  be  admitted  that  these  anti-faro  vows 
were  never  kept;  once  firm  on  his  feet  by  virtue 
of  casino  renewed,  it  was  not  over  long  ere 
he  **tried  it  just  once  more";  to  lose  again. 
These  faro  bankruptcies  would  overtake  Joe 
about  once  a  montn. 

One  day  I  made  a  mild  plot;  I  had  foregone 
all  hope  of  coaxing  Joe's  secret  from  him; 
now  I  resolved  to  bring  against  him  the 
ire  of  a  small  intrigue.  I  lay  in  am- 
for  Joe,  waylaid  him  as  it  were  in  the 
hour  ii  his  destitution  and  ravished 
from  him  at  the  point  of  his  necessities  that 
which  I  ccmld  come  by  in  no  other  way. 
It  was  fdlowing  a  disastrous  night  at  faro 
when  Joe  appeared  without  so  much  silver 
in  his  pockets  as  might  serve  to  keep  the 
fiends  nom  dancing  mere.  Having  related 
his  losses  he  asked  for  the  usual  five  hundred 
wherewith  to  re-enter  the  sure  lists  of  casino 
and  begjn  the  combat  anew.  To  his  sore 
amazement  and  chagrin — ^and  somewhat  to 
his  alarm,  for  at  first  he  thought  me  as  poor 
as  himself  from  my  refusal — I  shook  my  sage 
young  head. 
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''Haven't  you  got  it  ?  "  asked  Joe,  anxiously,  iboil]  U^ 
"Oh,  yes,''  I  repUed,  "I've  got  It;  and  it's  ^^T,  )7 
yours  on  one  condition.     Teach  me  how  to   ^^^  ^9^ 
*Tell  the  last  four,'  and  you  may  have  five  iLagtifOttt 
hundred  and  five  hundred  with  it.'' 
Then  I  pointed  out  to  Joe  his  mean  unfairness 
in    not    equipping    me    with    this    resistless 
weapon.     Save  for   his  one  pregnant  secret  I 
was  as  perfect  at  casino  as  any  sharper  on  the 
Bowery.     Likewise^   were    the    situation   re- 
versed,  I'd   be   quick  to  instruct  him.     I'd 
lend  no  more;  there  would  come  no  further 
five  hundred  save  as  the  price  of  that  touch- 
stone— the  golden  knowledge  of  how  to  "Tell 
the  last  four."     This  I  set  forth  jealously. 
"Why,  then,"  said  Joe,  "I'll  do  my  best  to 
teach  you.     But  it  will  cost  a  deal  of  work. 
You'll  have  to  put  in  hours  of  practise  and 
curry  and  groom  and  train  your  memory  as 
if  it  were  a  horse  for  a  great  race.     I  tell  you 
the    more    readily — for    I    could    elsewhere 
easily  get  the  five  hundred  and  for  that  matter 
five  thousand  other  dollars  to  keep  it  company 
— since  I  believe  I've  not  many  months  to  live 
at  best"  (here,  as  if  in  confirmation,  a  gust  of 
coughing  shook  him)   "and  this  knowledge 
shafl  be  your  legacy." 

With  these  words.  Joe  got  a  deck  of  cards  and 
began  a  game  ox  casino  with  me  as  an  ad- 
versary. Slowly  playing  the  cards,  he  ex- 
plained and  strove  to  illustrate  those  mental 
methods  by  which  he  kept  account  and  tabbed 
them  as  they  were  played.  If  I  could  lay 
bare  this  system  here  I  would;  but  its  very 
elaboration  forbids.  It  was  as  thoueh  Joe 
owned  a  blackboard  in  his  head,  wuh  the 

63 


d  by  Google 


•nlookrr 


^Plft  fifty*two  cards  told  off  by  numbers  in  column, 
and  from  which  he  erased  a  card  the  moment 


it  appeared  in  play.  By  processes  of  elimina- 
tion, he  came  finally  to  "Tell  the 'last  four," 
and  as  the  last  hands  were  dealt  knew  those 
held  by  his  opposite  as  much  as  ever  he  knew 
his  own.  Tnis  advantage,  with  even  luck 
and  perfect  skill,  made  him  not  to  be  con- 
quered. 

it  took  .many  sittings  with  many  lessons 
many  hours  long;  but  in  time  because  of  my 
young  faculties — ^not  too  much  cumbered  of 
those  thousand  and  one  concerns  to  come 
with  years  and  clamor  for  remembrance — I 
grew  almost  as  perfect  as  Joe.  And  it  was 
well  I  learned  the  secret  when  I  did. 
Soon  after,  I  became  separated  from  Joe;  I 
went  southward  to  New  Orleans  and  when  I 
was  next  to  New  York  Joe  had  disappeared. 
Nor  could  I  find  trace  or  sign  of  his  where- 
abouts. He  went  in  truth  to  his  old  village, 
and  my  earUest  information  thereof  came 
only  when  the  tavern  host  told  the  ori^ 
of  the  dub-swinging  ballet  dancer  then  toeme 
it  so  gallantly  on  his  gables.  But  while  I 
parted  with  my  friend,  I  never  forgot  him. 
The  knowledge  he  gave  double  armed  me  at 
the  game.  It  became  the  reason  of  often 
riches  in  my  hands,  and  was  ever  a  resort 
when  I  erred  over  horse  races  or  was  beaten 
down  by  some  storm  of  faro.  It  was  then 
that  I  gratefully  recalled  Casino  Joe  and  his 
instructions:  and  his  invincible  secret  of 
««How  to  tell  the  last  four." 
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The  Bank  of 
Washington  Heights 

'  OF  THE  CITY  OF  NEW  YORK 

AMSTERDAM   AVENUE 
AND   155TH   STREET 


Capital,  ^100,000 
Surplus,  J§  100,000 


Designated    Depository 
FOR  State  and  City  Funds 

busike'^  and   personal  accounts  solicited 


mtnwold, 


{Iboniag  m.  Xavvgon  SClltlwy  IlldSS^ 


IN     THE     STUD. 


)NCE  BE  I.EON.    Fee,  flOO. 
IKE  DKVUL.    Fee,  $160. 
ftKAMKR.    Fee,  $100. 
(OUI^AND  BAKON.    Fee,  $2S. 


HORSES. 

BOBAXMA»S  BB0THBR.     Fee, 
GliORlOUH  RBD  CIiOITD.     FeeTl 
OI.ORIOUS  BOXNLti:.    Fee,  $2oSl 
OliOBIOUS  liONlfllS.    Pee»$50. 


JERSEYS. 


Champion  of  Champtooji, 
tported  Champloii  IXYINI 

*€C,  $100. 

DOGS. 

B'JLI.  DOQ8. 

IMPORTED. 

(Sliion.     Fee,  $75. 
t&eral  Donxuu 
•fee,  ^50. 

tke  of  St.  Martin. 
7ee,  S^5. 

.rapiiel.    Fee,  $25. 
>line  Moss  Kim. 

llfie^MTellington 

Kruj^er.    Fee,  $'-»• 
^fger.    Fee,  $25. 

AMERICAN    BRED. 

en  j>Ionarcli. 

■'"ee,  950. 

iMlney  Monarch. 

?"ee,  $.50. 

aikes.    Fee,  $25. 


'OFOX. 


Importei 


FARMS    AND 


)  acres,  200  of  ?rass,  on  the  soutk  wiore  tJt  * 
Massachusetts  bay.  All  pipe-drained,  all 
jiped  for  water ;  all  lightea  by  electricity 
*rith  all  wires  underground, 
ilf-mile  track,  outer  track  for  trotting, 
nner  for  carriage  horses.  Center,  9-acre 
7olo  Held,  all  pipe-drained  in  three  foot 
squares. 

•ottitig  Stable,  846  feet  long,  100  horses, 
xria^e  Horse  Stable,  S3S5  feet , long,  50 
lorses. 

'ood  Mare  Stable,  320  feet  long,  25  mares. 
-ood  Mare  Stable,  140  feet  long,  16  mares. 
•ood  Mare  Stable,  140  feet  long,  15  mares. 
allion  Stable,  200  feet  long,  10  stallions. 
jaling  Stable.  90  feet  long,  8  mare& 
aspital,  90  feet  long,  8  horses. 
•""  "-*»-  ^*able,  200  feet  long,  14  horses. 


Fortfccshire's  Best  Soi 
Forforshlre's    o: 

Fee,  $50. 

BLENHEIMS. 

IMPORTED. 

Hamall  i>oiiiiiiic- 
ton.    Fee,  $25. 

AMFfHOAN   QREIK 

Iiord  Too  ^Wit,  * . 

Fee,  $25. 
Idttle  RoUo. 
Fee,  $25. 

RUBIES. 

AMEIIICAN  BREO. 

t!li;  Ashton  Ar4rt0- 

«rat.    Fee,$2&. 
I<ord  Resrgrie* 

Fee,  $25. 

PRINCE   CHARLES. 

IMPORTED. 

Aihton   Defender. 

AMERICAN    BRED. 

liOrd  Too  Woob^ 

Fee,  $25. 

BUILDINGS. 

Utaieksili  itA  SfHH>,  Bv'Xov. 

Sieel-trussed  Riding  Academy,  170x190. 

Cow  Barn  and  Dah-y,  200 feet  ^ong^l5cows. 

Cow  Barn,  200  leet  long,  15  cows. 

Kennel,.  150  feet  long,  ^  dogs. 

Hennery,  250  feet  long,  600  show  birdi. 

UtUkv  Heimery,  $000  birds. 

Main  rarmhouse,  lOO  feet  long. 

Dream  wold  Hall,  SSOieet  long. 

TweotY  Homs6s  forp^^^ens  and  tralaers. 

All  buildings    uniform,     gambrel-roofed, 

'  shingled  outside,  sheathed  inside,  ligtited 
by  electrlcity,heated  by  hot  wat^r  system. 

All  stalls  on  farm  uniform  in  quality;  box 
or  standing,  wooden  floors,  and  guttered 
dralnaflre. 

Fun  fire  high-pressure  water  sertlce,  en- 
gines, hook  and  Udder,and  85  drilled  Ben. 


Id. ; 


Xlbe  farm  ot 


$ciliidte»  mm. 
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This  book  should  be  returned  to 
the  Library  on  or  before  the  last  date 
stamped  below. 

A  fine  of  five  cents  a  day  is  incurred 
by  retaining  it  beyond  the  specified 
time. 

Please  return  promptly. 
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